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CtAVDK   DUVAL  S   PREAM   IN   NEWGATE. 


CHAPTER  CCCV. 

THE    DISPERSION    OF   THE   THIF.VES,    AND   THJi    DEATH    OF   THE     SCOUT     IN    THE 

^LANE. 

This  declaration  from  Dick  Turpin,  spoken  as  it  ■was  with  a  sincerity  of  which 
here  could  be  no  possible  doubt,  was  pleasing  enough  to  those  who  were 
(assembled  in  that  large  apartment. 

A  murmur  of  satisfaction  arose  from  them  at  the  statement  of  his  wishes,  and 
one  then  cried  out — 
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«'  We  will  all  do  what  we  can  for  Duval ;  but  Mag  -s  is  the  maa  who  will  tell 

us  what  to  do."  .       ,  ,,  .    ,,„  ^„„  i 

.<  Yes— yes  !"'  cried  the  others,  "  Maggs  is   the  maa— Maggs   is  the  man ! 

He  will  say  what  must  be  done."  ,         .,  ,i     r  t    .-n  =.,, 

'' Well  "  saifl    Maggs,  rising,  "if  you  wiU  have  it  so,  all  of  you,  I  will  say 
what  I  think  it  ought  to  be  ;  but  as  regards^the  doing  part  of  it  or  not,  that  will 
b  for  all  you  to  decide,  you  know,  not  me." 

•' Go  on,  Maggs."  ,,  •  ■,  ^i    ^    ....     ,.• 

"  We  shall  all,"  said  Jack,  "  I  am  sure,  listen  to  Maggs  with  «iat  attention 
that  any  sugg.^stion  from  him  merits,  and  I,  for  one,  have _no. doubt  in  the  world 
but  that  what  he  recomends  will  be  found  to  be  the  very  beet  couo^e  we  can  all 
of  us  pursue." 

"  No  doubt  of  that  at  all,"  said  Dick.  ,.  t.  ^i.     i. 

Mage's  was  now  hoisted  up  upon  one  of  the  tables,  so  that  by  a  light  that  hung 
from  a 'rusty  chain  fastened  to  the  ceiling,  he  was  plainly  visible  t,o  |ll  present. 
There  was  a  bandage  still  round  his  face  where  he  had  been  wounded  by  one  of 
the  officers,  who  now  lay  in  the  garden  so  calm  and  so  still,  and  through  the 
folds  of  that  bandage  a  few  drops  of  blood  bad  oozed.  .    .    \i    <• 

This  gave  him  the  appearance  of  ferocity,  which  was  very  far,  in  leed,  from 
being  in  accordance  with 'Maggs'  real  character,  for  he  was  an)  thing  but  amaiiot 
violent  passion*. 

"Hear  him!     Hear  Maggs!"    ciiec"  one. 

"  Won't  you  take  a  drop  of  ale  before  you  begin  ?"  said  another. 

"Silence!"  cried  a  third.  -i/'^'v  v  =•  i  ^^        i  i,  t. 

"  Thank  you  all,"  said  Maggs,  "  I  will  tellce  the  ale  when  I  have  done  ;  but 
not  now." 

"All's  right.     Goon."  ,        .u     ^    ,u 

"  You  alfknow,"  said  Maggs,  "  that  I  speak  nothing  more  than  [he  truth 
when  I  say,  that  by  the  situation  I  have  held  in^the  old  stone-jug  in  the  bailey, 
I  have  been  able  to  do  some  good  to  the  family." 

"  Lots  of  good!"  cried  half-a-dozen  voices. 

"  Well,  I  don't  mention  that  in  any  way  to  make  a  boast  of  it,  miiid  you." 

"  We  koow  thar,  Maggs." 

"  I  only  say  it,  you  see,  because  it  is  a  fact  that  there  is  no  need  todispute, 
and  because  it  brings  me  to  tlie  fiVst  part  of  what  I  am  going  to  say  tp-night,  and 
that  first  part  Is,  that  1  rather  think  something  may  be  done  for  Cla>ude,Duval  ; 
but  that  something  will  have  the  effect  of  preventing  the  showing  my  face  in 
Newgate  ag^in  ;  so  I  shall  be  of  no  more  use." 

The  thieves  were  silent  at  this,  and  looked  ruefully  at  each  other.  _.  ...  - 

"  Alind  yqij,"  added  Maggs,  "1  don't  mean  to  say  thiit  it  will  poslfively  have 
that  effect,  but  it  may.  I  will  try  and  manage  that  it  sTiall  not,  if  %ye  carry  out 
the  plan  at  all ;  but  still,  you  know  what  my  opinion  is  ;  and  that  is,  that  it 
will." 

"  A  bad  job  that  for  the  family,"  said  a  voice. 

"  Very,"  said  several  others. 

"Before  our  friend  Maggs  goes  any  further,  then,"  said  Jack,  "allow  me  to  say 
that,  upon  the  part  of  Claude  Duval,  I  should  refuse  to  sanction  any  enterprise 
that  brought  Maggs  into  trouble,  or  injured  so  much  as  the  hair  of  his  head." 

"And  1,"  cried  Dick. 

"Bravo  I    Bravo!"  shouted  the  others. 

*'  Silence  !"  said  Maggs.  "  Do  you  forget  where  you  are  ?  _  You  are  not  in 
one  of  the  old  kens  in  the  city  underground,  and  so  well  shut  in  that  you  may 
make  as  much  noise  as  you  like,  and  no  chance  of  any  one  hearing  you." 

"  All's  right,  Maggs  ;  go  on." 

"  Well,  there's  no  chance,  as  far  as  I  can  see,  of  any  harm  coming  to  me  by  the 
job.  All  I  think  is,  that  the  sheriffs  may  be  rather  suspicious  that  1  had  sold 
them,  and  so  they  might  think  it  would  be  just  as  well  to  dispense  with  my 
services  as  odd  man  at  Newgate,  you  see." 
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"Let's  know  the  plan,  Maggs." 

"It  is  a  bold  one." 

"  Of  couise,"  said  Dick. 

*'  That  was  to  be  expected,"  said  Jack,  "  and  in  that  lies  the  f)rincipal  chance 
of  its  success." 

'*  You  are  right,"  added  Maggs.  "  What  I  know  of  the  position  of  Claude 
Duval  enables  me  to  say  tha^,  by  hook  or  by  crook,  the  authorities  have  made  up 
their  minds  to  hang  him,  and  he  will  be  tried  upon  indictment  after  indictment, 
till  they  get  a  verdict  of  guilty,  and  then  they  will  take  good  care  to  put  him  out 
of  this  world,  you  may  depend." 

"  Sliame-^sharae  !" 

"  Well,  it  is  a  shame,  when,  in  the  name  of  justice,  there  is  anything  that 
Jocks  like  persecution,  for,  after  all,  there  is  many  a  worse  fellow  than  Claude 
Duval  who  has  escaped  scot-free.  But  that's  not  our  look  out.  We  want  to 
save  him,  right  or  wrong,  I  take  it." 

"  Yes,  Maggs,  that's  it." 

"Then  this  is  the  plan.  I  expect  to-morrow  night  to  be  on  duty  by  Claude's 
cell,  you  see,  and  when  that  is  the  case,  the  regular  turnkeys  don't  give 
themselves  a  great  deal  of  trouble.  Mind  you,  I  shall  be  outside  his  cell,  bat 
that  won't  make  any  difficulty." 

"  But  you  don't  mean  to  say,  Maggs,"  said  Dick,  "that  you  can  walk  him 
out  of  Newgate  ?" 

"  No — not  exactly  ;  but  if  half  a  dozen  courageous  men  will  take  possession 
of  the  lobbv,  I  can  bring  him  there,  I  rather  think,  and  then  the  thing  will  be 
done." 

"  That  is  bold,  indeed." 

"  Let  me  explain  to  you  how  the  affair  will  stand.  lathe  lobby  you  will  find 
three  men,  one  on  the  lock,  as  it  is  called,  and  two  officers  on  night  duty.  Well. 
between  Claude's  cell  and  the  lobby  there  are  two  turnkeys  to  pass,  who  are  well 
armed,  so  that  there  are  five  men  to  conquer  in  all.'' 

"  That's  easy,"  said  a  voice. 

"  Stop  a  bit — not  so  easy.  First  of  all,  it  is  necessary  that  they  should  be 
conquered  without  noise  or  the  discharge  of  fire-arms  of  any  kind.  If  an  alarm 
is  given,  the  whole  force  of  the  establishment  will  hasten  to  the  spot,  and  we 
are  lost." 

"  But  still,"  said  Jack,  "I  can  conceive  how  it  may  be  done." 

"  Yes,"  added  Maggs.  **  In  this  wise  I  think  it  may.  Exactly  at  half- 
past  two  o'clock  I  vjill  come  into  the  lobby,  and  then  I  would  have  some  one  of 
you  come  to  the  wicket-gate  with  a  letter  in  \our  hand,  and  say  in  a  voice  as  of 
one  in  authority — '  A  letter  from  the  Under-Secretary  of  State  to  the  Governor.' 
Well,  upon  that,  the  man  on  the  lock  will  open  the  door  and  let  you  in,  but  the 
raoment  you  get  in,  another  of  you  must  come  and  tap  at  the  wicket,  and  say— 
'  The  Lord  Mayor  will  be  here  in  five  minutes.  He  has  sent  me  to  request  that 
the  governor  will  rise  at  once.'  Well,  they  will  let  him  in,  likewise,  for  nothing 
throws  such  men  so  much  off  their  guard  as  the  use  of  high  names  and 
dignities." 
"  1  see,"  said  Dick.  j 

"  Then  there  will  be  two  of  you  in  the  lobby,  and  you  must  fall  upon  the 
officer  who  remains  and  the  man  on  the  lock,  for  one  of  them  will  be  gone  with  | 
the  mock  letter  to  the  governor,  you  understand." 

"  Precisely."  j! 

"  The  moment  you  have  gagged  and  bound  them,   and,  of  course,  you  will  fji 
take  care  to  have  everythino;  handy  for  such  a  purpose  j'ou  can  open  the  wicket  ' 
and  let  in  half  a  dozen  more,  and  then  you  will  affect  to  have  seized  me,  likewise, 
and  to  threaten  me  with  instant  death,  if  I  do  not  show  you  the  way  to  Claud? 
Duval's  cell." 
«  It  will  do,  I  think."  said  Dick. 
•'  Yes,"  said  Jack,  ♦'  but  it  is  a  ticklish  affair,'* 
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*'  I  cannot  conceal  from  myself  that  it  is  so,"  said  Maggs,  "but  I  have  a  pretty 
pood  idea  that  there  will  be  success.  Of  course  the  two  men  in  the  passage  mast 
be  treated  the  same  as  those  in  the  lobby,  and  I  will  take  you  direct  to  Claude's 
cell,  and  open  the  door  for  you  pretty  quickly,  and  in  two  minutes,  out  he  ought 
to  be.  His  horse,  or  one  as  good,  shall  be  in  the  Old  Bailey,  and  off  you 
all  go." 
"  Hurrah  1" 

"  Silence,  for  the  love  of  safety.  You,  Jack,  the  old  and  kind  friend  and  asso- 
ciate of  Claude  Duval,  you  tell  us  first  what  you  think  of  this  scheme  for  his 
preservation  ?" 

All  eyes  were  now  turned  upon  Jack,  who,  without  one  moment's  hesitation, 
replied  in  a  firm,  clear  voice — 

"  I  say,  yes,  to  the  plan,  and  I  like  it  for  its  very  boldness." 

"  You,  Dick — what  say  you  ?' 

"I  echo  Jack's  sentiments,  and  he  and  I  will  disguise  ourselves,  and  carry 
out  the  first  part  of  the  enterprise,  if  some  half  dozen  of  thoise  here  present  will 
volunteer  to  aid  us." 

"  1  will — I  will — I — I !'  cried  some  dozen  of  voices. 

"  Six  will  be  ample,"  said  Maggs  ;  "  and  I  hope,  that  without  any  offence 
to  those  who  would  go  and  do  the  thing  well,  I  may  be  permitted  to  pick  out 
the  six  I  should  like  to  head  it." 

"  To  be  sure,  Maggs." 

"  Then  may  we,"  sa'd  Jack,  in  a  voice  full  of  hopefulness,  "  may  we  consider 
that  as  settled  ?" 

•'  Quite  settled,"  cried  the  thieves,     "  We  will  do  it." 

"There  is  now  one  thing  to  look  to,"  said  Maggs.  "Money  will  be  wanted. 
Every  one  must  be  well  disguised,  well  armed,  and  well  mounted,  and  the 
person  who  is  supposed  to  come  from  the  secretary  of  state  must  have  a  hand- 
some private  carriage,  as  that  will  materially  help  in  the  delusion." 

"  Make  yourself  easy  upon  that  score,"  said  Dick  Turpin.  '■  Jack  and  I  have 
It  in  our  power  to  furnish  every  guinea  that  will  be  wanted  in  the  affair, 
and  if  you,  Maggs,  will  superintend  the  arrangements,  all  will  be  well." 

"  It  will  be  a  five  hundred  pound  job,  if  a  bit,"  said  Maggs ;  "  for  everything 
must  be  bought,  you  see,  coach  and  all." 

"I  don't  think,"  said  Dick,  "that  we  have  made  a  bad  night's  work  of  it 
to-night,  however.  Jack." 

"  Well,  we  have  a  mahogany.box  that  feels  heavy ;  but  I  don't  know  what's 
in  it." 

"  Where  is  it.  Jack  ?" 

"  Here,  Dick,  I  brought  it  off  the  horse's  back  when  we  dismounted,  and 
kept  it  in  my  hand  till  now.     Shall  we  open  it  ?'* 

"  To  be  sure."  ^if 

"Where  did  it  come  from?"  said  Maggs. 

"  I  think  they  called  the  conveyance  the  Barnet  fly,"  said  Dick  ;  "and  this 
box  we  took  from  a  Jew  who  was  a  passenger,  and  who  seemed  to  set  no  small 
store  by  it." 

The  thieves  gathered  closely  round  Jack  as  he  tried,  for  some  few  moments, 
in  vain  to  open  the  desk. 

"  Let  me  try  it,"  said  a  voice. 

"  Ah,  let  the  game  cracksman  have  a  try  at  it,"  said  the  thieves.  "  He  will 
open  it." 

"  I  will  try,"  said  a  small,  active-looking  man,  stepping  forward,  and  taking 
a  plance  at  the  lock. 

Rummaging,  then,  in  his  pocket  for  a  moment  or  two,  the  cracksman  took  out 
a  small  pick-lock,  and  casting  his  eyes  up  to  the  ceiling  as  if  in  deep  thought, 
he  inserted  it  into  the  keyhole. 
Click  went  the  lock. 
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"  It's  a  good  one,"  he  said,  "and  one  of  the  newest  patents  ;  but  I  know  all 
about  it." 

"  Can  you  open  it,  though  ?" 

"  It  is  open." 

Jack  placed  his  hand  upon  the  lid  of  the  Jew's  box,  and  it  opened  in  a 
moment.  The  practised  hand  of  the  cracksman  had  made  short  work  of 
the  last  new  patent  lock,  which  was  to  defy  all  attempts  to  pick  it. 

The  brief  delay  that  had  taken  place  in  opening  the  Jew's  box,  had  had  the 
effect  of  wonderfully  arousing  the  curiosity  that  actuated  all  the  thieves 
concerning  it,  and  there  was  some  incoavenieat  pressure  around  Jack  as  it  was 
at  length  fairly  opened. 

"  iS'othing,"  said  Jack. 

*'  Nothing  ?"  replied  everybody. 

"No;  only  papers,  as  you  all  see." 

Jack  laughed  as  he  spoke,  and  turned  out  a  lot  of  letters  and  memoranda  thdt 
reached  apparently  to  the  bottom  of  the  mahogany-box,  and  then  he  said — 

"1  wonder  if  any  one  here  has  a  chisel  or  a  small  jemmy  ?" 

"  Here,"  said  the  cracksman,  "  is  the  sort  of  thing  you  want.  That  box  has 
a  false  bottom  to  it." 

"  Well,  so  I  suppose,  and  here  it  goes." 

There  was  a  slight  crash,  and  then  the  false  bottom  of  the  box  came  out, 
disclosing  a  space  of  about  four  inches  in  depth  beneath  it,  in  which  there  was  a 
quantity  of  small  packs  of  something. 

"What  is  it?"  said  Dick. 

"Money  and  jeweJlery,  all  done  up  closely  so  as  not  to  lattle  in  the  coach. 
Ah,  I  see  how  it  has  been  managed:  every  article  of  jewellery  that  has  been 
sold  has  left  room  for  the  price  of  it  in  the  little  box  of  wool  that  had  con- 
tained it." 

"Tiien  we  are  all  right.'' 
r.  "  I  hope  so.     We  will  see  what  there  is  here." 

Jack  counted  the  money  and  found  somewhere  about  two  hundred  guineas 
in  gold,  and  thea  there  was  some  silver,  and  some  jewellery  that  looked  very 
good. 

"  1  tell  you  what  it  is,  Maggs,"  said  Dick,  "  you  had  better  take  the  box  with 
its  contents  and  do  the  best  you  can  with  it.  Tt  came  from  a  Jew,  and,  no  doubt, 
another  of  the  children  of  Israe'  will  buy  it" 

"  Of  ceurse,  there  is  no  difficultyiiu  that  at  all.  But  what's  that  ?  I  heard  a 
shot  or  something  very  like  one." 
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THE   THIEVES    ESCAPE,    AND    DICK    AND   JACK  GET   BACK  TO    THE    PUBLIC-HOUSE. 

There  could  be  no  possible  mistake  concerning  the  fact  that  a  pistol  shot  had 
been  fired  somewhere  outside  ths  mansion,  but  no  one  could  say  whether  it  was 
a  signal  from  the  scuut  that  they  had  in  the  lane,  or  some  accidental  shot  from 
some  one  else,  which  might  not  in  any  way  or  manner  concern  them. 

Not  for  long,  however,  were  they  left  in  suspense  upon  that  part  of  the 
subject. 

Suddenly  there  came  into  the  room  a  man  covered  with  blood,  and  fell  half 
fainting  to  the  floor,  as  he  gasped  out  in  frightful  accents— 

"The  traps — the  traps  !     They  have  done  for  me." 

"  Why,  it's  Downy  Ned,"  said  Maggs,  "  who  was  keeping  watch  in  the 
lane."  , 

"  What  has  happened,  Ned  ?"  cried  everybody. 
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*'  Don't  jfou  see,  they  have  done  my  business  for  me." 
"Yes,  but  who  and  what  are  they?" 
"  I'll  tell  you— if— I  can — water— water  I" 

They  hurriedly  brought  some  water  and  placed  it  to  his  lips.  It  was  as  much 
as  he  could  do,  for  a  spasm  that  seized  him,  to  drink  any  of  it,  but  he  did  con- 
trive to  take  a  little,  and  it  had  evidently  the  effect,  of  reviving  him,  so  that  in  a 
few  moments  he  could  speak  a  Utile  more  easily. 

"I   was   in  the  lane,  when  I  saw  a  couple  of  dozen  of  them  coming  — 

coming " 

"  A  couple  of  dozen?'* 

*'  Quite — quite.  They  were  mounted,  and  they  came  creepinor  on  as  though 
they  knew  the  crib  they  meant  to  be  at  well  enough,  so  I  started  to  get  into  the 
garden  through  the  small  door  in  the  wall,  but  one  of  them  saw  me  and  had  a 
crack  at  me,  and  hit  me." 

*•  But  not  badly,  I  hope,  Ned  ?"  said  Maggs. 
"  Badly— not  badly  ?" 

*'  Well,  Ned,  you  don't  seem  to  be  bleeding." 
"Inwards — inwards!"   gasped  the  scout,  and  his  head  fell  bac1j. 
"  He  is  dead,"  said  one, 
"As  mutton/'  said  another.     Poor  Ned  !" 

A  violent  ring  at  the  bell  of  the  garden  gate  at  this  moment  came  upon  the 
ears  of  the  thieves. 

"  My  horse?"  said  Dick,  "I  forgot  him." 
"And  mine  ?"  said  Jack. 

"All's  right,"  said  Maggs,  "all's  right.     I  have  been  over  this  place,  and  I 
know  how  to  Lake  you  all  out  in  such  an  emergency  as  this.     F  )llow  me." 
"Won't  we!     Only  you  keep  to  that,  Maggs,  and  we  will  follow  you  fast 
'  enough,  old  fellow." 

I       "  Listen  first,  and  don't  be  in  a  state  of  trepidation  any  of  you.     The  officers 

'  can't  get  in  for  some  time,  and  if  we  have  ten  minutes  to  spare  it  is  all  right. 

This  house,   you  know,  has  its  back  against  West-end  Lane,  and  there's  nothing 

but  a  clear  wall  there,  and  no  such  thing  as  even  a  window,  so  that's  where  we 

,  must  get  out  by." 

•       "  A  queer  way  of  getting  out,"  said  one. 

{       "  Not  at  all.     Come  on.     You,  Dick  and  Jack,  will  find  your  cattle  as   we 
go  along-,  no  doubt.     It  is  a  good  thing,  now,  that  Bill  sent  his   wife   and  kids 
away  from  here  before  now." 
i      "  Yes,"  said  Bill,  "  the  place  would  have  been  a  good  deal  too  hot  to  hold 

me,  I  take  it,  if  I  hadn't." 
i      "No  doubt." 

i  The  thieves  numbered  about  twenty  two  persons,  but  it  was  quite  surprising 
i  how  noiselessly  they  managed  to  follow  Maggs  into  the  garden.  The  officers 
were  still  ringing  at  the  gate-bell,  no  doubt  with  the  intention  of  shooting  the 
first  one  who  should  make  an  appearance  at  it,  or,  psrhaps,  they  rung  there  in 
order  to  cloak  some  attack  of  amore  insidious  character  that  they  were  intent 
upon  making  at  another  part  of  the  building. 
I  Be  that  how  it  might,  however,  one  thing  was  quite  evident,  and  that  was, 
that  the  family,  as  they  called  themselves,  had  no  time  to  lose. 

By  good  luck,  both  Dick  and  Jack  lit  upon  their  cattle  close  to  the  door 
through  which  they  had  emerged  into  the  garden,  and  they  were  about  to  mount, 
but  Maggs  advised  that  they  should  not,  so  they  led  the  animals. 

After  going  half  round  the  house,  Maggs  paused  at  the  door  of  a  little  out- 
house,  and  spoke. 

"  This  IS  the  tool-house,"  he  said.  "  Who  can  use  a,  pick-axe  well  among 
you?" 

"  I,  and  I,"  said  several. 

"  Take,  then,  what  you  want  out  of  them,  for  I  believe  it  is  pretty  weU  stocked 
wHluough  tools," 
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They  lit  a  match  inside  the  tool-house  for  a  few  moments,  so  that  they  might 
see  what  they  were  about,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  moments  they  were  well 
enough  provided  with  tools  to  work  with. 

"  Now,"  said  Maggs,  "this  is  the  way  we  must  go  into  the  house  again." 

The  way  he  led  them  was  through  a  little  scullery,  and  then  across  a  kitchen, 
and  so  on  to  a  room,  in  which  there  had  been  a  billiard-table,  and  in  which  there 
was  only  a  borrowed  light.  The  wall  of  that  room  was  hung  with  fancy 
drapery,  and  Maggs,  as  he  pointed  to  it,  said — 

"  Now,  my  family  men,  that  is  the  only  road  to  the  open  air,  that  I  should 
say  it  will  be  safe  for  any  of  us  to  take  to-night.  Through  that  wall  is  West- 
end  Lane,  There  is  a  hedge  just  on  the  other  side,  and  a  water -course,  but 
these  are  not  impediments  that  will  stop  us,  I  daresay." 

The  thieves  now  perfectly  understood,  if  they  had  only  guessed  before,  what 
it  was  that  they  had  to  do,  and  those  who  were  armed  with  the  pick-ases  at 
once  began  operations  upon  the  wall  with  right  goodwill. 

"  Work  as  silently  as  you  can,"  said  Maggs. 

Dick  and  Jack  had  had  some  difficulty  in  getting  their  horses  through  the 
scullery  and  kitchen  into  the  billiard-room,  but  they  did  at  last  succeed  in 
so  doing  ;  and  as  the  mortar  began  tofly  about,  they  each  tied  a  pocket-handker- 
chief over  the  eyes  of  his  £te(  d. 

The  door  of  the  room  was  a  strong,  one,  and  as  a  measure  of  precaution 
against  a  sudden  rush  of  the  ofhcers  at  the  last  moment,  Maggs  locked  it  and 
bolted  it,  but  they  heard  nothing  more  as  yet  of  the  strong  force  which  had  been 
by  the  scout  reported  as  close  at  hand. 

In  the  course  of  five  minutes  an  opening  was  made  in  the  virall,  and  when  that 
was  once  the  case,  the  rest  of  the  work  proceeded  with  much  greater  speed,  so 
that  a  practicable  breach  through  which  a  man  might  make  his  way  was  soon 
established. 

"  I  will  go  and  have  a  look  out,"'*said  Maggs. 

In  a  moment  he  pushed  himself  through  the  opening,  and  they  heard  him  fall 
with  a  sp'ash  into  the  water  course  that  was  under  the  hedge.  Dick  Turpin 
looked  anxiously  through  the  opening,  but  all  was  darkness  as  well  as  silence. 

"  Come  on,."  said  Maggs,  in  a  whisper. 

The  thieves  began  to  drop  through  the  hole  in  the  wall  as  fast  as  possible  ; 
but  Jack  was  still  hard  at  work  enlarging  it,  for  he  saw  that  it  was  not  near 
extensive  enough  to  let  the  horses  through,  and  he  had  no  idea  of  leaving  them 
behind  him. 

Dick,  when  he  saw  him  thus  occupied,  helped  him,  and  they  in  the  course  of 
a  few  minutes  more  got  down  a  large  portion  of  the  wall. 

"  Come— come,"  said  Maggs. 

"  All's  right — here  we  are — go  on.  Jack." 

"After  you,  Dick." 

"  D n  it,   there   is   no   time  to  stand  upon  ceremony,"  said  Dick,  as  he 

walked  his  horse  over  the  rubbish  through  the  orifice  in  the  wall  at  once. 
There  was  some  little  diflSculty  in  getting  over  the  ditch,  and  through  the  hedge, 
but  by  going  backwards  himself,  and  elhnwing  his  way,  Dick,  although  at  the 
expense  ol  some  scratches,  made  a  path  for  ■  he  horse. 

Jack's  progress  was  all  the  more  easy  upoa  that  account,  and  they  were  both 
in  the  lane  uninjured. 

The  thieves  were  all  crouching  down  under  the  hedge,  but  Maggs  spoke  to 
them  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Disperse/'  he  said,  "if  you  would  save  yourselves.  Get  into  the  fields,  so 
that  the  horsemen  may  be  puzz'ed  by  the  hedges  and  gates.  My  only  wonder 
is,  where  the  devil  they  all  are." 

•'  And  mine,  too,"  said  Dick,  as  he  placed  his  foot  in  the  stirrup  in  the  act  to 
mount. 

"  Fire  !"  said  a  loud,  clear  voice. 

In  a  moment  a  vollev  of  fire-arms  swept  over  the  spot,  and  if  Jack  and  Dick 
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had   been   mounted,   it  would  have  been  the  next  thing  to  an  impossibility  for 
either  of  them  to  have  escaped  from  being  hit. 

The  position  of  the  thieves,  under  the  hedge,  was  so  far  favourable  that  most 
of  the  bullets  went  over  them ;  still  some  few  were  hit,  but  the  remainder 
at  once  set  off  across  the  fields  ia  such  a  paotc,  that  it  lent  them  double 
speed. 

"Are  you  hit,  Jack?"   said  Dick. 

"No.    Nor  you?" 

"  All's  right,"  said  Maggs.  «  Be  off  with  you,  before  they  give  us  another 
taste  of  their  quality.'' 

•'  But  you?" 

"Never  mind  me." 

"Nay — but  we  do,  though,"  said  Jack.  "  I  know  that  Dick's  Bess  won't 
carry  double,  but  my  horse  can,  and  will  for  a  mile  or  two.  Get  up  at  once, 
Maggs,  behind  me." 

"  That's  about  it,"  said  Maggs,  as  he  vaulted  up  to  the  back  of  the  horse. 
*'  Now  let  us  be  off  as  if  the  devil  himself  were  behind  us,  for  it  is  the  only 
chance,   I  think." 

Dick  took  the  lead,  and  Jack  followed  him,  and  so  along  West-end  Lane  they 
went  like  the  wind. 

The  moment  they  started,  they  heard  a  voice  cry  out — 

•■  There  they  go.     After  them,  my  lads." 

"Try  it,"  said  Jack,  as  he  clinched  hia  teeth,  and  made  his  steed,  notwith- 
standing the  double  burthen  he  bore,  get  over  the  ground  at  a  terrific  pace. 

The  state  of  the  road  was  far  from  being  favourable,  for  there  had  been 
considerable  rain  within  the  last  seven  or  eight  days,  so  that  there  was  jouch 
mud  ;  but,  still,  that  was  a  disadvantage  that  attached  to  the  pursuers  as  well 
as  to  the  pursued ;  therefore,  it  was  not  of  material  moment. 

'•  On — on,"'  Dick  kept  saying,  and  it  was  quite  clear  that,  if  he  had  liked,  after 
the  first  half-mile,  he  could  have  gone  far  a-head  of  Jack  and  Maggs;  bat  he 
generously  kept  by  them.  ^' 

The  pace  of  Jack's  horse  began  to  slacken,  and  they  could  hear  the  sounJt  of 
pursuit  still  upon  the  night  air. 

"  This  won't  do,"  said  Mag^s.  "^ 

"Yes — yes.     Hold  on." 

"  No,  I  won't.  1  shall  only  involve  you  in  destruction  with  me.  Jack.  I  say, 
it  won't  do." 

"  Oh,  yes,  we  shall  be  on  a  harder  road  in  a  few  more  minutes,  for  we  tre 
close  to  the  end  of  the  lane." 

"  Draw   up  close  to  the  hedge,   Jack,   if  you  don't  wish  me  to  break  my 
neck." 
•  "  How  so  ?" 

"  Do  it,  I  beg  of  you." 

"  Well,  well;  but  every  moment  is  a  life,  for  all  we  know." 

Jack  drew  up  quite  close  to  the  hedge,  and  then  in  an  instant,  with  araaiing 
agilitv,  Maggs  drew  up  his  feet,  and  stood  upon  the  back  of  the  horae. 

"  Good  night,  Jack." 

\V  ith  one  spring  he  cleared  the  hedge,  and  alighted  in  the  field  on  the  other 
side  of  it. 

"  On — on  !"  he  cried. 

"  Safe?"  said  Jack.  -  ■" 

"Quite.     On— on!" 

"  Good  God,  Jack  !  where  are  you?"  said  Dick,  riding  back: 

"  Here.     Push  on." 

The  horse  that  Jack  rode,  now  that  he  was  released  from  the  weight  of  Maggs 
upon  h  s  hind-quarters,  seemed  not  to  feel  Jack  at  all,  for  lie  bounded  on  like  a 
deer,  an  1  kept  neck  and  neck  with  Turpin'^s  beautiful  mare,  Bess,  which  was 
UQW  fairly  upon  its  mettle. 
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Some  straggUnf/   shots    now  tulii  tl'.at  tlie  officers  \A'eie  getting  desperate  and 
vicious  with  the  idea  thuf,  after  all.  their  prey  was  escaping  them. 
"  Go  it !''  cried  Dicl<.     "  Blaze  awiiy  !      How  arc  ycu,  iMaggs  1" 
"  Far  enough  ofl",  ami  sale,  I  hope,"  said  Jack. 
*•■  VS'hatj  not  widi  you  ?'' 


DICK    AND    JACK    PLANNING    THK    ROBBERY    OF    THE    BARNET    NIGHT-FLY.J 

"Do  you  think  this  creature  coulc  carry  double  at  such  a  pace  as  this,  Did, 

and  so  far?" 

•'  No— no.     I  ought  to  have  thought  of  that.      But  where  is  he  ?" 

"  I  dropped  him   over  the  hedge,   and  the  traps  have  passed  him  a  good  half 

mile  now,  and  here  we  are  in  Ki  burii.     Which  way  is  it  to  be?" 


No.  lOO. 
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"  Right  on  up  Wilsden  Lane." 

"  So  be  it." 

Crossins;  diagonally  the  Kilbura-road,  they  darted  up  the  circuitous  lane  that 
leads  to  Wilsden ;  but  it  was  no  part  of  Dick's  policy  to  go  there.  After  taking 
the  first  turn  in  the  lane,  he  cried  out— 

"  Follow  me.  Jack,"  and  then  spurred  his  horse  at  a  low  fence  to  the  left  of 
the  road,  and  went  over  beautifully.  Jack  did  the  same,  and  in  two  minutes 
more  they  were  on  the  other  side  of  a  hay-stack,  and  the  horses  quite  quiet, 
and  only  just  a  little  shaken  by  the  hard  pelt  that  they  had  had  from  West- 
end. 

"  But  the  traps,"  said  Jack — "  Where  are  they  ?" 

"  You  are  answered.  Jack." 

Jack  was  answered  by  the  fact,  that  in  the  next  moment  the  officers  swept  past 
at  a  gallop  towards  Wilsden. 

"There  you  go,"  said  Dick,  "and  the  devil  go  with  you  for  a  parcel  of 
blundering  fools,  after  alL  I  wonder  what  we  should  see  in  you  all  to  go  clatter- 
ing  on  to  Wilsden  with  you  at  our  heels,  you  parcel  of  curs  ?" 

"  Don't  be  angry,  Dick." 

**  Oh,  I  am  not ;  only— only— —" 

"  You  are  a  little  provoked." 

"Well,  well,  it  don't  matter.  Bat  that  volley  that  they  fired  at,  us  all  was 
a  cowardly  thing  enough.." 

"It  was." 

"Their  duty  was  to  take  us,  not  to  shoot  us.  It  was  time  enough  when  we 
showed  fight  for  them  to  do  so." 

"  Never  mind  it,  Dick.  I  don't  think  they  did  much  mischief  by  it,  and  I 
am  more  concerned  at  the  idea  of  some  poor  f^ow  lymg  at  West-end  now,, 
wounded,  than  at  the  conduct  of  the  officers." 

"But  we  can't  help  if 

"  Not  a  bit — not  a  bit.  We  must  get  to  London  now  as  soon  as  we  can,  and 
put  up  again  at  the  old  pablic-house.  I  think,  after  all,  if  we  are  sharp  about 
it,  we  shall  be  as  safe  there  as  anywhere." 

"No  doubt  about  that,  and,  perhaps,  safer.  So  come  on.  If  we  can  hit 
upon  a  route  over  the  fields  this  way  we  shall  get  into  the  Harrow-road,  I  take 
it,  shall  we,  Dick  ?" 

"  Exactly.  Bess  is  indulging  herself  with  a  few  mouthfuls  from  the  hay- 
stack.    I  don't  like  to  baulk  her  for  a  few  moments." 

"  All's  right.  My  horse  has  just  made  the  same  discovery  ;  so  we  may  as  well 
let  them  have  a  little  amusetnenf  in  that  line  at  the  expense  of  the  enemy." 

The  horses  evidently  enjoyed  the  meal  of  the  fresh  hay  very  much,  and  they 
put  the  patience  of  their  masters  rathT  to  the  test  as  they  kept  pulliag  it  out  of 
1  he  stack,  and  chewing  away  at  it,  notwithstanding  the  bit  prevented  free 
mastication. 

Dick  and  Jack  both  would  have  been  glad,  if  circumstances  would  have 
warranted  such  a  course,  to  have  released  the  horses  from  their  head-gear,  and 
let  them  eat  at  leisure;   but  that  could  not  be  at  that  present  time. 

"  Now  for  it,"  said  Diclc,  as  he  mountdd  ;  "  who  will  le.id  the  way  ?  You  or 
I,  Jack  ?" 

"  You,  if  you  think  you  know  it,  and  I  will  do  so  if  you  have  any  doubt,  for 
I  know  that  I  can  lead  you  tolerably  correctly." 

"  Go  on,  then,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  good  and  lucky." 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  1275 

CHAPTER  CCCVII. 

MAGG3    LETS    DUVAL    KNOW   WHAT   HIS    FRIENDS    ARE    ABOUT. 

It  would  appear  that  the  officers  had  really  raaae  their  way  right  to  Wilsdea' 
for  Dick  and  Jack  neitiier  saw  nor  heard  anythinof  further  of  them. 

It  was  half  past  three,  and  a  cloudy  morning,  as  the  old  watchman  in  Smith- 
field  had  it,  when  the  two  highwaymen  drew  rein  at  the  door  of  the  public-house 
in  Barbican.  There  was  a  man  sauntering  up  and  down  by  the  door-post,  and 
the  moment  they  stopped,  he  stepped  out  on  the  open  pavement  to  meet  them. 

"  Stand,  and  deliver  !"   he  said. 

"  Hilloa  l"  cried  Jack.     ''  Who  are  you  ?"  ,] 

Dick  laughed. 

"  I  know  who  it  is,"  he  said.  "  Maggs,  ifyou  don't  manage  to  disguise  your 
voice  at  times  better  than  that,  I  should  say  it  requires  no  great  amount  of 
-cunning  to  know  you  by  it." 

"  1  was  not  attempting  to  disguise  it  at  all,"  said  Maggs,  in  so  very  different 
a  tone,  that  Dick  started  at  the  sound  of  it. 

"  1  beg  your  pardon,  Maggs,"  he  said,  "You  can  do  the  trick  when  you 
like;  but  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  wonderful,  how  came  you  here  before  us,  and 
without  any  appearance  of  haste,  either  ?" 

"  Get  your  cattle  put  up  first,  before  I  tell  you. " 

"Yes,''  said  Jack,  "  that  is  only  prudent." 

Maggs  took  from  his  waistcoat-pocket  a  small  bird -whistle,  and  blew  a 
peculiar  note  upon  it,  and  then  before  the  echo  of  that  note  had  died  away,  one 
half  of  the  great  gate  of  the  stable  was  opened,  and  the  landlord,  who  was  just 
inside,  put  his  head  out,  saying — • 

"Here  you  are." 

"  Come  on,  Dick,"  said  Jack,  as  he  rode  into  the  stable,  for  he  was  exceedingly 
anxious  to  get  the  horses  under  cover. 

Dick  followed  him,  and  Maggs  trotted  in  after  Dick.  The  landlord  then 
closed  the  gate  and  put  up  a  long  wooden  bar  across  it. 

"  All's  right,  I  hope,"  he  said, 

"Yes,"  replied  Dick,  as  he  dismounted,  "but  we  have  had  some  rather 
■sharp  work  of  one  sort  and  another." 

"  And  some  have  suffered,"  said  Dick. 

"  Ah,  so  Maggs  has  been  telling;  me.  But  here  you  are,  both  of  you,  sound  in 
^ind  and  limb  by  all  appearance,  and  the  cattle  don't  seem  much  the  worse." 

*'  None  at  all,  I  hope,"  said  Jack,  as  he  took  the  stable-lantern  from  the 
landlord  and  glanced  about  the  feet  of  both  the  beasts.  "  All's  quite  right. 
Rest,  and  a  good  feed,  is  all  they  want.  And  now,  Maggs,  do  tell  us  by  what 
conjuration  you  got  here  so  soon  from  Wilsden  Lane  ?' 

"It's  soon  told,  and  easy,"  said  Maggs.  "You  left  me  on  a  hedge  in 
Wilsden  Lane.  I  made  a  clean  enough  jump  of  it,  and  when  I  alighted  on  the 
other  side  I  found  myself  in  a  turnip  field,  and  the  first  thing  I  did  was  to  hit 
my  head  against  a  veiy  large  specimen  of  that  vegetable  that  half  protruded  from 
the  ground,  but  as  my  head  was  considerably  the  hardest,  I  did  more  damage  to 
the  turnip  than  it  could  possibly  do  to  rae." 
"  No  doubt,"  said  the  landlord. 

"Well,  after  that  I  sat  up  a  little,  and  while  I  was  thinking  upon  things  ia 
general,  past  swept  the  officers   in  pursuit  of  you  two,  at  a  slapping  pace  that 
looked  as  if  they  really  meant  it." 
"And  they  did,"  said  Jack, 

"Not  a  doubt  of  that;  but  as  your  horse  no  longer  carried  double,  I  had  no 
fear  of  the  reault,  as  I  know  very  well  that  the  police  cattle  are  seldom  noted 
for  great  speed.      Well,  then,  I  thought  as  they  hdd  abandoned  the  Edgeware- 
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road,  that  I   might  just  as  weft  go  back  to  it  myself;  so  I  walked  to  Kilbura 

again." 

.    "  The  best  thing  you  could  do,"  said  Dick. 

"  So  it  turned  out,  for  I  got  on   the  outside  of  a  coach  that  was  going  to  the 
Flower-pot  in  Bishopsgate-street,  and  I  got  down  comfortably  at  the  corner  of 
the  Old  Bailey,  and,  crossing  Smithfield,  arrived  here  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ago 
■  without  any  fatigue." 
;     "  And  you  were  watching  for  us ?" 

*•  I  thought  it  would  oe  the  best  thing  I  could  do,  for  you  might  have  been 
otherwise  delayed  at  such  an  hour." 

*'  Many  thanks,"  said  Dick.  "And  now  I  don't  know  how  Jack  may  happen 
to  feel,  but  I  can  safely  say  for  myself,  that  something  to  eat  and  something  to 
drink  would  come  in  very  welcoraly  to  me." 

"  I  say  the  same,"  said  Jack. 

*'  And  I,"  said  Maggs ;  "  for  I  will  make  this  place  my  home  till  the  morning; 
now." 

"  Come  on  then,  all  of  you,"  said  the  landlord,  "  and  you  will  find  that  the 
larder  is  anything  but  empty.  I  have  6ad  an  eye— I  may,  indeed,  go  so  far  as 
to  say,  that  I  have  had  two  eyes  to  the  likelihood  that  you  would  come  home 
hungry  and  thirsty  both,  so  I  have  made  arrangements  accordingly ;  and  while 
you  eat,  perhaps  you  can  spare  time,  between  whiles,  to  tell  me  what  has  beea 
determined  upon  for  poor  Claude  Duval." 

"That  will  we,"  said  Dick. 

A  cold  surloia  of  beef  was  soon  before  the  party,  with  every  addition  to  it 
that  could  make  it  a  very  delightful  repast,  and  they  all  enjoyed  a  supper,  such 
as  exercise  had  lent  a  keen  zest  to,  with  an  amazing  appetite.  Dick  briefly  in- 
formed the  landlord  what  had  been  resolved  upon  in  the  case  of  Duval,  and  then,. 
at  about  four  in  the  morning,  he  and  Jack  retired  to  rest. 

Maggs  took  two  hours'  sleep,  and  then  rising,  he  left  the  public-house  without 
disturbing  any  one,  and  hastened  to  Newgate,  at  the  wicket-gate  of  which  he 
presented  himself  with  that  admirable  sort  of  half-foolish  smile  which  made 
the  officers  think  that  he  was  a  very  good-natured  fellow,  but  by  no  means  over 
bright. 

In  fact,  the  sort  of  attachment  they  had  to  him,  no  doubt,  arose  in  a  great 
measure  from  the  feeling,  upon  their  parts,  that  they  were  wonderfully  sharp 
fellows  in  comparison  with  him ;  and  the  jokes  they  made  at  his  expense  always 
being  received  with  the  greatest  good  nature  by  him,  raised  him  quite  to  a 
position  of  favouritism  in  the  prison. 

"  Well,  conjurer  Maggs,"  said  the  man  who  was  *on  the  look,*  as  he  opened 
the  wicket  to  let  him  in.    "  How  are  you  to-day  ?" 

"Pretty  well,  thank  you,  Mr.  Brown;  and  I  can  say  that  ywi  look  well,, 
indeed ;  but  you  always  does." 

*'  Ah,  I  do  rather  flatter  myself  that  I'm  not  the  worst  looking  fellow  in  the 
world,  Maggs." 

"  The  best,  Mr.  Brown — the  best,  I  should  say.** 

« Oh,  no— no.     Hem !     Not  quite  the  best."  * 

•'Ah,  dear,  if  you  had  only  had  the  chances,  Mr.  Brown,  as  some  fellows  have,. 
as  are  no  more  to  be  compared  to  you  nor  chalk  is  to  cheese,  what  mightn't  you^ 
a  been  ?" 
•  "  Well— well,  Maggs,  never  mind.'* 

"  No  ;  but  it  is  a  pity.  You  ought  to  have  been  a  sheriff,  Mr.  Brown,  that 
you  ought." 

"Well,  I'm  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  good  wishes,  however,  Maggs. 
I,  perhaps,  should  have  made  as  good  a  sheriff  as  some  folks  who  do  come  here 
with  their  gold  chains  on,  looking  as  prim  as  possible ;  but  it  ain't  to  be,  so 
there's  an  end  of  it." 

"  Ah  !  more's  the  pity." 
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I     *'  But  where  have  you  beea  nil  night,   Maggs  ?      Several  of  the  fellows  have 
been  asking  for  you  to  get  them  their  drops  of  beer,  and  so  on." 
i      *'  Why,  if  you'd  believe  it,  Mr.  Brown,  I  haven't  been  very  well ;  so  I  took 

I  some  physic,  and  that " 

"  Recovered  you,  and  here  you  are." 
I  "  No — it  made  me  worse,  in  course.* 
I      '*  Oh,  indeed  ?" 

'  •'  Yes,  and  here  I  is,  not  quite  the  thing,  but  yet  able  to  do  my  duty,  and  to 
oblige  any  of  my  friends  as  will  be  so  good  as  to  want  me  to  do  anythiug 
for  'em." 

-  "  Well,  you  are  a  good-natured  fellow,  if  ever  there  was  one,  that's  quite  clear. 
Can  you  come  on  duty  to-night?" 
"  Yes,  if  so  be  as  I'm  wanted  to.'* 
■      "  You  wili,  and  no  mistake.     There's  been  a  precious  row,  I  can  tell  you. 
Some  fifteen  of  the  best  men  on  the  Bow  Street  establishment  went  out  last 
night  on  an  expedition,  and  two  of  'em  has  come  off  second  best." 

"  Oh,  lor !     How,  Mr.  Brown  i" 
i      "  Why,  they  caught  nobody,  and  got  thrown  from  their  horses,  that's  a  fact  ; 
and,  indeed,  [  heard  the  governor  say  that  they  had  one  way  and  another  made 
a  pretty  kettle  of  fish  of  it." 
"  Oh,  dear !  I  is  so  sorry." 

In  this  way  did  Maggs,  by  a  well  acted  simplicity,  most  completely  get  the 
better  of  the  folks  at  the  Old  Bailey,  and  at  Newgate.  It  was  by  successfully 
flattering  the  vanity  of  all  with  whom  he  came  into  contact,  from  the  governor 
down  to  the  humblest  officer  of  the  prison,  that  he  became  so  great  a  favourite, 
and  that  he  threw  really  sharp,  clever  men  off  their  guard. 

It  was  about  two  o'clock  in  the  day  before  Maggs  was  placed  for  an  hour 
upon  temporary  duty  inside  the  prisoR,  and  entrusted  with  the  keys  that  opened 
Claude  Duval's  cell,  as  well  as  some  others.  He  knew  that  the  hour  would  be 
a  long  one  before  any  of  the  officers  thought  of  relieving  him  ;  so  he  dared  not 
hesitate  at  oiice  to  seek  Duval,  and  make  him  clearly  understand  what  would  be 
attempted  to  be  done  for  him  by  his  friends  Dick  and  Jack,  and  by  the  thieves, 
upon  that  night  which  was  now  fast  approaching. 

Upon  opening  the  door  of  the  cell,   Maggs  found  that  Claude  was  sleeping  ; 
but  the  noise  of  the  lock  made  him  move  uneasily,  and  he  muttered— 
♦*  No — no,  not  dead.     They  could  not  kill  her !" 

"  Poor  fellow,"  said  Maggs  ;  "  he  is  thinking  of  her  whom  he  loved  better 
than  all  the  world — of  Cicely." 

*'I  tell  you  she  lives — she  lives  !"  murmured  Claude. 

Maggs  stood  in  the  doorway  of  the  cell  gazing  upon  the  poor  prisoner  with 
compassionate  eyes. 

"There  I'"  said  Claude — "there  they  come,  now,  through  the  old  church- 
yard, and  the  red-coats  are  with  them.  Oh,  if  you  were  but  safe.  Cicely  !  Will 
not  even  the  sanctity  of  this  old  cathedral  be  respected  ?" 

It  was  evident  that  the  dreams  of  Duval  were  carrying  him  back  to  Winchester- 
Cathedral,  where  Cicely  had  been  in  so  much  peril. 


CHAPTER  CCCVni. 

THE    PLAN   OF  ESCAPE    FROM    NEWGATE    IS    CONNIVED    BRAVELY. 

"Duval!"  said  Maggs,  as  he  stooped  down  over  the  pallet-bed  upon  which 
Claude  lay — "Duval,  I  say  !" 
"Save  her! — oh,  save  her!" 
*'  Duval,  awake.     It  is  I." 
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Claude  only  dashed  his  arms  to  and  fro,  and  muttered  indistinctly  the  najce  of 
Cicely. 

"This   won't  do,"    said    Maggs,  as    he  laid  his  hand   upon  Duval's  arm. 
Awake,  Claude  Duval;  but  speak  low.*' 

The  touch,  light  as  it  was,  sufficed  to  arouse  Duval  in  a  moment,  and  he 
sprang  to  his  feet,  his  fetters  rattling  as  he  did  so,  and  making  much  more  noise 
than  Mao;gs  thought  at  all  pruden*-  to  be  made  upon  that  occasion. 

"  Silence  I"  he  said.     "  Would  you  bring  danger  upon  me,  and  destroy  your 
own  hopes  of  deliverance  ?     Peace,  1  say  !" 
''  Ah,  who  speaks  to  me  ?" 
"  Don't  you  know  me?" 

Duval  sunk  back  upon  the  miserable  couch,  as  he  said,  in  a  faint  voice-* 
"  Oh,  yes,  surely,  yes,  I  know  you  now.     1  think,  that  is,  I  am  sure  that  you 
once  before  said  some  kind  things  to  me.     I  know  you  now.      How  did  they  let 
you  get  to  this  place  ?" 

"  Plague  take  it,  DuvaI,°you  are  only  half  awake  now,  I  think.  Rouse  yourself, 
man." 

"This  is  NeJFgate!" 

*'  Newgate  ?     To  be  sure  it  is.   I  suppose  there  can  be  very  little  doubt  of  that 
now.     Don't  you  know  me?     I  am  Maggs.     Come,  take  a  drink  ol  water,  and 
open  your  eyes  a  little  wider.     How  do  you  feel  now  ?" 
"Cooler!" 

"  I  should  think  you  did,  for  you  have  upset  half'  the  pitcher  of  water  over 
you.    But  are  you  wide  awake  now  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  thiink  you.  I  havs  been  dreaming,  that's  all,  as  a  man  is  apt 
enough  to  do  in  this  place,  I  fancy.  Well,  Maggs,  what  have  you  in  the  shape  of 
news  for  me?" 

"  Listen  to  me  attentively  Duval  to  what  I  am  going  to  say  to  you,  for  I  don't 
know  how  long  they  may  leave  me  to  say  it  ic,  and  it  is  important  that   you 
should  know  all  about  it ;  you  can  ask  me  any  questions  afterwards." 
**  Go  on — go  on." 

Maggs  then  rapidly  detailed  to  him  all  that  had  taken  place  at  the  meeting  at 
West- end,  and  ot  the  determination  that  Dick  Turpin  and  Sixteen-string  Jack 
j  had  made  to  attempt  his  rescue  upon  that  very  night  that  was  now  coming;  and 
he  concluded  his  communication  by  saying — ■ 

"  Now,  Duval,  of  course  everything  will  depend  upon  your  absolute  coolness 
and  discretion  at  the  time  I  hope  that  we  may  depend  upon  you  in  those  par- 
ticulars." 

"  My  dear  fellow,  ask  Dick  and  Jack  if  ever  I  was  wanting  in  such  qualities 
I  when  they  are  requisite." 

"  That  will  do  quite  well.  !  have  no  need  to  ask  them,  because  I  am  quite  sure 
myself  that  you  will  be  aU  right.     And  now  take  this  key." 
I       "A  key?*' 

"  Yes  ;  and  to  you  it  is  the  most  important  one  that  ever  you  had  in  your 
™  hand.     It  unlocks  the  fetters  that  you  have  on.     They  might  have  put  you  on  a 
T  rivetted  set,  and  if  they  had,  you  would  have  had  to  leave  Newgate  with  them.'' 
I       "  They  aie  rivetted."     _ 
(       "  You  don't  mean  that  ?" 

I  "  Yes,  I  do.  About  three  or  four  hours  ago,  I  think  it  was,  they  came  in  with 
the  prison  blacksmith  and  the  governor's  clerk,  and  took  off  the  fetters  I  had  on, 
and  rivetted  these  in  their  place.  I  don  t  know  what  motive  they  had  for  so  doing, 
as  I  never  once  opened  my  lips  to  them,  or  they  to  me." 

"  I  don't  at  all  understand  it,"  said  iVIaggs,  as  he  paced  the  cell  several  times 
with  rather  a  distrac  ed  mien.  "  I  can't  make  out  what  they  mean  by  it.  You 
gave  thom  money,  Ciaufle?" 

"Th(  y  have  had  'wenty  pounds  of  me." 

"  'I'lien  you  are  entitled  to  every  indulo-ence;  but  I  suppose  it  was  some  whim 
of  the  governor's.     I  cannot  account  for  it  in  any  other  wav  j  and  the  truth  of  it 
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is,  that  r  am  quite  unprovided  with  the  tools  to  enable  you  to  get  rid  of  the  fetters 
you  now  wear.'' 

"  It  id  awkward  enough." 

"  Never  miad,  they  will  carry  you  out  with  them,  even  if  the  worst  comes  to 
the  worst ;  but  if  I  can  bring  you  in  a  file  or  two  between  this  time  and  two 
o'clock,   I  will." 

"  Thank  you,  Maggs.  I  only  feel  half  a  man  while  this  cold  iron  is  about  my 
limbs," 

!  •'  I  don't  wonder  at  it.  But  it  is  now  quite  understood  that  you  willbe  prepared 
for  action?" 

"  Oh,  yes.    And  Cicely,  she  is  better,  no  doubt  1" 

Maggs  was  confused,  but  Claude  said  immediately,  in  a  higher  and  more 
excited  voice— 

"  It  is  in  vain  for  you  to  try  to  deceive  me.  I  know  that  she  has  been  badly 
wounded,  and  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  she  is  lying  very  ill  somewhere  ;  but 
if  I  thought  she  were  dead,  I  tell  you,  Maargs,  notwithstanding  all  your  good 
feeling  towards  me,  and  notwithstanding  all  my  wishps  to  hold  my  dear  friend 
Jack  by  the  hand  ajain,  I  would  not  leave  this  cell  alive." 

"  Nay,  now,  Claude " 

"  Do  not  try  to  contend  this  affair  with  me.  It  is  my  fixed  resolution.  But  I 
know  she  is  not  dead.     I  shall  meet  her  again,  I  feel  quite  assured  of  it." 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it.  In  another  world,  perhaps,"  added  Maggs,  to  himself, 
"  but  not  in  this." 

"  Well— well,  that  is  settled,"  added  Duval.  "  I  will  be  ready,  and  you  can 
accept  for  yourself  better  thanks  than  words  can  give  you,  and  tell  all  my  friends 
that  I  have  no  means  of  letting  them  know  how  much  I  appreciate  their 
generous  kindness  and  devotion  to  me." 

"Twill— I  will." 

•'Do so;  and  yet — yet  —  --" 

"  Yet  what,  Duval  2" 

"If  1  thought  that  it  was  at  all  likely  they  would  *  fall  in  this  attempt  to 
rescue  me,  I  would  rather  die  a  thousand  deaths  than  permit  them  to  engage  in 
such  an  enterprise." 

"  They  knovv  all  that  as  well  as  you  can  tell  it  to  them,"  replied  Magj;5,  "  and 
I  don't  thiak  that  any  hesitation  upon  your  part  would  have  the  effect  of  stopping 
them  in  their  attempt  to  do  something  for  you.  They  have  pledged  themselves  to 
it;  and  upon  the  aid  which  you  personally  give  to  them  will  depend,  I  assure  you, 
in  a  great  measure,  the  success  or  the  failure  of  the  plan." 

"  Say  no  more.  I  will  do  all  that  man  can  do." 

"That  IS  right.  If  I  can  get  out  of  the  prison  and  procure  you  a  good  file  or 
two,  by  the  aid  of  which  5'ou  may  manage  to  rid  yourself  of  your  fetters,  well 
and  good  ;  but  if  I  cannot  do  that,  Duval,  you  must  not  despair." 

"Indeed,  I  will  not," 

Masgs  now  felt  that  he  had  had  quite  a  long  enough  conference  with  Claude, 
considering  the  circumstances ;  and  feeling  that  if  the  least  suspicion  should  be 
awakened,  the  who'e  plan  might  fail,  he  left  the  cell,  and  kept  watch  and  ward 
in  the  narrow  gloomy  passage  adjoining  it  which  was  his  proper  place,  consider- 
ing that  he  was  playing  the  part  of  turnkey  on  very  special  duty. 

It  was  as  well  that  Maggs  had  left  the  cell  of  Duval  so  quickly  as  he  did,  for 
he  had  not  been  five  minutes  out  of  it  when  he  met  the  g  )vernor  of  Newgate 
and  one  of  the  sheriffs  of  Lonlon,  evidently  proceeding  to  the  cell. 

"  Hilloa !"  said  tha  governor.     "  Who  is  on  duty  there  ?" 

"  I  you  please,  sir,"  said  Ma^a;3,  assuming  the  simple  air  and  manner  by 
which  he  was  so  well  known  in  Newgate.     "  If  you  please,  sir,  I  am," 

"  Oh,  Maggs  r  .  , 

"  Yes  noble  sir  ;  I  is  Maggs,  if  you  please  " 

"All's  right,"  said  the  governor.     "  1  believe,  Maggs,  although  you  are  not 
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so  overburthened  with  cunning  as  some  folks  that  I  could  name,  yoa  are  r.-^re 
to  be  depended  upon.     You  are  a  faithful  fellow." 

"  Ob,  sir,  I  hopes  as  how  I  is." 

The  sheriflf  wanted  to  be  very  condescending  to  Maggs,  so,  nodding  his  little 
round,  sleek  head,  he  said — 

"  Ga  on,  ray  good  Maggs— go  on  in  doing  your  duty  fo  those  placed  above 
you.  Always  look  up  with  proper  reverence  to  your  superiors,  Maggs,  and 
vou  will  do  right  you  know.  Be  humble,  Maggs,  thai'a  the  way  for  common 
people  to  get  on." 

Coramon  people !     Oh,  dear  !     That  sheriff  was  a  cheesemonger. 

"Thank  you  kindly,  gentlemen,"  said  Maggs;  "it  makes  the  tears  come 
into  the  eyes  of  a  poor  fellow  to  be  spake  to  by  such  great  gentlem-n 
as  you." 

"  A  very  civil  man,"  said  the  sheriff,  as  he  walked  oh. 

"Oh, very,"  said  the  governor. 

"  And  knows  his  place." 

"  That's  what  1  like  him  for.  He  never  presumes,  you  see,  sir,  and  as  you 
say,  he  knows  his  place.  That  is  a  great  quality  in  a  poor  person,  you 
know,  sir." 

"  Oh,  very  great.  Oh,  dear  me,  I  had  a  clerk  to  keep  my  books— they  say  he 
was  the  son  of  a  decayed  gentleman,  or  something  of  that  sort ;  but,  would  you 
believe  it,  Mr.  Govsrnor,  I  only  called  him  a  vagabond  in  a  .quiet  sort  of  way, 
because  he  didn't  make  out  a  bill  I  wanted,  and  what  do  you  think  he  did  ?"     ^ 

"  Apologised." 

«tNo— no!     Guess  again." 

"  Cried,  and  begged  pardon," 

"  No.     He  actually  pulled  my  nose  !" 

''  You  don't  mean  it  V 

'•'  Yes,  he  did,  and  then  taking  his  hat,  out  he  walked,  after  giving  me  a  kick 
liehind  that  sent  me  nearly  under  the  fire-grate,  and  from  that  day  to  this  he 
has  never  been  near  my  counting-house  again,  I  assure  you,  or  else  I  would  have 
given  him  into  custody,  of  course." 

'•  Well,  sir,  that  is  truly  shocking— ungrateful,  too.  But  here  we  are,  sir, 
at  Claude    Duval's  cdl,   and   I   have  my    master-key  with  me,    which    will 

"  Ali,"  said  the  sheriff,  as  the  key  rattled  in  the  lock  of  the  cell-door,  "  we 
will  now  inform  him  that  he  will  be  tried  on  Friday,  and  it  is  now  Wednesday, 
so  he  will  be  comfortably  enough  hanged  out  of  hand  on  Monday  next." 

"  Walk  in,  Mr.  Sheriff,"  said  the  governor,  as  he  flung  the  cell-door  wide 
open.     "  Walk  in,  sir  ;  you  will  find  the  prisoner  here,  sir." 


CHAPTER  CCCIX. 

DETAILS    WHAT   TOOK    PLACE  BETWKEN   TWO    AND    FOUR    IN   THE    MORNING    AT 

NEWGATE. 

Claude  Duval  was  officially  informed  by  the  sheriff  that  his  trial  upon 
various  charges  of  highway  fobbery  would  take  place  on  the  Friday  ensuing,  to 
which  communication  he  merely  inclined  his  head  in  token  that  he  heard  it. 

"  And,"  said  the  sheriff,  "  of  course  this  is  told  you  in  order  that  you  may 
avail  yourself  of  the  interval  to  procure  legal  advice,  if  you  please  so  to  do. 

"  T.  ank  you.     I  will  manage  without,"  said  Duval. 

"  Very  good."  ..  i  /.  «. 

The  sheriff  waddled  out  of  the  cell,  but  the  governor   lingered  for  a   moment, 

ami  said  — 
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JACK    AND    TURPIN    WATCHING    THE    APPROACH    OF    LAWYER    CUOKE's    CARRIAGE.' 

"Allow  me  to  recommend  you  a  very  clever  solicitor,  Duval.  You  may  as 
well,  you  know,  spend  what  cash  vou  have  still  left  in  that  way  as  in  any 
other."  '  }  J 

"  Thank  you,  I'd  rather  not." 
f  "Oh,  very  good." 

The  governor  slammed  the  door  of  the  cell  shut  with  a  vehemence  that 
showed  he  was  not  at  all  pleased  at  the  determination  of  Claude  Duval  not  to 
employ  a  solicitor,  for  the  one  he  wanted  to  recooimend  was  his  son-in-law, 
aneetly  rascal,  who  had  married  his  daughter  merely  for  the  pixrpose  of  getting 
a  hvmg  by  the  union. 

"NoTieir 
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Maggs  had  kept  his  post  in  the  passage  adjoining  to  poor  Duval's  cell  for  more 
than  an  hour,  when  he  was  relieved  by  one  of  the  regular  turnkeys  of  the  prison, 
who  nodded  to  him  with  a  jocose  familiaritv,  as  he  said— 

"  All  right,  old  fellow  ?" 

•'  Oh  dear,  yes,  Mr.  Wilkins.      All's  right,  sir." 

"  That  will  do.  You  are  a  good  fellow,  Maggs.  Get  yourself  a  pint  of  beer. 
Here  is  the  money." 

"  How  kind  of  you,  Mr.  W." 

"  Oh,  no,  not  at  all ;  you  shall  never  want  a  pint  of  beer  while  1  have  the 
money  to  spare  for  it  \  so  now  you  can  go  as  soon  as  you  like,  and  we  shan't 
want  you  till  night  again." 

"Very  good,  sir." 

Maggs  wished  very  much  indeed  to  get  out  of  Newgate,  for  he  had  mucTi  tO' 
do,  but  he  did  not  let  the  officers  of  the  prison  see  that  he  had  any  anxiety  of 
that  kind,  and,  indeed,  he  stopped  in  the  lobby  and  gossiped  for  about  five 
minutes,  and  then  he  fetched  a  pot  of  beer  for  the  gentleman  who  was  on  the 
lock  ;  but  at  last  he  was  free,  and  he  strolled  up  the  Old  Bailey  at  a  slow  pace, 
till  he  reached  Newgate  Street,  and  then  he  quickened  his  pace  and  went  so  fast 
that  he  was  in  Aldersgate  Street  in  a  few  minutes. 

Crossing  to  the  other  side  of  the  way,  then,  Maggs  dived  down  one  of  the 
small  turnings  which  were  upon  the  site  of  the  present  post-office,  and  he  did 
not  pause  till  he  reached  a  tall,  miserable- looking  house,  the  lower  part  of  which 
seemed  to  be  completely  boarded  up. 

At  this  house  Maggs  applied  for  admittance,  by  ringing  a  bell  that  was 
attainable  by  rather  a  narrow  examination  of  the  begrimed  door  post. 

In  the  course  of  a  ie'^  minutes  the  d^or  was  oipeaed  a  little  way,  but  a  chaia 
was  up,  so  that  it  was  quite  safe. 

"  Who  is  there  ?"  asked  a  female  voice. 

"  Maggs,"  was  the  reply.     "  Is  Dickson  at  home  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  he  is.     Come  in." 

The  lady,  for  such  we  may  in  very  great  courtesy  call  her,  took  down  the 
chain,  and  admitted  Maggs  to  the  passage  of  the  house. 

"  Come  arter  me,"  she  said.     "  He's  up  stairs." 

Maggs  followed  the  interesting  female — who  was  attired  in  a  flannel  dressing- 
goWii,  that  certainly  did  not  look  as  if  it  had  been  made  acquainted  with  soap 
and  water  for  some  years — up  the  old  dilapidated  staircase,  and  into  a  room 
where  a  man,  who  was  about  as  cleanly  as  the  lady  in  his  attire,  was  eating  very 
fat  bacon,  and  drinking  raw  spirits  to  aid  in  its  digestion, 

"  Hilloa,  old  boy,"  cred  the  man,  "how  are  you  ?" 

"  Pretty  well,  and  you  ?" 

"  Charming.  I  am  rather  weak,  though,  in  the  stomach,  so,  you  see,  I  aai 
delicate  as  to  what  I  take." 

*'  Humph  !  Under-done  fat  bacon,  ai^d  raw  brandy.  Do  you  t)iink  they  ara 
light,  pleasant,  nutritious  things?" 

"Eh?" 

Maggs  smiled.  Mr.  Dickson  did  not  quite  understand  him  when  he  spoke  of 
nutritious  substances ;  but  he  knew  the  real  object  of  his  visit  would  be  easier 
comprehended.  So,  taking  a  pocket-book  from  his  pocket,  he  opened  it 
at  a  place  where  a  leat  was  turned  down,  and  handing  it  to  the  man,  he 
said — 

"  What  do  you  suppose  all  that  will  come  to  ?" 

"  I'll  tell  you  in  a  minute,  Maggs.  Let  me  see  :  six  horses — one  coach,, 
private,  with  all  complete—two  suits  of  livery.  Ah,  well,  it  depends  on  whether 
vou  buy  'em  or  hire  'em."  '  '' 

"The  latter,  if  it  can  be  done." 

*'  That  depends  on  the  service,  you  see ;  and  yet,  I  don't  know,  if  the  value  is 
forthcoming." 

"  It  can  be  deposited,  if  that  is  any  object,''  said  Maggs,  "so  if  any  danger  or 
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damage  should  come  to  the  traps,  whoever  lends  them  will  be  on  the  right  side 
of  the  hedge,  after  all,  you  see." 

"  Good.  Then  as  far  as  I  think,  mind  you,  Maggs — but  T  can't  say  on  the 
moment  to  within  twen'-y  pounds,  or  so — ^but  as  far  as  I  thiak,  mind  you,  on  the 
moment,  I  should  say  four  hundred  pounds." 

"  Very  good." 

Dickson  looked  at  Maggs  for  a  moment  or  two  in  silence,  and  then  he 
said,  in  a  tone  of  more  interest  than  he  had  before  shown  in  the  transaction— 

"Will  that  do?" 

"  Yes,  if  you  will  undertake  it." 

Dickson  rose  at  once,  and  took  off  the  dressing-gown  in  which  he  was  en« 
veloped,  and  which,  like  the  flannel  garment  of  the  lady,  certainly  had  collected 
the  dust  and  the  grease  of  many  a  long  year. 

"  How  about  time  ?"  he  said. 

*'  All  must  be  ready  by  midnight  here." 

"That  will  do." 

Maggs  dived  his  hand  into  a  secret  pocket  in  the  lining  of  his  coat,  and  got 
out  a  small  and  very  jdat  tin  box,  from  which  he  extracted  four  one-hundred 
notes,  and,  handing  them  to  Dickson,  he  said— 

"There  is  the  deposit;  and  now  I  know,  old  friend,  that  I  may  thoroughly 
and  entirely  depend  upon  you  in  this  affair.  It  is  one  that  I  have  set  my  heart 
upon,  although  it  is  not  one  that  I  feel  disposed  to  say  any  more  about  just 
now,  even  to  you." 

"Did  I  ask  any  questions?" 

"No — no — you  never  do." 

"Very  good." 

*'  But  still,  if  this  affair  was  only  a  secret  of  my  own,  I  should  ask  you  to 
be  so  good  as  to  listen  to  it ;  but  it  belongs  to  others,  and  so  I  let  it  remain 
as  it  is." 

"  All's  right,  old  fellow.  At  twelve  o'clock  you  will  find  under  the  archway 
close  at  hand  here,  all  the  traps  that  yon  have  asked  for ;  and  let  you  be  going 
upon  what  lay  you  may,  I  wish  you  all  the  luck  in  the  world,  and  a  little  more 
to  the  back  of  that." 

"  Thanks.  I  am  authorised  to  say  that  if  everybody  comes  back  here  agaia 
safe,  it  is  a  hundred  pound  job  to  you,  Dickson." 

"  Very  well,  that's  agreed  then.     Poll — Poll,  I  say  I" 

"  What  now  ?"  said  the  woman,  appearing  at  the  door  of  the  room. 

"My  togs — quick,  and  tell  Jarvis  I  want  the  brown  cob  saddled  and  at  the 
door  in  a  crack.  Good  morning,  Maggs.  It's  all  as  right  as  it  can  be,  and  that's 
all  I  can  say." 

"  I  know  it.     Good  morning." 

Maggs  left  the  place  and  hastened  to  the  public-house,  but  as  he  passed 
through  Aldersgate  Street  he  bought  half  a  dozen  very  fine  small  files  that  would 
cut  anything,  and  then  he  proceeded  to  inform  Dick  and  Jack  of  what  progress 
he  had  made  in  the  affair  of  Claude  Duval's  rescue,  and  in  what  manner  Claude 
himself  had  received  the  project. 

The  two  friends  were  anxiously  enough  expecting  his  appearance,  and  they 
were  well  satisfied  with  the  explanation  that  he  had  ready  for  them,  and  with  the 
arrangements  he  had  made. 

"  Now  mind  you,"  said  Maggs,  "we  must  all  of  us  perfectly  comprehend 
what  we  liave  to  do.  There  must  be  nothing  left  to  chance.  I  will  be  here  at  a 
quarter  to  twelve  to-night,  and  those  six  of  the  family  that  are  to  go  with  us 
will  be  here  at  that  hour  likewise.  We  shall  want  two  people,  or  I  should  say 
three,  to  hold  our  horses  at  the  corner  of  Newgate  Street,  though." 

"  I  can  furnish  you  with  those,"  said  the  landlord,  "  and,  indeed,  as  I  shall 
be  very  anxious  to  know  how  the  affair  comes  off,  I  will  make  one  of  the  three 
myself.     Then  there  is  my  boy,  Sam,  he  will  come,  and  I  will   manage  to   get 
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Bome  one  else  that  can  be  depended  upon,  so  that  you  may  consider  it  to  be  ali 
settled." 

•'  It  is  off  my  mind,  then,"  said  Maggs ;  "and  now  all  you  have  to  do,  Dick 
and  Jack,  is  to  be  as  particular  as  possible  in  your  disguises,  and  take  care  how 
you  play  your  parts." 

"The  letter,  too,  from  the  Secretary  of  State,  must  be  well  got  up,"  said  Jack. 
"Who  will  do  it?" 

"I,"  said  Maggs.  "1  have  seen  such  documents  come  to  the  old  prison,  and 
I  know  the  style  and  look  of  them  quite  well,  and  if  our  host  here  will  send  out 
for  a  sheet  of  blue  foolscap  paper  and  some  red  wax,  I  will  show  you  how  a 
despatch  from  the  Home  Office,  as  far  as  the  outside  goes,  may  be  manufactured 
in  a  few  minutes." 

The  materials  mentioned  by  Maggs  were  soon  provided  for  him,  and  he  manu- 
factured a  long,  official-looking  enclosure,  with  a  great  coat  of  arras  upon 
the  seal,  which  he  had  procured  from  an  old  lapidary's  shop  in  Long,  lane, 
Smithfield. 

*'Now,"  he  said,  "I  don't  mean  to  say  that  this  would  deceive  the 
governor,  or  any  very  official  eye,  but  it  will  do  very  well  indeed  for  a  turnkey 
of  Newgate." 

"Especially  at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,"  said  Jack. 

"Just  so." 

Everything  was  now  duly  arranged,  and  Maggs  spent  about  an  hour  with 
Jack  and  Dick  talking  over  all  the  little  chances  of  the  plan,  and  all  its  pro- 
babilites  and  possibilities,  one  way  or  the  other,  so  that  they  left  nothing  to  be 
considered  at  a  late  hour,  when  action  of  the  most  prompt  and  decisive  cha- 
racter would  be  everything. 

"  We  shall  do  it,"  said  Dick.  **  1  do  believe  we  shall  do  it ;  and  if  so,  it 
will  be  about  the  most  daring  thing  that  has  been  done  yet  in  connexion  with 
Newgate." 


CHAPTER  CCCX. 

THE    ESCAPE    OP    DUVAL    PROMISES     WELL,     AND     THINGS     TURN     OUT     FOR- 
TUNATELY. 

Notwithstanding  all  his  confidence  in  the  arrangements  that  had  been  made 
for  the  escape  of  Duval  from  Newgate,  Maggs  could  not  help  trembling  a  little 
for  the  result,  when  he  knew  that  it  depended  so  completely  and  entirely  upoa 
the  accidental  circumstance  of  his  being  required  to  take  the  place  of  one  of  the 
turnkeys  ol  Newgate. 

.That  some  alteration  might  take  place  in  that  arrangement,  and  so  destroy 
the  whole  plan,  he  well  knew  ;  and,  however  his  experience  of  the  internal 
economy  of  the  prison  told  him  that  nothing  was  more  improbable  than  that 
such  an  alteration  of  intention  should  ensue,  yet  its  possibility  was  a  scource  of 
great  anxiety. 

Maggs  had  not  thought  proper  to  make  any  mention  to  Dick  or  to  Jack  of  the 
doubt  that  was  upon  his  mind. 

"I  shall  only  dispirit  them  if  I  do," he  thought  to  himself,  " and  the  best 
thing  I  can  possibly  do  to  ensure  them  success  is,  to  let  them  come  full  of 
confidence  that  they  will  have  it.  Nothing  will  be  easier  than  for  me  to  meet 
them,  even  at  the  last  moment,  in  the  Old  Bailey  and  let  them  know  that  the 
attempt  must  be  put  off  until  another  night,  if  such  a  thing  should  turn  out  to 
be  absolutely  necessary." 

That  it  should  not  be  necessary,  however,  was  the  fervent  hope  and  wish  of 
Maggs,  for  he  knew  how  much  of  the  spirit  of  enterprise  was  lost  when  such  an 
)  affair  as  that  which  was  in  progress  was  not  duly  canied  out  at  the  time,  and  in- 
the  manner  it  had  beeti  projected. 
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At  all  events,  Maggs  left  Dick  and  Jack  full  of  hope,  after  duly  arranging 
everything  for  the  evening,  as  he,  of  course,  would  be  in  the  prison,  and  unable 
to  take  an  active  part  in  bringing  them  to  the  spot  for  action  at  the  requisit-s 
hour. 

It  vras  after  ten  at  night  that— tolerably  fatigued  by  all  the  bustle  and  the 
excitement  of  the  day,  and  with  his  mind  intensely  occupied  by  the  many  specu- 
lations that  the  coming  events  of  the  night  gave  rise  to— Maggs  arrived  at  the 
■wicket  gate  of  Newgate. 

"  Hilloa,  old  boy  I"  said  the  man  on  the  "  lock,"  "  is  that  you  ?" 
*'  Yes,  sir,  it's  me— poor  Maggs." 

"  Ah,  well— come  in.     The  governor  has  been  asking  for  you." 
**  Has  he,  indeed  ?" 

"  Why,  you  don't  suppose  I  should  say  so  if  he  hadn't  ?" 
"Oh,  dear— no.    But  what  can  such  a  great  man  as  the  governor  want  to 
say  to  a  poor  fellow  like  me,  I  wonder  ?"  a 

"Well,  I  don't  know.  The  sheriff  has  been  with  him,  and  after  a  long  talk 
they  sent  here  to  the  lobb/to  know  if  you  were  here." 

Maggs  felt  his  heart  beat  quickly  as  he  heard  this,  for  he  dreaded,  after  all, 
that  some  suspicion  of  the  design  he  had  on  hand  might  have  crept  out.  If  it 
had,  all  was  lost.  Notwithstanding  his  agitation  and  his  anxiety,  though,  he 
felt  the  vast  importance  of  appearing  quite  calm  and  collected  to  the  turnkey, 
and  he  said— 

"Well,  here  I  am  if  they  want  me  now,  you  know." 

"  To  be  sure,  it  was  some  time  ago,  and  I  don't  know  whether  to  send  to  let 
them  know  you  are  here  or  not." 

"  Is  the  worshipful  and  honourable  sheriff,  then,  still  here  ?"  said  Maggs, 
"  Oh,  yes ;  didn't  you  see  bis  coach  at  the  corner  by  Ludgate  ?" 
"  No  ;  I  came  the  other  way,  and  so  I  missed  that  great  pleasure,  for  I  likes 
to  see  a  sheriff's  coach,  and  I  likes  to  see  the  fiae  footman ;  and  I  often  thinks  to 
myself — Oh,  dear,  why  didn't  fortune  make  me  a  sheriff's  footman?"  ,, 
"  Why,  what  a  simpleton  you  are,  Maggs." 

"  Well,  I'm  that,  I  know  ;  but  only  think,  Mr.  Jones,  what  calves  they  have 
got.     Only  think  of  that — Oh,  dear  me !" 

"  Why,  you  goose,  you  don't  suppose  that  being  a  sheriffs  footman  gives  a 
man  great  calves  to  his  legs,  do  you  ?"      -  •*  -  - 

"  Yes,  it  does,"  said  a  turnkey,  who  had  been  sitting  on  the  bench  at  the  far 
end  of  the  lobby.     "  Maggs  is  right.     It  does  do  so.     They  are  cork,  you  see. 
My  dear  fellow,  Maggs — bless  your  innocence,  they  are  nothing  but  cork." 
♦'  Cork,  sir  ?     What  !  a  cork  out  of  a  bottle  ?" 

"Ha!     Ha!"  laughed  the  turnkey.     "Well,    you   are  a  goose,  to  be  sure, 
Maggs,  and  the  great  good  of  you  is,  that  you  are  a  faithful  and  a  good-tempered 
one.  Bat  I  do  think,  Jones,  that  now  he  has  come,  it  would  be  better  to  let  tUQ%if 
governor  know,  as  he  was  asked  for."  ^ 

"  Well,  perhaps  it  will.  I'm  on  the  lock,  and  can't  go.  Suppose  you  go,  and 
say,  that  Maggs  is  here  ?  or  stay — why  shouldn't  he  go  himself?  He  knows  the 
way.  Be  off  with  you,  Maggs,  aad  report  yourself  to  the  governor,  old  boy  ; 
you  know  his  room  door,  don't  you  1" 

"  Oh,  yes ;  but  you  really  arn't  now  ajoking  with  me  ?" 
"  No— no,   upon  my  soul,  I  am  not.     I  wouldn't  do  it,  Maggs  ;  and,  besides, 
it  would  be  as  much  as  my  place  is  worth  to  play  off  any  jokes  when  the  governor 
and  the  sheriff  are  concerned  ;  so  you  may  go  in  perfect  safety,  old  fellow." 
"Thank you.     I  will." 

Maggs  was  as  anxious  as  he  could  possibly  be  to  know  what  the  governor  and 
the  sheriff  could  want  to  say  to  him;  and  although  he  kept  up  his  rather  silly 
look,  which  he  knew  so  well  how  to  assume,  and  although  he  dawdled  along  the 
passages  towards  the  governor's  room,  if  be  had  consulted  the  feeling  of  impa- 
tience that  really  beset  him,  he  woald  have  flown  at  his  utmost  speed, 
Ma^-gs,  h'jwever,  had  set  himself  a  part  to  perform,  and  he  was  uot  going  to 
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spoil  it  by  any  foolish  precipitancy ;  so  he  reached  the  door  of  the  governor's 
rooms  as  calmly  and  as  quietly,  to  all  outward  show,  as  it  was  possible  for  any 
man  to  be,  and  tapped  very  humbly  and  gently  on  the  panel. 

"  Come  in,"  cried  the  governor. 

Maggs  just  ventured  to  put  his  head  inside  the  door,  and  said,  in  his  usual 
weak  voice — that  voice  which  he  always  spoke  in  when  within  the  walls  of  old 
Newgate,  and  which  all  the  officials  ot  the  prison  knew  so  well — 

"Did  your  worshipful  honours  want  to  see  me  ?  It  was  Mr.  James  as  is  on 
the  lock  as  said  as  your  worshipful  honours  wanted  to  see  me  ;  so  here  I  is." 

"  Ob,  yes,  Maggs.     Come  in." 

"  Thank  you,  sir-" 

"Shut  the  door,  Maggs,"  said  the  sheriff.  "  We  want  to  speak  to  you,  my 
man,  and  we  think  you  may  really  do  some  goodj  aad  if  you  do,  of  course,  we 
will  not  forget  you,  you  may  depend." 

"  Oh,  worshipful  sir,  the  idea  of  being  thought  of  for -a  moment  by  such  a  great 
person  as  a  sheriff  and  a  governor  is  enough  all  for  to  take  away  a  poor  fellow's 
breath,  that  it  is— Oh,  dear!" 

"  Well,  well,  Maggs,  you  are  a  good,  honest  sort  of  man.  Take  a  seat, 
Maggs— you  are  agitated." 

"  A  Utile,  worshipful  sirs.     It  is  such  an  honour." 

"Well,  sit  down." 

"  Oh,  dear  no.  I  wouldn't— I  wouldn't,  indeed.  What !  sit  down  afore  a 
sheriff  and  a  governor  ?  Oh,  no — don't  ask  me  to  do  it,  gentlemen.  Only  think 
if  I  should  get  proud  in  consequence,  and  lose  my  Wits.  I  ain't  over  bright, 
they  say,  at  the  best ;  but  I  might  be  worser." 

The  sheriff  laughed ;  so  did  the  governor.  How  gratified  they  both  were  at  the 
great  superiority,  as  they  considered  of  their  intellects,  over  the  poor  humble 
Slaggs,  whom  they  thought  looked  upon  them  as  the  two  greatest  men  in  all  the 
world ! 

"  Well,  Maggs,"  said  the  governor,  "since  you  object  to  sit  down,  you  can  do 
as  you  like;  but  mind  you  attend  to  what  the  sheriff  is  about  now  to  say  to 
you,  for  it  is  very  important." 

"  Oh,  dear,  yes,  sir,  T  will — I  will." 

"  Maggs,"  said  the  sheriff,  "you  are  a  poor  simple  sort  of  fellow,  you  know, 
and  nobody  minds  much  what  you  say  or  what  you  do,  so  upon  those  grounds 
you  really  can  be  more  useful  than  a  brighter  sort  of  man." 

"  Yes,  noble  sir," 

"  Don't  interrupt  me,  but  just  lisleh  to  me  patiently,  and  try  to  fully  compre- 
Lend  what  1  say  to  you.  If  I  use  any  words  you  don't  understand,  you  can 
ask  me  the  meaning  of  them." 

"  Thank  you,  worshipful  sir," 

How  kind  it  was  of  the  sheriff  to  speak  so  to  a  man  who,  both  in  intellect 
and  education,  was  vastly  his  superior  !  But  he  did  not  know  it,  so  we  must  hold 
him  excused. 

With  a  self  satisfied  smile,  the  sheriff  continued — 

"  It  is  possible  enough,  Magg?,  that  you  may  be  able  to  accomplish  what 
clever  men  would  fail  in,  and,  therefore,  the  governor  and  I  have  hit  upon  you  to 
carry  out  a  little  plan  that  we  have  connected  with  Claude  Duval." 

Maggs  never  changed  colour  in  the  least  a^i  this  name  was  pronounced  by 
the  sheriff,  although  the  fact  that  it  was  so  pronounced  had  excited  his  liveliest 
fears  that  by  some  means  the  adventure  that  he  had  so  fully  intended  should 
come  off  that  nitihtwith  success,  Avould  miscarry. 

"Yes,"  added  the  sheriff,  "we  really  think  that  your  simplicity — your 
appearance  of  utter  want  of  design — your  poverty — all  may  be  found  serviceable 
to  the  ends  of  the  law." 

"  The  law,  sir  i     Oh,  dear,  I  don't  know  nothing  about  the  law." 

"But  you  will," 
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"  On,  I  hope  not,  worshipful  sirs.     1  assure  you  1  never  was  took  up  by  the 
law  in  a'l  my  life." 
They  both  smiled. 

"  Nor  will  you  ever,  so  long  as  you  do  your  duty  to  us  as  a  good  and  faiihful 
servant.  And  now  for  what  you  are  to  do,  and  which,  notwithstanding  your  good 
sense  and  modesty  in  den)  ing  all  notion  of  extra  reward,  you  shall  be  munifi- 
ce:itlypaid  for  doing." 

"Yes,"  put  iu  the  governor  ;  "you  shall   be  most  munificently   paid.     Did 
you  ever,  now,  in  all  your  life  possess  five  guineas  ?" 
"  Five  guineas,  sir?'"' 

"  Yes.  No  doubt  to  you,  who  are  a  poor  fellow,  it  seems  to  be  a  very  large 
Bum  ;  but  never  mind  that :  you  shall  have  as  much  for  yourself  if  you  succeed 
in  carrying  out  the  little  project  we  are  about  to  sst  you  upon  the  execu- 
tion of." 
"  Eive  guineas  ?— It's  quite  a  fabulous  sum  of  money,  gentlemen." 
The  sheriff  laughed  at  him,  and  rattled  the  money  that  was  in  his  pocket,  as  a 
well-to-do,  fat,  easy-pursy,  swindling  citizen  of  London  may  well  do,  and  then 
he  said — 

"  In  plain  language,  then,  Maggs,  what  we  want  you  to  do  is  to  go  to  the  cell 
of  Claude  Duval,  and  pretend  to  have  great  sympathy  with  him,  and  tell  him 
how  sorry  j'ou  are  that  he  is  taken  up,  and  that  you  hear  he  will  be  hang:ed,  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  I  Villi,  sir,"  said  Maggs,  much  relieved  that  the  duty  he  was  set  upon  would 
not  take  him  out  of  the  prison. 

*■  Then  you  must  ask  him  if  there's  anything  you  can  possibly  do  for  him  ;  and 
if  he  don't  mention  it  himself,  you  cau  hiat  that  it  would  give  you  great  pleasure 
to  take  any  messigc  for  hiin  to  any  friend  ;  do  you  understand  ?" 
"  Oh,  yes,  nob:e  sir." 

"  Well,  then,  from  all  this,  what  we  wish  is,  that  you  should  get  from  him 
where  Dick  Tarpin  and  Sixteen-string  Jack,  the  two  notorious  highwaymen 
with  whom  he  used  to  go  about,  and  be  the  terror  of  the  road,  are  to  be  found. 
You  understand  me  now  ?" 

"  Yes,  your   worshipful  worsh'p,  T  do.     I  am  to  find  out,  by  pretending  to  be 
his  friend,  enough  to  enable  me  to  be  his  worst  foe  ?" 
''  Why,  a — yes— well,  that's  it." 

"I  am  to  pretend  to  sympathise  with  a  man  in  prison,  while  I  play  the  spy 
all  the  while,  and  worm  his  secrets  out  of  Lim  through  the  medium  of  his  best 
feelings  ?" 

"  What  do  you  mean,  sir  ?" 

"  He  I  he  !"  laughed  Maggs  with  a  silly  kind  of  laugh  that  he  could  put  on 
capiuilly  at  pleasure.     "He!  he!    I'll  do  it  wonderful.    Oh,  won't  I  do  it  for 
five  golden  guineas.     I  do  ihink,  do  you  know,  gentlemen,  that  he  will  take  me 
for  such  a  fool,  that  he  will  tell  me  everything" 
"  Very  likely." 

"  Yes,"  added  the  governor  ;  "  these  fellows,  when  they  get  into  prison,  would 
give  anything  in  the  world  for  somebody  to  talk  to." 

"  And  I  ain't  half  such  a  fool  as  i  look,'"  said  Maggs.  \ 

"I  don't  think  you  are,"  said  the  sherifif,  "  to  tell  the  truth," 
"  I'm  sure   he  isn't,"  said  the  governor;  "at  ail  events,   he  is   quite  wise 
enough  to  be  able  to  do  what  we  wish  upon  the  present  occasion ;  are  you  not, 
Maggs  ?" 

"  I  believe  you,  sir,  I  am  " 

"  Very  good  ;  now  go  at  once,  and  you  will  have  every  facility  for  seeing  the 
prisoner;  and  we  beg  that  you  will  lose  no  time  in  speaking  to  him  upon  the 
subject,  for  if  we  could  only  find  out  where  Turpin  and  Jack  are  to  be  found, 
we  would  pounce  upon  them,  and  it  should  go  hard  but  what  »ve  would  hang 
the  whole  three  of  them  on  the  same  morning,  which  would  be  a  capital  piece 
of  work." 


1288  GENTLEMAN  JACK. 


"  Capital  it  would,"  said  Ma'i^gs.     "  Good  night,  worshipful  sirs.     I'll  do  my 
very  best  to-night,  you  may  depend." 


CHAPTER  CCCXI. 

THE    SHERIFF   FINDS   THAT   KAGCS    IS   TRULY   ANYTHING    BUT   SUCH    A  FOOL  AS 

r.i.    lOOKS. 

Maggs,  to  tell  the  t.-.th.,  v/as  rather  delighted  at  his  interview  with  the 
sheriff  and  the  governor^  If  any  v/eak  hold  upon  his  sense  of  honour  as  being 
employed  by  them  had  retained  itself  faintly  upoa  the  heart  of  Maggs,  it  was 
now  dissipated. 

They  had  passed  upon  him,  certainly,  the  most  grievous  insult  that  they 
possibly  could — that  is  to  say,  they  had  thought  him  to  be  capable  of  commit- 
ting a  very  base  act  of  treachery  ;  and  after  that  they  could  hardly  feel  either 
surprised  or  angry  at  the  fact  of  his  betraying  them  as  he  was  about  to  do. 

But  yet  Maggs  felt  that  his  vocation  or  mission,  call  it  which  you  will,  was 
at  Newgate.  He  felt  that  there  he  was  inestimably  useful  to  the  fraternity  of 
thieves,  and  that  it  was  only  by  staying  there  that  he  could  continue  to  be  very 
useful. 

ilence,  then,  was  it  that  Maggs  hoped,  notwithstanding  all  that  might 
happen  that  night,  to  escape  any  blame  on  its  account;  but  if  he  should  really 
find  it  to  be  impossible  to  carry  on  the  affair  without  compromising  himself,  he 
was  quite  prepared  to  do  so. 

At  the  same  time  that  he  would,  if  he  could,  retain  his  old  standing  at  New- 
gate, he  told  himself  that  if  upon  any  occasion  it  was  to  be  sacrificed,  there  could 
not  be  a  better  nor  a  more  important  one  than  that  which  was  about  to  ensue. 

•'  I  will  succeed,"  said  Maggs,  "  at,  all  risks.  I  will  save  Duval,  or  I  will  be 
thoraughly  convinced  that  it  is  quite  impossible  at  any  sacrifice,  or  through  any 
danger  to  do  so." 

When  a  man  malces  such  a  resob'e  as  that,  he  is  very  likely  indeed  to  succeed 
in  what  he  undertakes,  and  hence  Maggs  had  the  best  of  hopes.  When  he 
reached  the  lobby  again  the  turnkeys  rather  eagerly  questioned  him  as  to  what 
the  governor  and  the  sheriff  wanted  with  him,  but  Maggs  was  not  going  to  tell 
them, 

"  Oh,  you'd  hardly  believe  it,"  he  said,  "  that  they  wanted  to-^e  me  a 
regular  situation  in  the  prison." 

""  I'll  be  hanged,"  said  Jones,  "  if  I  didn't  think  so,  and  then  one  of  us  will 
be  packed  off,  as  sure  as  a  gun." 

"  No,  you  won't,"  said  Maggs^  "  for  I  wouldn't  have  it." 

"  You  wouldn't?"  /• 

"Sartainly  not." 

"  You  don't  mean  that  now,  really,  Maggs  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  they  offered  to  make  me  what  they  call  a  jWper— super— a  some- 
thing beginning  with  super." 

"  Supernumerary,  I  suppose  ?" 

"Yes,  that  was  it,  a  supernumerary  turnkey,  and  to  give  me  a  matter  of 
thirty- five  shillings  a  week  ;  h^t  I  said,  *  No— give  me  what  you  pleases,°and  let 
me  go  out  and  in  as  I  like,  and  when  I  like,  and  make  myself  as  useless  as  I 
can.'  " 

"As  useful,  you  mean." 

"  To  be  sure  1  does ;  so  there's  the  end  of  it.  Why,  who  would  get  you  your 
drops  of  beer  and  your  bits  of  tobacco,  and  go  a  hundred  little  messages  for  you 
all,  of  one  sort  or  another,  if  1  had  any  regular  duty  to  do  ?" 

"That's  it,  Maggs,  that's  it." 

"  I'o  be  sure  it  is  ;  so  I  declined  it,  and  there's  a  end  of  it.  I  won't  be  a 
.egular  turnkey,  but  I  like  to  go  about  the  old  stone-jug,  and  be  as  useless-——" 
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*' Useful,  njy  boy."  .... 

"  Yes — useful  as  possible  to  you  all ;  so  here  1  am,  jpst  as  usuaL  I  ord  bless 
yoa.,  Mr.  Jones,  if  they  had  oifered  to  make  me  the  loid  mayor,  J  wouldn't  have 
had  it,  that  I  wouldn't." 

**  You  are  a  trump,  Maggs." 


TUEPIN     LISTENS   FOR  HIS   PURSUERS   AFTER    ROBBING    THE   NIGHT-FLY. 

f       "  He  is  a  trump,"  said  the  two  officers,  whose  duty  it  was  to  be  on  guard  in 
the  lobby.     "  He  is  a  trump,  and  no  sori  of  mistake  in  this  here  world.      Give 
us  your  fist,  old  fellow.   That's  right.     We  respect  you,  Maggs," 
•'  And  I  suspect  all  of  you." 
"  Respect,  you  mean." 
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*'  To  be  sure  I  do.    Oh,  dear,  what  a  poor  head  I  hare  got,  to  be  sore !" 

The  turnkey  were  quite  delighted  with  this  conduct  upon  the  part  of  Maggs, 
tnd  never  had  he  been  in  such  high  favour  with  them  all  as  he  was  upon  that 
Special  occasion.  It  was  now  not  far  <rom  eleven  o'clock,  and  at  twelve  he  was 
to  go  on  duty,  to  give  the  officers  who  ought  to  have  remained  till  two  time  ta 
jgo  home. 

We  have  before  said  that  ths  substitution  of  Maggs  for  the  regular  officers  at 
any  time  was  winked  at  by  the  governor,  «s  M«^^  was  considered  quite  compe- 
tent and  trustweir^y ;  and  ifi  so  easy^^ «  1A^^  U  mam  thought  no  evil  to  let  th& 
regular  officers  eif  the  pfbon  have «  Wt^  m^ita&mm  at  odd  times  and  seasons,. 
when  their  absence  was  of  w)  mom«i^ 

And  now  Maggs  took  care  to  sh0#«d«»et8lR%rss  «¥  haste  to  get  to  Claude 
Dttval's  cell ;    b&t  he  let  the  hour  slip  «way  as  quietly  as  possible  ;  and  whea 
it  was  twelve^  and  the  officer  who  w»s  going  home  gave  fcim  a  tap  on  the  back^ 
„  and  said,  "  Now,  M*ggs,  my  boy^  ]«9m«geod  watch,"  hpe  merely  replied — 
I  .  «  Won't  I.  tljaTs  all.'* 

••  I  know  you  will.  Good  night.  t#tatt  bfe  lawk  ifliout  three,  I  hope,  and, 
perhaps,  before  it.    Good  night." 

"  Good  night,"  said  Maggs;   "an4  mmd,  Mr.  Brown,  you  needn't  at  all- 
hurry  yourself,  for  I  shan't  miss  yoa>  y^a  may  depend  upon  it." 
.       "  All's  right— all's  right." 

!  I     The  officer  was  gone,  and  Mj^gs  fas&esaed  the  huge  huneh  of  keys  %at  had' 
been  left  to  him  to  his  waist,  as  he  said-«« 

"  Well,  I'll  havie  a  look M  €9a«ie  I>aval,  and  see  whetlier  heis  aU^f^a^^sgie^  I 
sits  down  in  Brown's  cbnir." 

"Do  so,  Maggs,"  said  JeMie»»  *^|&%  only  proper  y^attt^&uM.  ^otva  ought 
to  have  done  so  before  hcwes^** 

*'0h,  he  knew  I  would,  a*  li^Stways  he  gue&sed  «s  «isMi^,  no  doubt,"  said 
i  Maggs,  as  he  took  a  lamp,  and  went  along  the  long,  sta£i:!0^>1glodGay  passage 
{  that  led  to  Claude  Duval's  celi. 

If  the  sheriff  and  the  governor  lad  only  seen  the  veMjalBaliJe  i^attge  i&afe 
came  over  the  face  of  Maggs  as  he  nearcd  tfae  cell  in  which  '-vms  the  p-iso>Bies 
in  whom  both  he  and  they,  only  in  different  ways,  felt  so  deeply  intt^es^d,  Ifeey 
would  hardly  have  believed  t^  evitftefice  of  their  own  eyes. 

Once  he  turned  and  listened.  He  could  faintly  hear  the  mu'rtQwed  tones  oS 
the  turnkeys  in  the  lobby  conversing. 

**  They  have  no  suspicion,"  he  said.    ?*  All  is  well." 
I      Then,  when  he  reached  the  door  of  Duval's  cell,  he  paused  again,  and  listened 
attentively — all  was  profoundly  stUI,  for  he  Was  then  out  of  €ttF-shot  of  the 
turnkeys  in  the  lobby. 

f*AU  is  well,"  he  said  again. 

Maggs  took  these  precautions,  notwithstanding  Igr  the  reqiiest  of  the  slwsif^ 
;  and  with  the  knowledge  of  the  turnkeys,  he  wIbs  seeking  the  cell  of  the  priscner, 
but  he  felt  that  he  could  not  be  too  cairtiotts,  anid  tfeit  everything  would  depend 
'  upon  his  own  and  Claude  Duval's  presence  of  mind. 

Ma?gs  unlocked  the  cell  door,  and  left  the  key  in  the  lock.  It  grated  harshly 
upon  it  hinges  as  he  opened  it. 

"  Who's  there  ?"  cried  DuvaL 

"Hush!    It  is  I." 

"  You  are  most  welcome,  Maggs.    I——'* 

*'  Speak  low.  Your  tones  are  very  sad,  Duval ;  what  has  happened  to  you 
now  ?    You  are  not  ill,  I  hope  ?" 

"  Oh,  no,  Maggs;  but,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  have  been  foolish  enough  to  allow  my 
nerves  to  be  a  little  shaken  by  a  dream." 

"  Oh,  you  will  soon  shake  that  feeling  off." 

"  Yes,  I  hope  so.  But  I  thought  that  in  this  cell  I  saw  a  coffin  with  the  dead 
body  of  a  female  in  it,  and  that  a  figure  of  death,  armed  with  a  spear,  suddenly 
appeared,  and  said — 

'    .ii-i-../'~r.  =i: .-~,,::-^^^.";"  ■     ■:■  '  '    -'i  v '    -        ■■'  .•■  ■■  •       ■  ■  ■  -  --■•■-■  ■  ■- 
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"'Look!  Claude  Do»al— look  I — ye«(.  look  «t  the  face  of  her  whom  you  loved, 
before  the  worms  so  deface  her  beauty*  that  even  to  you  she  would  be  a  loath- 
{  some  spectacle.'     It  was  at  that  moment,  Maggs,  that  X  heard  the  rattle  of  your 
key  in  the  lock  of  the  door.'' 

*'  lam  gladi  came  to  put  to  flight  such  uacOI^forta^b]ie  visions,  Claude ;  yoa 
:^uld  laugh  at  them." 

"Alas!  I  cannot." 

'*  Well— well«  perhaps  not;  but  you  will  sooa  forget  them.  I  bring  yoi;  thfr 
best  aAd  most  cheering  news." 

*•  Ah,  indeed?'* 

*♦  Ye«.  Speak  lowi  and  listen  to  me.  By^the-bv,  I  will  keep  the  door  of  the 
cell  open,  and  stand  close  to  it,  and  then  it  will  be  impossible  for  any  one  to 
come  down  the  passages  without  me  knowing  it.  I  do  not  think,  mind  you, 
Duval,  that  there  is  the  slightest  breath  of  suspicioa  abroad*  but  it  is  a^  well  to 
b<;  on  the  s^e  side." 

**  You  are  right,  Maggs.    Oh,  how  muck  I  Qiwe  you  J^* 

"  Nothing — nothing." 

**  Yes,  but  I  do,  though,  Maggs,  and  I  will  take  good  care  if  I  do,  through 
your  means,  obtain  my  freedom,  that  I  will  make  the  attempt  to  show  yoa  that 
1  can  be  gratefal," 

"  You  will  oblige  me  by  saying  no  more  on  that  head.  At  all  events,  wait  till 
-we  can  shake  hands  on  Ealing  Common^  or  HoubsIqw  HesUh." 

**  Ah,  that  will  be  glorious/* 

•*  Welli  I  hope  that  that  time  will  ©Rise  tchniortow,  for  a(  two  o'clock-fthe 
^two  o'clock  that  is  now  fast  coming — your  friends  will  be  here  to  try  to  drag  you 
•from  NewgaUie." 

"Will  they,  indeed,  persevere  in  such  a  bold  and  admirable  plan  V* 

*'  They  will.     But  you  shake  !  you  are  agitated." 

If  we  were  to  say  that  Claude  Duval  at  this  time  felt  quite  cool  and  collected, 
we  should  be  giving  currency  to  an  idea  that  could  not  be  in  any  way  sanctioned 
by  the  fact,  which  was,  that  he  was  much  more  agitated  than  he  li^d  evef  knOPi^ 
himself  to  be  upon  any  occasion  of  bis  eventful  career. 

He  was  himself  both  annoyed  and  surprised  to  find  that  such  was  the  fact. 

We  can  probably  account  for  it  better  than  Claude  Duval  could  himself^ 

The  fact  was,  that  the  want  of  air  and  exercise,  to  which  he  had  been  90  acr 
-customed,  that  they  were  more  essential  in  their  abundance  to  his  health  thw»  t(^ 
those  of  most  persons,  had  had  the  effect  of  very  much  depressing  him. 

This  was  the  precise  reason  why  Claude  Duval  did  not  feel  in  his  usuad 
condition. 

*•  Oh,  Maggs,"  he  Siaid,  "  how  can  I  be  otherwise  than  agitated  at  th? 
idea  that  I  shall  soon,  perhaps— nay,  I  will  not  entertain  any  doubt,  so  I  will 
say  for  certain,  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  liberty,  4uid  be  able  to  rush  to  the  avma 
of  Cicely?" 

"  Oh,  yes— yes,'* 

"  Maggs  !'* 

"Well,  Duval?'* 

"  You  will  now,  like  a  man  and  a  dear  friend  to  me,  as  you  are,  tell  me  how 
she  is.    Is  she  suffering  from  a  wound?    In  a  wopd,  is  she  welt,  Maggs? 
r  -Come,  tell  me  now,  distinctly.** 

**  She  is  suffering  from  no  wound,  Claude— she  is  well." 

**  Thank  Heaven,  then,  alibis  well,  and  I  ask  no  more." 

*'  It  is  well.  Dick  and  Jack  can  tell  you  every  particular  that  you  may  wish  t9 
know,  and  I  refer  you  to  them.    But  how  do  you  get  on  about  your  fetters?^' 

"Oh,  bravely.    They  are  in  such  a  state,  Maggs,  that  I  feel  I  have  but  tO 
make  an  effort,  which  even  my  weakened  powers  are  equal  to,  and  I  can  $SMt 
them  from  me^    Do  I  look  very  pale  ?" 
fl      5<  Oh,  no.    But  the  air  of  Newgate  soon  robfi  a  man  of  his  colour.    It  W0\il4 

—  — .  ..      ■■  :;       ■       -  -  ...  ■'■i.-yi^  - 
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pale  the  cheek  of  a  ploughboy  in  a  week.    There  is  something  dead  and  pes- 
tiferous in  it.    Oh,  that  two  o'clock  were  come,  Claude." 
"  I  echo  that  sentiment,  Maggs." 

How  long  that  two  hours  seemed  from  twelve  till  two  ! 

A  thousand  times  over  did  Claude  Duval  think  that  the  hour  must  have 
passed,  and  that,  although  listening  for  it  most  intently,  it  had,  in  its  sound  from 
the  old  charcb  clock  of  St.  Sepulchre's,  escaped  his  ears,  and  he  aaid  as  much  to 
Maggs. 

At  length,  faintly  came  the  sound  of  the  chimes  from  that  clock,  the  sound  of 
I  which  had  heralded  so  many  a  poor  shrinking  soul  into  eternitj'. 

As  the  cell  of  Duval  was  situated,  it  was  just  possible  by  close  attention  to 
hear  the  hours  struck  by  that  clock,  and  now,  at  the  sound,  Duval  sprang  to  his 
feet. 

**  It  is  time,  Maggs !"  he  said—"  it  is  time." 

"  Hush  !  Now,  of  all  times,  then,  let  me  pray  you  to  be  still  and  calm,  Claude 
Duval,  upon  that  depends  all  else.* 

"  I  will— 1  will !" 

*'  Leave  all  to  me,  and  to  your  friends.'* 

"But,  Maggs,  you  will  give  me  a  weapon— you  will  not,  if  all  sliould  ga 
wrong,  suffer  me  to  be  dragged  back  to  this  cell  again  without  a  struggle  ?  I. 
mrst  and  will  have  arms." 

'•  You  terrify  me  by  your  vehemence." 

"Oh,  no— no!  But  you  hear  me— you  understand  me  ?  You,  if  you  were 
situated  as  lam,  would  do  as  I  do— 'joa  would  feel  as  I  feel,  and  you  would  say- 
as  I  say.    Arms— I  want  arms  I" 

"  Hush !  There  are  a  pair  of  pistols,  the  fellows  of  which  you  would  find  it 
difficult  to  match  in  London." 

"  Loaded  V 

"Yes,  carefully.  But  now,  knowing,  Claude  Duval,  that  you  have  the  lives*^ 
of  two  men  in  your  hands,  let  me  implore  you  to  do  nothing  rash.  All  noise 
must  be  avoided.  One  ilNdirected  shot  would  bring  upon  us  the  whole  force  ot^ 
the  prison." 

*'  I  know  it — T  know  it.  I  will  justify  all  that  you  might  expect  of  me, 
Maggs.  But  the  time  has  come,  and  I  hear  nothing.  Ah!  the  sound  of 
carriage  wheels  outside— they  pause  at  the  door  of  Newgate,  They  come, 
they  come,  Maggs." 

"Hush!— hush  I" 

**  Ah !  there  is  a  voise  from  the  lobby.    Listen— listen.    I  hear  it  now." 

Yes,  there  was  a  sound  from  the  lobby  of  the  prison,  and  the  heart  of  Claude 
Duval  beat  fast  and  thick. 

Another  sound — he  knew  not  whether  it  was  strife  or  merely  commotion ;  but 
he  felt  that  it  was  time  for  Maggs  to  go. 

Maggs  felt  this,  too. 

*'  I  go,"  he  said—"  I  go.  Now,  Duval,  keep  by  the  door  of  your  cell,  and 
when  you  hear  a  whistle,  it  will  be  from  me,  and  it  will  be  then  time  for  you  toi 
come  into  the  lobby.  Mind,  I  will  let  you  pass  me,  and  you  will  meet  Dick  and 
Jack."        -  , 

••Yes- oh,  yes!" 

"  Now,  be  calm,  and  good-by  for  a  few  moments  only,  I  hope  and  expect.'* 
f  Claude  Duval  was  alone.  Oh,  how  terrible  was  the  suspense  of  the  few 
moments  only  that  ensued,  for  they  were  but  moments,  after  all.  To  his  per- 
ception,  all  his  imprisonment  had  not  been  so  long  as  the  period  that  elapsed 
between  the  absence  of  Maggs  and  the  sound  that  was  to  signify  to  him  that  it 
was  his  cue  to  advance  along  the  passages  towards  the  lobby. 

At  length,  just  as  he  was  getting  quite  maddened  by  the  delay,  he  heard  a^ 
faint,  but  long-continued  whistle. 

*' Time— time  !'  said  Duval,  and  he  bounded  along  the  vaulted  passage  with 
the  speedt  of  the  wind.     "  It  is  time — it  is  time  1" 


Let  us  now  see  what  Jack  aad  Dick,  with  their  six  friends,  are  really  dom^, 
and  how  far  they  have  progressed  ia  the  affair,  the  success  of  which  they  had  so 
deeply  at  heart 
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CHAPTER  CCCXir. 

THB  CONTEST  WITH  THE  TURNKEYS   ENDS   SUCCESSFULLY  FOR  CLiVDB  DUV4L, 

Ip  the  space  of  time  that  intervened  between  dark  and  the  hour  when  the 

onterprise  in  which  Jack  and  Dick  Turpin  felt  themselves  so  deeply  interested 

felt  long  and  tedious  to  Maggs  and  to  Claude  Duval,  it  was  likewise  so  to  all 

concerned  in  the  daring  attempt  that  was  about  to  be  made  to  take  from  New 

'  gate  its  most  important  prisoner. 

A  thousand  doubts  and  surmises  beset  Dick  Turpin  and  Sixteen-string  Jack. 
They  thought  at  one  time  that,  after  all,  the  man  who  had  been  engaged  by 
Maggs  to  procure  all  the  necessary  materials  for  the  conduction  of  the  enterprise 
might  suspect  what  it  meant,  and  so  might  think  it  belter  worth  his  while  to 
make  good  terms  with  the  authorities  than  to  keep  his  word  with  the  thieves  ; 
but  reflection  always  put  an  end  to  such  a  doubt,  by  showing  that  the  interest 
of  that  man  must  be  much  more  in  keeping  than  in  breaking  faith  with  hi& 
employers. 

But,  still,  some  chance  accident  might  at  the  last  moment  knock  the  whole 
affair  upon  the  head,  or  Maggs  might  be  suspected,  and  in  that  case  they  would 
only  be  running  upon  certain  destructiou  by  going  to  Newgate. 

But,  still,  they  never  for  a  moment  wavered  in  the  fixed  determination  to  go, 
so  intent  were  they  upon  carrying  out  the  plan,  although  they  incessantly 
vexed  themselves  with  so  many  suppositions  regarding  the  possibility  of 
failure. 

We  may  add,  too,  that  their  doubts  did  not  tend  to  make  them  a  whit  less 
exact  or  careful  in  making  all  the  preparations  in  their  power  for  the  successfai 
carrying  out  o|the  plan  ;  they  determined,  unless  they  heard  something  positive 
as  a  stay  to  it  from  Maggs,  to  stand  or  fall  by  it. 

But  the  longest  looked-for  day  and  hour  will  come  at  last,  and  so. Dick  and 
Jack  found  that  it  was  time  for  them  to  leave  the  public  house  in  Barbican,, 
and  proceed  to  the  street  at  the  back  of  St.  Martin's*le- Grand,  to  meet  those  who' 
were  to  go  with  them  on  the  enterprise  to  Newgate. 

As  Jack  and  Dick  were  to  present  themselves  as  emissaries  from  the  secretary 
of  state's  office,  they  had  got  themselves  up  in  theatrical  fashion  accordingly, 
and  very  well  they  did  it.  5 

They  both  wore  powdered  wigs,  which  at  that  time  were  very  much  the  fashion 
at  the  court,  and  Dick  had  on  a  suit  of  grey  velvet,  which  looked  very  neat*. 
Jack  arrayed  himself  in  a  dark  brown  suit,  and  they  both  had  paid  great  atten- 
tion to  the  richness  of  their  cravats  and  ruffles. 

When  they  looked  at  each  other  they  could  not  help  smiling  at  the  great  meta- 
morphosis which  an  alteration  of  costume  so  completely  had  effected  in  them 
both. 

"  I  should  not  have  known  you.  Jack,"  said  Dick. 

"Nor  I  you,  Dick." 

*'  Well,  if  we  could  have  deceived  each  other,  it  will  go  hard  but  we  deceive 
those  who,  at  the  best,  have  but  a  very  superficial  and  slight  knowledge  of  either 
of  us.'* 

•*  It  will ;  and  now  that  I  see  both  of  us  in  our  disguises,  a  feeling  of  greater 
hopefulness  comes  over  me.     I  seem  as  if  i  were  assured  we  should  succeed." 

"  That  is  a  good  feeling.  You  ought  to  encourage  it.  But  come,  now,  it  h 
time." 

it  was  truly  an  expedition  of  life  or  death  that  thay  went  upon,  and  tb»y  were 
well  armed  for  the  occasion.    They  had  not  made  such  an  understanding  dis- 
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tlnctly  in  words ;  but  it  was  a  kind  of  tacit  [resotutioa  between  them  tbat  they 
would  not  be  taken  alive,  and  that,  therefore,  there  were  'but  three  thin|^  that 
could  happen  to  them  on  that  night 

First,  they  might  get  away  with  Claude  safely ;  secondly,  they  might  fail  u) 
Tescuing  him,  but  yet  escape  themselves  i  and,  thirdly,  they  might  die  in  New< 
gate,  or  on  the  outside  of  it,  fighting  against  an  overwhelming  force. 

Such  a  state  of  things  as  this  may  not  make  men  sad,  but  it  cannot  lead  tQ 
much  positive  cheerfulness  ;  so  we  can  hardly  be  surprised  .that  Jack  and  Dick 
were  more  than  usually  grave  upon  that  eventful  night., 

The  man  who  had  been  employed  by  Maggs  to  get  ready  all  the  materials  for 
the  enterprise  was  to  the  full  as  good  as  his  word,  and  all  anxiety  upon  that 
score  was  soon  at  an  end. 

Near  the  corner  of  Monkwell-street,  at  the  back  of  St.  Martin's.le-Gran4» 
Jack  and  Dick  found  the  chariot  which  had  been  bargained  for,  and  at  a  htd? 
distance  they  saw  the  six  mounted  men  who  were  to  take  part  in  the  affair. 

"  Air&  right,  Turpin/'said  a  voice  from  the  carriage,  as  Dick  reachad  the  door 
©fit. 

••  Ah  !  who  spealfs  to  me  P*  said  Turpin. 

"If^sall  right,"  added  the^  voice  j  and  then  the  chariot  door  was  opened, 
and  the  man  of  whom  Maggs  bad  hired,  the  things  stepped  out.  "I  thought "  he 
added,"  that  in  case  of  any  mistake,  1  had  better  be  here  on  the  spot  myself, 
you  see." 

*'  And  you  know  mcl*' 

"To be  sure  I  do." 

"  Well,  I  am  racher  sorry  to  hear  that,  for  I  had  flattered  myself  that  my 
disguise  was  perfect  j  but  now  you  have  taken  that  conceit  out  of  me,** 

"  Not  at  all.  I  heard  your  friend  there,  whom  I  don't  know  at  all,  call  you 
Dick ;  and  putting  this  and  that  together,  and  having  a  precocious  idea  upon 
the  subject,  though,  of  course,  I  didn't  ask  Maggs  any  questions,  why,  1  said  to 
myself,  '  This  is  Turpin,  and  he  is  going  to  make  a  bold  daskto  get  Duval  ox^t 
of  the  stone-jug."'  e 

*'  You  are  right." 

*'I  thought  I  was ;  and  now,  as  Maggs  knows  me  well,  and  as  you  have  heard 
of  me,  and,  perhaps,  have  a  pretty  good  idea  tlmt  I  may  be  trusted,  I  have  one 
jrequest  to  make  to  you." 

**  What  is  it  ?— our  time  is  short.*'  < 

"  It  is,  that  you  will  let  me  come  with  you.  I  am  not  the  worst  hand  in  the 
<vorldat  atusselifit  shouldcometoonej,  and  I  am  well  armed,  and  will  do 
you  all  the  service  I  can," 

"  Come  on,  then;  you  will,  no  doubt,  be  a  great  helpi  to  us.  What  say  you 
to  it.  Jack  >" 

*'  I  agree,  with  all  my  keart.** 

«  Which  Jack  is  that?"  said  the  man. 

*'  That  I  will  tell  you  after  this  night's  business  is  over,**  said  Jack.  "It  h  a 
long storv,  and  there  is  no  timf  now.  Letua  come  on.  Get  into  the  coach 
again.  Mr.  a-—a-— — ** 

"  Nabbs,"  said  the  man.  "  Thafs  what  I  call  myself  for  shortness ;  but  I 
ain't  going  to  get  into  the  coach — one  of  the  most  troublesome  things  in  the 
vorld  is  to  find  one  who  can  drive  well,  and  who  will  fight  well  at  the  same  time ; 
so,  if  you  will  let  me  he  your  coachman,  I  can  do  you  more  good,  I  think,  than 
in  any  other  way." 
,    "  We  ar 3  much  beholden  to  you,"  said  Dick. 

"  All's  right," said  Nabbs;  and  he  attired  himself  in  a  huge  livery  great  coat,  i 
with  about  twenty  capes,  and  which  effectually  hid  all  his  other  clothing.    In  p 
fact,  all  that  could  be  seen  of  him  was  his  top-boots  beneath  the  coat,  and  his 
head  above  it.    He  then  put  on  a  regular  coachman's  wig,  and  a  three-cornered   ' 
iikAt>and  he  looked  just  the  beau<ideal  of  a  State-coachman  in  undress.  [ 

*'  That  is  famous,"  said  Jack. 
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••The  "verv  thing,"  said  Dick  ;  "and  no'tv  off  we  go  at  once,  I  hope  ?'• 

«•  Yes— all's  right." 

The  six  mounted  men  approached  the  carriage,  and  one  of  them  said  to 
Dick— 

**  It  is  all  right  now ;  we  have  all  the  horses  with  us,  that  is  to  say,  one 
a-piece  for  ourselves  and  one  for  Claude.  Where  are  your  cattle,  Turpin  ?  They 
ought  to  be  handy." 

"They  are  at  the  crib  in  Barbican ;  but  we  can  easily  get  them  in  good  time. 
Remember  whnt  yoo  have  to  do." 
3     *•  Yes.    Everything  is  right.    The  horses  will  be  taken  care  of  at  the  corner 
:  of  Newgate- street." 

The  lamps  were  lit  m  the  chariot,  and  then,  indeed,  Dick  and  Jack  saw  that 
it  Was  quite  a  stylish  set  out,  and  much  they  wondered  wlicre  Mr.  Nabbs  had 
been  able  to  procat^  such  a  vehicle* 

**  All's  right,"  said  Nabbs. 

Off  they  set  at  a  dashing  pace  for  Newgate,  and  as  Dick  and  Jack  rested 
upon  the  soft,  cushioned  s^t  of  the  chariot,  they  could  not  help  looking  ast  each 
other  and  asking  themselves  if  it  were  not  all  a  dream. 

It  did  seem  so  strange  that  they  should  be  in  such  a  vehicle,  and  wear  such 
cdBtumes,  and  driving  to  Newgate.  But  there  they  were,  sure  enough,  and  as 
the  carriage  turned  into  Newgate-street,  they  felt  that  the  time  for  thought  had 
gone  past,  and  that  for  action  had  arrived. 

*'  You  can  depend  upon  your  arms,  Dick  ?** 

"  Oh,  yes.  Jack  ;  and  you  f" 

•*  Yes— I  have  been  particularly  careful.  What  an  hoar  the  nest  will  be, 
Dick,  to  ill  of  us!" 

"  Ay,  it  will.  But  its  result  will  depend  upon  ourselves.  Be  cool,  cautidQs, 
and  firm.  Jack.    You  do  not  feel  ill  any  way  flurried  ?" 

'^Oh,  no.  I  am  going  to  try  to  save  Claude,  and  that  feeling  netves  me. 
You  will  not  find  me  fail.    Here  we  are." 

*'  Yes — here  we  are.*' 

With  a  dash  and  a  rattle  the  chariot  stopped  at  ifhe  gate  of  Newgate — that 
little  wicket  gate  at  the  top  of  the  three  or  four  stone  steps,  up  and  down  which 
so  many  beating  hearts  have  been  carried  by  unwilling  feet.  Oh,  if  those  old 
grey  stones  could  only  speak,  what  recollections  might  they  not  impart  of  the 
nuvnerous  personages  who  had  passed  them  ! 

The  lights  at  the  sides  of  the  chariot  flashed  upon  the  rugged  wall  of  the 
prison,  and  a  man,  dressed  very  nicely  as  a  footman,  opened  the  door,  and  stood 
with  it  in  his  hand  respectfully  for  Dick  and  Jack  to  alight. 

Now,  in  stopping  the  chariot,  in  opening  the  door,  and  in  letting  dowa 
the  steps,  all  the  noise  that  could  be  made  was  made,  so  as  to  impress  upon  the 
min  Js  of  the  turnkeys  that  it  was  somebody  of  importance  who  had  arrived  ; 
for  noise  and  insolence  go  a  long  way  with  the  vulgar.  Hence  the  assumption 
of  both,  by  those  who  wish  to  exert  a  sway  over  weak  and  ignorant  minds. 

Dick  stepped  out  of  the  chariot  first,  and  then  Jack  followed  him.  By  the 
light  of  the  carriage  lamps,  Dick  took  one  glance  at  Jack's  face;  but  he  saw 
that  it  was  quite  firm,  and  betrayed  no  anxiety  or  tremour. 

"  He  will  not  fail,"  said  Dick,  to  himself;  and  ascending  the  steps,  he  kicked 
at  the  low  half-door  of  Newgate. 

"  Hilloa  !"  said  the  turnkey,  in  a  half-sleepy  tone. 

"  Open  the  door,  fellow  !"  said  Dick. 

*•  Eh  ? — Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir— yes,  sir — Walk  in." 

The  turnkey  had  caught  sight  of  the  chariot— the  lights— the  coachman,  with 
his  coat  of  many  capes,  and  the  footman  with  his  shoulder-knot  of  gold  iace. 
The  gate  was  flung  open,  and  Dick  entered  the  lobby  of  Newgate,  followed  by 
Jack. 

There  was  an  awful  pause  for  a  moment,  only  broken  by  the  sharp  click  of 
the  lock,  as  the  turnkey  closed  the  wicket  again.    The  two  other  officers  of  the 
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prison,  whose  duty  it  was  to  remain  in  the  lobby,  rose  from  the  bench  upon 
which  they  had  been  sitting,  and  stared  at  the  visitors. 

"The  governor  is  within,  of  course,"  said  Dick,  in  the  same  sharp  tone  of 
command  that  he  had  previously  spoken  in. 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  Your  lordship  is  sure  to  find  him  at  this  hour/'  said  Jack. 

"Very  true,  your  grace,''  said  Dick, 

At  these,  words  the  turnkeys  all  made  a  low  salaam  t®  the  spirit  of  nobility, 
that  worshiped  genius  of  Englishmen.  The  idea  that  one  of  the  visitors  was  a 
lord  and  the  other  a  grace  was  quite  sufficient  to  induce  the  turnkeys  to  place, 
ttieir  necks  under  their  feet  if  they  demanded  it. 

"  Take  this  despatch  from  the  Secretary  of  State,"  said  Dick,  as  he  produced 
Ihe  long  cfScial-looking  letter  that  Maggs  had  prepared,  "and  give  it  to  the 
governor,  and  say,  that  two  gentlemen  are  waiting.  That  will  do,  your  grace 
i  think?"     -   . 

"  Certainly,  my  lord,"  said  Jack. 

Oae  of  the  turnkeys  on  duty  darted  forward,  and  with  a  low  bow  and  a  look  of 
great  reverence  took  the  letter. 

"  I  will  call  upon  the  governor  at  once,  if  you  please,"  he  said. 

"The  gentlemen  will,  perhaps,  step  into  the  chaplain's  private-room?"  said  the 
other  officer.  -    ■ 

"  Oh,  no,  we  prefer  remaining  here,"  said  Dick.  "I  believe  we  do,  your 
grace  ?" 

"  Certainly,  my  lord,"  said  Jack.     "  It  amuses  us." 

*'  It  does — it  does.  The  novelty  of  the  thing  is  something.  You  can  take  the 
letter,  but  there  is  no  panicular  hurry,  my  man.  Don't  alarm  the  governor  by 
awakening  him  too  rapidly." 

"  No,  sir — my  lord — your  highness,  I  mean." 

The  officer  was  so  impressed  by  the  dignity  of  the  visitors,  that  he  fairly  backed 
out  of  their  presence. 

"  And  so,"  said  Dic^,  as  he  only  waited  to  allow  the  turnkey  time  to  get  out 
of  hearing,  "this  is  the  lobby  of  Newgate  i" 

"■  Yes,  my  lord." 

"Ah!     To  be  sure.     A  singular  place,  your  grace." 

"  Oh,  very,"  said  Jack.     "  I  think  it  will  do  now." 

"  Yes,  so  do  I.    You  take  that  one,  and  I  will  take  this." 

Before  the  astonished  offcers  could  come  to  any  conclusion  as  to  what  these 
singular  words  from  the  two  distinguished  noblemen  could  possibly  mean,  Dick 
sprang  upon  .the  man  on  the  lock  like  a  tiger,  and  grappling  him  by  the  throat, 
he  said  in  a  low  voice  — 

"  One  word — one  cry — one  movement  indicative  of  alarm,  and  by  Heaven  I 
will  break  your  neck." 

Jack  made  a  dart  at  the  other  officer,  and  with  such  force  that  they  both  fell 
on  to  tbe  floor  together,  and  the  back  of  the  turnkey's  head  came  with  such  a 
ringing,  blow  against  the  stone  floor  that  he  lay  nearly  insensible.  Jack  was 
sorry  to  have  to  do  it,  but  too  much  was  at  stake  in  tlie  whole  adventure  for  him 
or  any  one  to  stand  upon  ceremony,  so  he  seized  the  ofiScer  by  the  cravat,  and 
lifting  his  head  about  six  inches  from  the  floor,  he  brought  it  down  again  with 
another  blow  that  effectually  stunned  him. 

That  officer  never  spoke  again. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  say  what  condition  of  mind  the  officer's,  whose  duty  it 
was  to  keep  watch  and  ward  in  the  lobby  of  Newgate  were  thrown  into  by  this 
most  unexpected  attack.  Certainly,  if  the  roof  of  the  prison  had  fallen  in  and 
buried  all  beneath  it  in  one  common  ruin,  they  could  not  have  been  more 
utterly  astounded. 

Bat  BO  time  was  given  them  for  reflection. 
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As  for  the  turnkey  that  Dick  had  hold  of,  he  began  tot  urn  black  iu  the  face 
from  the  pressure  on  his    throat,  and  Jack,  coming  toward,  them,  said— 

"  I  liave  disposed  of  ray  man,  and  will  gag  ihis  fellow.  I  have  a  gag  made 
with  a  cork  and  a  piece  of  string,  that  will  just  do  it." 

"  That's  right,  Jack." 


:^®= 
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In  another  moment  the  man  was  past  all  power  of  speech ;  and  so  exhausted 
was  he  by  the  choking  process  that  had  been  goingion,  that,  when  Dick  let  go  of 
him,  he  fell  as  if  dead  to  the  floor.  ,  ,       *• 

Ail  this  happened,  inasmuch  as  it  happened  simultaneously,  in  much  less  time 
than  it  has  necei,sarily  taken  us  to  relate  it.      Indeed,  one  mmute  had  not 
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elapsed  altogether  from  the  commencement  of  the  attack  before  Jack  and  Diek 
•were  undoubted  masters  of  the  lobby  of  Newgate. 

So  well  arranged  was  everything,  that  they  knew  what  to  do  next  without  any 
bother.  Jack  turned  the  key  in  the  lock  of  the  wicketi  and  opened  it,  stretching 
out  his  arm  as  a  signal. 

From  behind  the  coach,  then,  whither  they  had  crept,  the  six  members  of  the 
family  who  were  to  assist  in  the  affair  emerged,  and  rushed  up  the  steps  of 
Newgate  and  into  the  lobby. 

At  the  same  moment,  Maggs  appeared  from  the  narrow  passage  leading  to  the 
cells. 


CHAPTER  CCCXIII. 

THE   ESCAPE    AND   THE    PURSUIT— AN    EXCITING   SCENE. 

So  far,  then,  the  enterprise  had  been  eminently  successful,  and  it  owed  all  its 
success  to  the  daring  nature  of  it. 

If  there  had  been  the  least  tampering  with  the  difficulties  that  presented  them- 
selves— if  there  had  been  the  smallest  amount  of  shrinking  from  what  there  was 
to  do,  a  total  failure  must  have  been  the  result ;  but  all  was  done,  on  the  contrary, 
with  calmness  and  absolute  decision. 

The  turnkeys  and  officers  in  the  lobby  coald  scarcely  believe  their  senses. 
They  looked  about  them  like  men  in  a  dreamw 
g  Maggs  was  pale,  but  firm. 

"Ah!  what  is  this?"  he  said,  for  he  was  intent  upon  keeping  up  the 
character  of  being  as  much  surprised  at  the  attack  as  the  turnkeys  were. 

"  We  will  show  you,"  said  Turpin ;  and  he  took  hold  of  Maggs  by  the  arm 
with  his  left  hand,  and  clapped  a  pistol  at  his  head  with  the  other.  "  Show  me 
the  way  to  the  cell  of  Claude  Duval,  or  you  are  a  dfead-  man.  Wliidl  is  it  to 
be?" 

"I  am  cowed,"  said  Maggs.  *' I  can't  help  it.  This  way,'*  lie  added,  in  a 
whisper  to  Turpin. 

They  both  passed  out  of  the  lobby  down  the  narrow  passage:  lieading  to 
Claude's  cell,  and  were  met  by  a  turnkey,  who  had  a  newspapsc  im  his  hand, 
and  who  said — 

"What's  the  matter  in  the  lobbjv  Maggs  ?'* 

With  a  blow  from  the  butt-end  of  a  pistol,  Turpin  stretched  thactnuaa^msensible 
on  the  stone  floor.  At  the  instant;,  then,  Claude  Duval  sprang  forward,  and 
grasping  the  hand  of  Turpin,  he  cried— 

"  My  dear  friend,  is  it,  indeed,  you  ?  Have  you  placed  yourself  in  this  frightful 
peril  for  me  ?" 

"Quick,"  said  Maggs,  "on  every  moment  hangs  a  life  f* 

"  That's  true,"  said  Turpin.     "  Come  on." 

They  were  in  the  lobby  again  in  a  moment,  and  just  as  they  reached  it,  the 
man  who  had  gone  with  the  letter  to  the  governor  came  back,  and  said  — 

•'  The  governor  says  he " 

i^  Sixteen-string  Jack  had  the  man  by  the  throat  before  he  could  say  another 
word,  and  thrusting  the  barrel  of  a  pistol  into  his  mouth  he  whispered— 

"  One  cry,  and  your  brains  spatter  that  wall." 

"  All's  right,"  said  Turpin. 

"  One  Moment,"  said  a  voice ;  "  now  all's  right.'' 

The  members  of  the  family,  who  had  been  admitted  by  the  wicket,  bad  been 
busy  tying  the  turnkeys,  both  by  their  ankles  and  wrists,  to  each  other,  so  that 
they  were  completely  helpless. 

"Open  the  door,"  said  Jack. 

"It  is." 
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Dins— dong  !  went  a  bell,  and  then  furiously  it  pealed  forth  an  alarm.    They 
looked  at  each  other  aghast.  ,    r  ^^^    .-. 

"  The  alarm  bell,"  said  Jack.    "  I  have  heard  it  once  before,     i!  ly ! 
"  But  who  has  rung  it  ?"  ^         i     r  u  >* 

"  Don't  stop  to  ask  that.     All  we  have  to  do  is  to  get  out  of  reacli  of  it. 
The  wicket  was  flung  open,  and  the  members  of  the   family  only  hung  back 
a  moment  or  two  to  allow  Claude  Duval  and  his  particular  friends  to  pass. 

It  was  then  that  Dick  Tiirpin  turned  upon  the  threshold  of  Newgate  and 
addressing  the  turnkeys,  he  said —  ,      ,,  ,.    i  •      «•  • 

"Now,  my  men,  I  know  that  you  will  have  to  put  the  blame  of  this  affair 
upon  somebody,  and  it  is  as  well  that  the  saddle  should  be  placed  upon  the  right 
horse.  I  will,  therefore,  tell  you  that  it  is  my  doing,  and  I  am  Richard  Turpin." 
The  turnkeys  uttered  various  groans,  and  in  another  moment  Claude  and  his 
friends  were  in  the  open  street. 

The  coach  was  gone.  It  had  done  all  that  it  could  do,  and  the  instruction 
to  those  who  had  charge  oi  it  was  to  drive  off  at  once  as  soon  as  the  }}hke  fairly 
began  in  the  lobby  of  Newgnte.  This  looked  like  desertion;  but  it  was  not  such 
in  fact,  for  the  coach,  after  the  affair  had  made  that  progress,  could  not  possibly 
answer  any  good  purpose. 

It  would  have  been  absurd  to  try  to  escape  by  its  aid,  as  such  a  vehicle  would 
liave  stood  no  chance  against  the  most  ordinary  pursuit,  putting  out  of  the  ques- 
tion  the  fact  that  it  could  have  been  so  very  readily  overtaken.. 

"  Now  for  the  horses,  Claude,"  said  Turpin;  "  they  are,  as  they  should  be,  at 
the  corner  of  Newgate- street." 

"It  seems  like  a  dream,"  said  Duval.  •    •      „ 

"No— no,"  said  Jack,  in  a  voice  of  great  emotion;  "  it  is  no  dream,  it  is  all 
true,  and  vou  are  saved." 

Claude  pressed  Jack's  hand,' and  they  all  went  up  the  street  in  a  throng.  They 
had  not  got  above  half-way,  though,  between  the  wicket  of  the  prison  and  the 
earlier  of  Newgate-street,  when  they  heard  some  sounds  of  strife  in  advance  of 
them. 

"Dick,"  said  Jack,  "forward." 

"  Push  on,"  cried  Claude.  "There  is  no  time  for  hesitation,  now.  Push  on, 
I  beg  of  you." 

"  We  have  no  need,"  said  Dick.  "Those  of  our  friends  who  have  charge  of 
the  horses  are  coming  bask  to  us  here." 

The  noise  assumed  a  more  serious  character,  and  in  a  few  moments  it  was 
•qnite  evident  that  something  was  amiss.  What  that  something  was,  then  ex- 
plained itself,  as  one  of  them  who  had  charge  of  the  cattle  came  running  towards 
Claude  and  his  friends,  saying — 

"  The  watch— the  watch !     Where  are  you  all  ?' 
"Here,"  said  Turpin.     "What  is  it?" 

"A  strong  party  of  the  City  watch  came  upon  us,  and  tried  to  take  us  into 
custody  v/ith  the  horses." 

"Ah,  indeed  !     Forvs'ard,  friends— forward  !" 

The  flash  of  the  lanterns  of  the  watch,  and  the  rattle  of  their  staves,  now 
came  quite  plainly  upon  the  ears  of  the  confederates,  and  those  noises,  joined  to 
the  incessant  clanging  of  the  prison-bell,  made  up  a  species  of  alarm  that  in  a 
little  time  must  be  productive  of  serious  consequences  to  the  fugitives,  if  they 
could  Dot  rapidly  escape  from  so  dangerous  a  vicinity. 

Tlie  sudden  charge  of  Claude  and  his  friends,  with  the  members  of  the  family 
with  them,  had  the  effect  of  routing  the  watch.  •  ,  . 

Dick  got  hold  of  one  of  the  iron  short  staves  then  in  u?e  bv  the  niglit-watch, 
and  ia'd"  about  him  with  such  effect,  that  half-a-dozen  of  the  foa  were  prostrated 
in  a  few  moments.  u-i    i. 

There  was  one  watchmm  v\ho  was  a  ta'l,  powerful  man;  and  whde  he 
fouiht  with  his  slicK,  he  continued  with  his  other  hand  to  spring  his  rattle,  so 
tliat  he  engaged  the  enemy  and  gave  an  alarm  at  th--  same  time. 
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Maddened  by  excitement  and  the  dread  of  being  dragged  back  to  his  cell  at 
Newgate,  Claude  Duval,  with  a  cry  of  rage,  sprang  upon  the  man,  and  they 
both  fell  together.  To  wrest  his  rattle  from  him,  and  give  him  a  blow  on  the 
head  with  it,  that  put  an  end  to  his  mortal  career,  was  then,  to  Claude,  the  work 
of  a  moment ;  And  he  rose,  flushed  and  heated,  to  his  feet. 

The  watch  were  dispersed. 

"  Now,  Claude,  off  with  you,"  said  Dick,  •'  Don't  stop  another  moment. 
Mount — mount  at  once  !" 

"  D— n  that  prison  bell,"  said  Jack. 

"  Is  it  one  ?"  said  a  voice. 

"  Yes,"  said  Dick.     "  Disperse  now.'* 

Upon  this,  the  members  of  the  family  who  had  done  such  good  service,  and 
who,  up  to  that  time,  had  kept  by  Claude  and  his  friends,  with  one  accord  scam> 
pered  away  in  different  directions.  Some  took  their  course  up  Giltspur-street 
into  Smithfield — some  ran  down  Skinner-street,  and  found  shelter  in  the  rookery 
to  the  right  of(Iiolborn  Hill,  and  others  again  made  their  way  into  the  city,  and 
some  to  the  district  at  t'le  back  of  the  Royal  Exchange. 

In  the  course  ot  half-a-minate  they  were  all  gone. 

The  only  persons  that  remained  then  upon  the  spot  of  the  encounter  with  the 
City  watch  were  Claude  Duval,  Dick  Turpin,  Jack,  and  the  Icvidlord  of  the 
public-house  in  Barbican. 

"  Where  is  Maggs  ?"  said  the  landlord. 

"  He  stays.     He  is  not  suspected,"  said  Dick.     "Corfteon." 

They  were  all  on  horseback  in  a  moment,  now  ;  and,  for  the  first  time,  then, 
since  he  had  left  the  lobby  of  Newgate,  Claude  Daval  felt  as  if  he  might  draw  a 
loag  breath.  The  effect  of  feeling  that  they  were  on  horseback  once  again,  was 
very  great  upon  Dick  and  Jack.  They  both  felt  as  though,  at  that  moment, 
all  danger  had  ceased,  and  the  daring  enterprise  had  thoroughly  succeeded  ia 
every  possible  way. 

"Off  with  you  all,"  said  the  landlord ;  "and  as  there  is  no  pursuit,  I  will  go 
home  at  once.  If  there  had  been,  I  should  have  ridden  a  few  miles  into  the 
country  with  you;  for  an  extra  hand  might  be  of  great  service  to  you  all,  just 
now." 

"  It  might  be  everything,'  said  Claude;  "  but,  thank  Heaven,  it  is  not  wanted, 
I  live — 1  breathe  again." 

They  had  just  put  the  horses  in  motion,  when  they  heard  a  shout  behind 
them,  and  the  clatter  of  horses'  feet,  and  they  all  looked  round,  and  directed 
their  glances  towards  Newgate.  The  sight  that  then  met  their  gaze  was  quite 
sufficient  to  show  them  that  all  was  not  over  quite  yet,  and  that,  probabiy» 
the  danger  of  the  enterprise  vvas  only  then  in  earnest  about  to  begin. 

It  was  well  known^^hat  at  an  inn-yard,  immediately  opposite  to  the  door  of  the 
common  entrance  to  Newgate,  some  half  dozen  horses  were  always  kept,  night 
and  day,  ready  for  the  road,  in  case  of  any  emergency  requiring  their  use. 
The  spectacle  that  met  the  eye  of  Claude  and  nis  friends,  then,  consisted  of 
these  horses  being  brouj^ht  out,  and  of  a  throng  of  raen  waiting  to  mount  them, 
and  eagerly  putting  themselves  ready  for  a  chase  after  the  fugitives. 

"  Ah,"  said  Dick,  "we  shall  have  some  rough  work,  yet." 

**  We  shall,  indeed,"  said  Jack. 

Claude's  eyes  flashed  with  excitement  as  he  glanced  at  the  officers,  and  the 
colour  deepened  upon  his  cheek  as  he  spoke. 

"  Let  them  come,"  he  said.  "This  puts  one  in  mind  of  old  times.  Don't  it 
you.  Jack  ?     Let  them  come." 

•'  It  does,  Claude." 

"  Which  is  to  be  our  way  ?"  said  Dick  Turpin. 

"North,"  said  Jack. 

"  So  be  it."'  said  Claude.     "On — on." 

"  I  go  with  you,"  said  the  landlord-,  *'  Four  can  make  a  better  fight 
than  three  can." 
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Without  more  ado,  they  all  four  now  trotted  down  Skinner-street,  for  tbej'  felt 
that  their  catile  might  have  to  do  hard  work,  and  they  did  not  wish  to  put  them 
to  any  speed  at  once.  The  valley  of  Holborn-hill  lay  before  them,  and  then 
there  was  the  ascent  of  the  hill — which  was  much  worse  than  it  is  now — so 
that  they  prudently  sa^ed  the  speed  and  the  courage  of  their  horses. 

Any  one, now,  to  see  the  four  men  trotting  so  quietly  and  so  comfortably  down 
the  hill,  would  little  have  suspected  that  they  knew  they  would  be  followed  by 
those  who  were  armed  for  their  destmction,  and  that,  in  reality,  it  was  a  matter 
of  life  or  death  with  them. 

As  regarded  the  pursuit  of  the  officers,  though,  one  of  two  things  must  take 
place  at  its  outset. 

In  their  eagerness  of  the  pursuit,  the  officers  might  put  their  horses  to  all  the 
speed  they  could  muster  at  onne,  and  so  incapacitate  them  for  any  long-con- 
tinued exertion,  or  they  must  imitate  the  more  prudent  conduct  of  the  high- 
waymen, and  trot  gently  and  easily  until  they  came  to  a  level,  when,  after  the 
horses  had  got  warmed  to  their  work,  they  would  be  able  to  act  much  more 
efficiently. 

In  either  of  these  cases,  the  fugitives  would  be  able  fully  to  maintain  the 
advantage  with  which  they  started,  for  they  would  be  upon  the  level  before 
the  officers  could  reach  them  either  way,  and  the  probability  was,  that  they 
were  very  much  better  mounted  than  the  police  could  possibly,  upon  the  spur 
of  the  occasion,  be. 

"  Take  it  easy,"  said  Dick,  as  they  passed  the  end  of  Fleet  Market — '*  take  it 
easy.     I  don't  see  anything  of  them  yet." 

"  It's  all  right,  if  we  once  get  the  rise  of  the  hill  between  us  and  them,"  said 
Jack.  "  If  they  blow  their  horses  in  gallcping  up  it,  or  walk  them  to  save  their 
breath,  it  will  be  equally  good  for  us.' 

*'  There  they  are,"  said  the  landlord  of  the  public-house. 


CHAPTER   CCCXIV. 

THE    CHASE   FOR   THE     FUGITIVES     CONTINUES     INTO   THE   OPES  COUNTRY. — AN 

ENCOUNTER. 

Even  as  the  landlord  spoke,  the  mounted  officers,  to  the  number  of  nine  men, 
well  armed,  and  eager  for  the  recapture  of  the  prisoner,  for  whom  they 
were  offered  at  once  five  hundred  pounds  amongst  them,  appeared  upon  the 
brow  of  Snow -hill,  a  few  paces  from  St.  Sepulchre's  Church. 

Under  ordinary  circumstances,  the  proximity  of  the  officers  to  Claude  and  his 
friends,  would  have  been  rather  alarmingly  close;  but,  considering  the  nature  of 
the  ground,  the  distance  was  in  reality  great. 

The  officers  only  paused  a  moment  to  catch  sight  of  their  prey,  as  they  fully 
believed  Claude  and  his  party  must  soon  become,  and  then,  with  loud  cries,  they 
dashed  onwards. 

It  was  quite  evident  that  they  thought  their  numbers  would  suffice  to  put 
an  end  to  all  opposition,  and  to  take  prisoners  of  the  small  mounted  party 
at  once,  and  hence  they  disregarded  the  hill,  but  went  down  it  at  a  pace  that 
alarmed  their  cattle. 

By  good  luck,  rather  than  any  good  management,  they  all  reached  the  hollow 
of  Fleet  Market  in  safety,  for  nothing  alarms  a  horse  more  than  to  hurry  him. 
from  a  stable,  and  ride  him  recklessly  in  the  dark  down  a  hill.  If  they  had  had 
two  or  three  falls  among  them,  it  would  only  have  been  in  the  natural  order  of 
things. 

But,  as  we  say,  luck  befriended  them,  and  they  reached  the  hcllow  in  safety ; 
but  by  that  time  Duval  and  his  friends  were  at  Holborn  Bars. 

Without  the  slightest  pause,  then,  the  officers  spurred  their  already  frightened 
cattle  up  Holborn-hill,  which  was  the  most  foolish  thing  they  could  possibly  do  ; 
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for  when  they  reached  the  top.  it  was. not  possible  to  get  a  good  clear  gallop  out 
of  the  horses. 

Claude  and  his  party  had  reached  St.  Giles's  by  that  time,  and  the  horses 
were  in  as  fresh  a  condition  as  when  they  started — ia  fact,  they  were  in  a  better 
condition  for  work,  for  they  were  just  getting  warm  and  comfortable. 

The  officers,  then,  began  to  find  out  the  mistake  they  had  made  in  going  off 
with  such  a  burst,  and  they  patted  their  horses,  and  only  walked  them  between 
Ely-place  and  Holborn  Bars, 

Thus  they  lost  more  time  than  as  if  they  had  taken  things  easily  at  first, 
which  is  generally  the  case  in  all  concerns  of  life,  as  well  as  in  horse-riding. 

iNow,  the  highwaymen  began  to  show  the  great  advantage  of  the  judicious 
manner  in  which  they  had  managed  their  steeds,  for  they  started  up  Tottenham- 
court-road  at  such  a  pace,  that  it  was  a  doubtful  thing  if  the  officers' horses 
could  come  near  it  under  any  circumstances  ;  and  yet  it  was  an  easy  pace, 
too,  and  by  the  time  they  emerged  into  the  Hampstead-road,  they  were  all 
four  abreast,  and  going  at  a  steady  g-illop,  which  the  horses  kept  up  without  the 
use  of  whip  or  spur. 

The  officers,  however,  had  done  all  they  could  to  repair  the  error  they  at  first 
committed  at  starting,  and  hav'ng,  in  some  measure,  alio s'ed  their  horses  to 
get  fareatti  enough,  they,  too,  fairly  began  the  chase,  and  the  retreating  party 
nould  hear  the  clatter  of  the  horses'  feet  as  they  came  on  at  all  the  speed  they 
could  raalce  after  them, 

"  Do  we  beat  them  V  said  the  landlord. 
"  Yes,"  said  Jack  ;  "three  setps  to  two." 
"That  will  do." 

Camden  Town  was  passed,  find  then  came  the  district  of  Paucras  Vale,  durin>  j 
■which  the  highwaympn  ailov/ed  their  horses   to   moderate  their  pace  a  little,  as 
the  road  was  very  heavy  in  that  place,  as,  in  fact,  it  generally  is,  from  taking  so  ," 
much  of  the  surface  drainas^  of  the  high  land  to  the.  north  of  it. 

Jack  now  pushed  on  a  few  paces  to  advance,  for  no  one  could  be  better  ac 
quainted  with  the  North-road  than  he  was.  He  knew  every  house  ar.d  every 
tree  upon  it;  and  so  was  a  most  efficient  guide,  inieed,  to  the  others. 

Dick  now  and  then  looked  back,  but  he  could  see  nothing  of  the  officers, 
and  the  sound  of  their  horset'  feet  was  no  longer  to  be  heard,  either  ;  but 
that  might  be  o  wing  to  the  fact  that  they  were  off  the  stones,  and  were  on  soft 
country  road. 

"  We  distanc  them,"  said  Claude,  "I  think." 

"And  I  know  it,"  said  Jack.  "  Follow  me,  and  keep  to  this  side  of  the  hill, 
here,  and  we  shall  be  able  to  get  up  it  at  a  better  pace." 

The  hill  they  had  reached,  now,   was  that  which  constitutes  the  great  evil  of 
I  the  Hampstea.i  road  for  horses  and  carriages,      Haverstock-hill  was  at  that 

time  completely  destitute  of  houses  on  either  side. 
I      With  the  exception  of  the  old  inn,  the  Load  of  Hay,  and  Steele's  Cottage,  as 
:  the  little  v/hite  cottage  to  the  left  of  the  road  jest  on  the  summit  of  the  hill  was 
called,  owing  to  its  having  been  the  residence  of  Steele,  the  essayist,  there  were 
no  houses  after  leavmg  the  centre  of  Pancras  Vale. 

Up  Hciverstock-hiU  they  went  at  a  walk  ;  and  when  upon  the  summit  of  it. 
just  by  Steele's  cottage,  they  all  turned,  as  if  by  one  accord,  to  look  back  from* 
that   eminence   at   their  pursuers,   and   at   the   great  city  they  had  left  behind 
I  hem. 

In  the  middle  of  Pancras  Vale  they  saw  the  officers  coming  on  at  full 
speed. 

"One— two — three— four — five — six — seven — eight — nme  of  them,"  counted 
Dick  'I'urpin.     "That's  rather  long  odds,  don't  you  think,  Claude  Duval  ?' 

"It's  lio  matter,"  said  Claude.  "  Nine  horses  make  no  greater  speed  than 
one,  and  we  must  never  let  them  get  near  us." 

•'But  yet,"  added  Dick,  " what  say  you  to  having  a  shot  at  them  for  this 
pursuit  ?" 
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"Better  not,"  said  Jack.  "  Push  on,  I  say.  They  must  walk  up  this  hill — 
that  is  as  clear  as  fate  ;  and  by  the  timeiithey  stand  upon  this  spot,  we  may  be 
on  Kampstead  Heath,  if  we  like.'' 

"  On — on,  then  !"  said  Claude. 

•'  Follow !"  cried  Jack.  "  I  can  take  you  easily  up  the  next  hill,  and  1  think 
we  had  better  go  right  through  the  village." 

"Be  it  so." 

Jack  was  well  mounted,  and  he  now  put  the  horses  of  his  friends  to  their 
metal,  for  he  got  over  the  bit  of  hard  groand  at  a  tremendous  rate.  It  is  but 
a  mile,  after  all,  although,  after  traversing  tlie  hill,  it  looks  a  long  one ;  but  the 
mounted  highwaymen  were  over  it,  and  walking  their  steeds  again  up  Red  Lion 
Hill,  in  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time,  indeed. 

They  could  now  see  nothing  of  the  officers,  as  they  were  hidden  by  the  brow  ! 
of  Haverstock-hill. 

"  Is  it  that  we  are  so  high  in  the  world,"  said  Dick,  "  that  makes  the  place 
look  so  bright  ?"  | 

"No,''  laughed  the  landlord ;  "  but  the  morning  is  coming.  We  shall  have 
broad  daylight  about  us  in  another  hour,  or  hour  and  a  half  at  the  outside.  Don't 
you  see  how  the  white  fog  down  there  on  the  low  heath  is  coiling  about^  and 
beginning  to  think  of  dispersing  for  the  day  ?'' 

"  Oh,  yes ;  1  see  it — J  see  it," 

"  It  is  a  sweet  sight,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  after  a  time  spent  in  a  cell  in 
Newgate." 

"  On — on!"  said  Jack. 

They  followed  him  up  Red  Lion  Hill,  and  keeping  to  the  side  of  the  road  to 
the  left,  they  avoided  some  of  the  steeper  bits,  and  so  they  rode  through 
Hampstead  without  meeting  a  living  soul,  for  no  one  was  yet  up;  and  just  as 
they  turned  Heath-street  mto  the  open  heath,  the  officers  in  pursuit  were  trotting 
up  E.ed  Lion  Hill,  and  beginning  to  have  some  serious  doubts  with  regard  to  the 
success  of  their  enterprise. 

"  Confound  him  !''  muttered  one  of  them;  "  I  know  what  Claude  Duval  is; 
and  that  Turpin,  too  ;  they  would  think  nothing  of  going  right  on  for  a  couple  of 
hundred  miles,  for  the  fun  of  the  thing." 

"  But  their  cattle  would  fail  them,"  said  another. 

"  Hang  them,^  I  don't  know  that.  Those  fellows  know  how  to  manage  a 
horse,  so  as  to  get  just  about  double  the  work  out  of  him  that  any  one  else  can 
at  about  half  the  distress." 

"  Is  it  true,"  said  another,  "  that  Turpin  rode  to  York  with  hardly  a  stop  by 
the  way  ?" 

"  Yes,  it  is  ;  and  some  said  that  he  killed  his  Black  Bess  by  so  doing ;  but  he 
didn't;  for  if  my  eyes  don't  deceive  me,  she  is  now  on  the  road,  for  he  rides  her 
at  this  present  time." 

"  The  pursuit  is  hopeless." 

"  Who  says  that?"  cried  the  chief  officer.  "  Who  says  pursuit  is  hopeless,  I 
should  like  to  know?" 

"  I  did.  Mr,  Godfrey." 

••'  Oh,  it's  you  Maggs,  is  it  ?  Well,  I  certainly  should  not  have  thought  yoa 
were  the  sore  of  roan  to  flinch." 

*'  I  ain't  flinching,  Mr.  Godfrey  ;  but  I  say  that,  if  Dick  Turpin  is  on  his  black 
mare,  Bess,  as  her  calls  her,  we  may  go  after  him  to  the  borders  of  England 
before  we  catch  him." 

"Never  mind  about  how  Turpin  is  mounted,"  said  the  chief  officer.     !*  He   I 
won't,  after   all   he   has    done,    and    after  all  that  has  happened,    desert    the 
others,  and  you  should  recollect  they  have  not  all  of  them  a  devil  in  the  shape    ^! 
of  a  black  raare  to  carry  them  about." 
"That's  true,"  said  Maggs. 
"  Then  it's  not  much  consequence  what  Turpin  could  do,  if  he  don't  dc  it  | 
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So  come  on.     We  will,  and  we  must  have  them.     Recollect  that  there  is  a  price 
upon  Turpin's  head,  as  well  as  upon  Duval's." 

"  That's  all  right  enough.  But  who  are  the  other  two,  Mr.  Godfiey,  do  you 
think  ?     Who  can  they  be  ?" 

"Nobody,  you  may  depend ;  and  very  likely,  if  if.  came  to  a  brush,  they  wouM 
be  oif,  and  leave  Turpin  and  Duval  in  the  lurch.  Then  I  don't  myself  see 
how  nine  men  are  not  to  take  two." 

"  I  don't  know  that,"  muttered  one  of  the  officers.  "That  Duval  is  a  brave 
devil  for  fighting,  and  so  is  Turpin.  It  will  be  the  death  of  a  few  of  us,  I 
reckon  ;  but  come  on — I'm  willing." 

"  So  am  I,"  said  Maggs. 

"  That's  right,  comrades,"  said  the  chief  ofiScer.  "  Willingness  does  anything 
and  everything  in  this  world." 

It  will  be  seen,  by  this  brief  conversation  that  bad  taken  place  among  the 
officers,  that  they  had  not,  after  all,  a  very  great  hope  of  being  able  to  capture 
Duval  and  his  friends,  although  they  felt  that  it  was  their  duty  to  continue  to, 
endeavour  so  to  do,  let  the  peril  they  would  have  to  encounter  in  so  doing  be 
what  it  might;  so  on  they  went  up  the  hill. 

In  the  meantime,  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  had  fairly  emerged  on  to  the 
open  heath,  and  the  first  living  things  they  saw,  were  a  couple  of  men,  well 
mounted,  and  in  scarlet  hunting-coats. 

It  appeared,  too,  that  the  two  huntsmen,  who,  no  doubt,  were  going  acros's 
the  country  to  the  meeting  of  somebody's  hounds,  saw  Claude  Duval  and  his 
party  at  the  same  time,  for  they  stopped  and  looked  at  each  other  a  little 
incredulously. 

"  What  the  deuce  do  they  mean  ?"  said  Dick.  "  Surely  two  men  are  not 
going  to  stop  us  all  four  on  suspicion?" 

'•  Hardly,"  laughed  the  landlord. 

After  a  few  words  with  each  other,  the  two  gentlemen  in  the  scarlet  coats 
trotted  gently  on  towards  the  party  that  was  advancmg,  and  when  they  got  near 
enough  to  speak,  one  of  them  said— 

'■  Are  you  officers  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Dick. 

"  It's  them  !  Come  on — come  on  !" 

Ashe  spoke  he  turned  his  horse's  head  on  one  side,  and  was  about  to 
gallop  off,  but  Claude  caught  his  horse  by  the  bridle,  saying — 

"  Sir,  what  made  you  ask  that  question  of  us  ?" 

"  Hands  off,  rascal,  or  I  will  knock  you  down  !  What  is  it  to  you  why  I 
asked  it?  I  don't  know  but  I  ought  to  detain  you  all,  for  you  may  be  the  very 
man  who  escaped  from  Newgate  a  few  hours  ago." 

Claude  and  his  friends  looked  at  each  other  in  amazement,  for  they  could  not 
imao-ine  by  what  process  this  man  had  found  out  the  fact  that  they  had  escaped, 
whe^ii  they  had  ridden  at  tolerable  speed  all  the  way,  and  the  news  could  hardly 
have  got  to  Hampstead  Heath  before  them, 

Turpin  had  laid  hold  of  the  bridle  of  the  other  mounted  man,  and  for  a  few 
moments  there  was  silence  on  both  sides. 

"  You  have  done  it,  Mr.  Mills,"  said  he  who  had  not  before  spoken. 

."Done  what?"  said  Claude. 

"  1  will  say  no  more,"  said  Mr.  Mills,  as  his  friend  called  him.  "  Hands  off, 
fellow.  I  am  armed,  I  tell  you,  and  you  will  best  consult  your  own  safety  by 
letting  me  pass  you,  and  riding  on." 
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THE       WOUNDED   Sl'Y    INICRMS    IflE   "  FAMILY"    CF    THE    PLACE   BEINI    IlESIKGED. 

CHAPTER  CCCXV. 

DETAILS    VARIOUS    ADVENTURES    OK    THE    GREAT    NOKTH   ROAD. 

Claude  Duval  was  so  surprised  at  the  fact  of  a  person  leisurely  riding  up 
Hampstead  Heath  having  a  ktj^owledge  that  there  had  been  an  escape  from  New- 
gate only  a  few  hours  before,  that  he  was  not  at  all  disposed  to  let  him  go  until 
he  explained  the  mystery. 

"  Harit,  you,  sir,"  said  Claude.  "  It's  a  bad  thing  to  be  too  curious,  but  m 
one's  own  affairs  we  may  be  pardoned  the   feelino^.     If   you    don't    tell  me  this 
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moment,  for  we  have  no  time  to  spare,  bow  you  came  to  be  aware  that  there 
had  been  an  escape  from  Newgate,  I  will  blow  your  brains  out." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  took  a  pistol  from  his  saddle,  and  placed  the  muzzle  of  it 
in  rather  uncomfortable  proximity  to  the  eye  of  the  gentleman  in  the  scarlet 
coat.  t 

"  Would  you  murder  me?'' 
"  Yes.     One— two — three— *lbur——'* 
**  Stop  !     What  are  you  cOTinting  for  ?" 

"  I  am  going:  to  pull  the  trigger  at  twelve.     Five — six — seven— »*ight — ^nine." 
"Stop!  I  will  tall  you.     The  governor  of  Newgate  sent  a  ^Baan  on  a  fleet 
hunter  across  the  country  to  letallthe  magistracy  know  of  the  fict  of  the  escape 
of  Claude  Duval  from  prison^^atai  it  was  only  ten  minutes  ago  iMtlhe  called  at 
my  house,  3render,  and  toid  me,  and  then  he  galloped  on." 
•'  You  are  a  magistrate,  then  ?" 
"lam." 

^And  yoTirfriead  ?" 
**  Oh,  he  is  only  a  visitor  of  mine," 
*'And  where,  gentlemen,  were  you  going?" 
*•  To  Edgeware,  tomeet  the  hounds.*' 

*'  Will  you  give  me  your  word  of  honour  that  you  will  go  on  your  way,  and 
take  no  notice  of  having  met  us  ?'* 
"No." 

"Very  well.  I  don't  blame- you  for  saying  no  to  such  a  proposition.  I 
think  if  I  were  in  your  case  Ifihoald  say  as  much  ;  but  we  shall  be  under  the 
necessity  of  stopping  youtf  sport  for  to-day.  Dick,  wt  will  leave  these  two  gen- 
tlemen on  foot,  and  take  tiheir  horses  with  us  for  a  few  miles  ;  then  we  will  let 
them  go,  and,  no  doubt,  their  owners  will  get  them  easily  again." 

*'  I  resist  such  treatment,"  said  the  gentleman  who  was  with  the  magistrate, 
and  he  aimed  a  blow  at  Dick  Turpin  with  his  riding-whip,  which  was  very 
iieavily  loaded.     The  blow  missed,  and  Dick  said,  quite  calmly — 

"  Don't  try  that  again,  sir.  L  have  patience,  but  I  don't  know  the  moment 
■when  it  may  leave  me,*' 

Making  a  dart  at  this  person,  Dick  got  hol<J  df  him  by  the  collar,  and  had  him 
off  his  horsa  in  a  moment,  and  threw  him  on  the^heoth. 
The  magistrate  very  quickly  dismotmted. 

*'  One  man,"  he  said,  "  can  do  but  little  against  four,  and  I  doa't  think  I  can 
do  any  good  at  all  by  throwing  my  Ufe  away.  Here  is  my  watch,  and  here  ^is 
my  purse." 

"  Keep  them,  sir.    As  for  your  friend,  he  is  fair  game." 

"  1  have  him  allright,"  said  Jack,  who  had  dismounted,  and  got  a  handsome 
gold  watch,  and  a  well- filled  purse,  and  rather  bulky  pocket'book  from  the 
unhorsed  man,  who  had  been  so  roughly  placed  on  the  heath  by  Dick 
Turpin. 

"Who  are  you  ?"  said  the  magistrate  to  Claude. 
"  Guess,"  said  Duval,  with  a  smile. 
"  You  are  Claude  Duval  ?" 
"  I  am,  sir.     Good  morning." 

"Stop  a  moment — stop.  Yet,  no— I  ought  not — yes,  I  will.  Don't  go 
through  North-end." 

"Thank  you,  sir.  Here  is  your  horse  again.  Allow  me  to  return  him  to  you 
as  fresh  as  I  took  him.  You  can  go  now,  and  enjoy  your  day's  sport,  and  I 
lope  it  will  be  a  good  one." 

"  Ou — on  !"  cried  Jack.     "  Look  behind  you,  Claude." 
Claude  did  look  behind  him,   and  he  saw,  just  coming  on  to  the  heath,  the 
oflScers,  who  had  made  their  way  up  Holly-bush  Hill,  and  so  emerged  a  little  to 
the  westward  of  where  Claude  and  his  friends  had  come  on  to  the  heath. 

"Hilloa!  Help!— help  !"  shouted  the  gentleman  who  had  been  laid  upon 
the  ground  by  Turpin — "  help !" 
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"You  had  better  be  quiet,  sir,"  said  Duval.      "  This  is  rather  bad  conduct  of 

yo«." 

"Murder! — murder!'  ,  ,       ,, 

»  On— on  !"  said  Jack.     "  We  have  not  a  minute  to  lose. 

They  just  paused  to  try  to  count  the  number  of  the  officers  who  were  now  in 
pursuit,  but  they  could  not  do  so  at  once,  so  they  would  not  delay  time,  and  off 
they  we'nt  along  the  heath  road  at  a  great  pace. 

"  Recollect,"  cried  Claude,  "  not  to  go  by  North-end.  ^  ^     .,  „      ., 

"  By  Jove  !  we  can't  help  it,  now,  for  we  are  in  the  direct  road  for  it,  said 
Turpin  "  Duval,  you  know  we  should  have  taken  the  right-hand  road  across 
the  heath,  if  we  meaat  to  avoid  North-end,  and,  instead  of  that,  we  have  takea 

the  left  " 

"  It  can't  be  helped  now,"  said  Claude.  "  Get  your  pistols  ready." 
Ihey  could  hear  the  shouts  of  the  officers,  now,  quite  plainly  as  they  came 
along  the  heath ;  but  they  very  imprudently  made  a  pause  at  the  point  where 
the  encounter  had  taken  place  with  the  two  huntsmen  ;  for  he  who  had  beea 
unhorsed  by  Dick  Turpin  was  still  calling  out  for  help  in  such  a  way,  that 
the  officers  fully   expected  he   had   been  murdered,    or  was  m  some  terrible 

^^EvSv  moment,  now,  was  so  precious  to  the  fugitives,  that  in  the  little  time 
that  the  officers  paused  around  the  gentleman  in  the  scarlet  coat,  they  increased 
their  distance  by  double  the  space  from  their  pursuers.  ,    •    ^v    •  u 

The  real  fact  was,  that  some  of  the  officers  had  not  their  hearts  m  the  job 
that  they  were  put  upon  &t  all.  Well  they  knew  that  if  they  should  succeed  m 
comine  to  close  quarters  with  those  whom  they  were  pursuing,  it  would  be  any- 
thing but  an  easy  conquest  they  would  make  of  them,  if  they  made  a  conquest 
at  all.  which  was  an  exceedingly  doubtful  proposition,  as  they  wdl  knew. 

There  were,  as  they  saw,  four  desperate,  determined  men.  They  knew  that 
one  was  Claude  Duval,  of  whose  courage  the  most  fabulous  stories  were  told,  and 

'^^Anothe^'they  knew  was  Dick  Turpin,  of  whose  prowess  they  likewise  had  had 
nrettv  good  grounds  to  judge  of.  Then  they  could  not  doubt  but  that  whoever 
the  other  two  were  that  were  to  be  found  upon  such  an  occasion  in  such  com- 
pany, they  had  been  well  chosen  by  Claude  and  Turpin. 

Jt  was  no  wonder,  then,  that,  under  such  circumstances,  the  ardour  of  the 
officers  should  cool  down  a  liitle  as  they  proceeded.  . 

That  some  four  or  five  of  them  would  probably  be  killed  m  the  encounter  witH 
Duval's  party,  if  such  should  take  place,  was  a  contingency  that  bore  such  an 
impress  of  truth,  that  it  was  difficult  to  doubt  it ;  and,  although  the  officers  had 
no  great  tenderness  for  each  other,  yet  the  doubt  as  to  which  ol  them  would  fall 
for  the  benefit  of  the  survivors  was  one  of  the  most  uncomfortable  ideas  in  the 
world,  and  infected  all  the  party  with 

"  The  pale  cast  of  fear." 

Hence,  probably,  it  was  that  they  were  not  very  angry  to  find  an  excuse  in 
the  balling  of  the  scarlet-coaled  gentleman  on-the  ground  to  pause  awhile,  and 
to  let  the  pursued  get  to  a  more  respectable  distance  in  advance  of  them. 

Certainly,  if  one  or  two  stopped,  the  others  were  sure  to  do  so;  for  if  they 
thought  their  force  hardly  strong  as  it  was  in  its  entire  integrality,  they 
would  hardly  think  of  dividing  their  force.  ^    ,     ,  a  „„,i  „f 

Indeed  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  determined  man  who  had  the  command  of 
the  party,  the  probability  is,  that  the  pursuit  would  never  have  lasted  so  far  as 
Hampstead  Heath  at  all;  but  he  was  a  prudent  man,  and  had  a  reputation  to 
lose,  as  well  as  much  to  gain,  by  the  affair.  ..,,,.•.  ^   •   „    U 

"Now  sir"  he  said,  lo  the  scarlet-coated  individual,  ''if  you  are  dying, 
say  at  once  who  struck  the  blow,  or  fired  the  shot,  for  our  time  is  valuable.   ^       1 1 

"Dying?" 

"  Yes.     You  are  mortally  wounded,  I  suppose  V 
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"  No,  thank  God  !  Beyond  a  bruise,  I  fancy,  owing  to  being  rather  rough'y 
made  to  fall  on  the  heaih,  I  am  not  aware  that  anything  is  particularly  th= 
matter  with  me." 

"  Then  why,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  abominalsle,  did  you  bawl  out  in  that 
way  so  for  V\ 

♦'  To  help  to  capture  the  rascals." 

"  Ob,  bother  take  you.  You  have  hindered  us  five  minutes,  and  that's  a  mile. 
Come  on,  comrades,  we  will  have  them  yet— come  on."    . 

"  Yes— yes,"  said  the  others.     "  On— on  !" 

They  said  "  On— on  !"  but  if  they  could  only  have  found  some  direct  excuse 
for  going  down  Harapstead-hill  again,  instead  of  turning  along  its  heath,  hovr 
much  happier  thsy  would  really  have  been — for  the  greater  part  of  them,  at  all 
events. 

In  the  meantime  Claude  Duval  was  not  at  all  unmindful  of  the  warning  he 
had  had  not  to  pass  through  North-end,  and  he  called  out  to  his  com- 
panions— 

"  There  is  danger  at  North-end ;  but  cur  best  plan  is  to  dash  through  it,  I 
think." 

"  So  do  h"  said  Dick  Turpin. 

"No  doubt  of  that,"  said  the  landlord.  ''^What  is  the  danger,  Claude  DuvaV 
do  you  know  V" 

•'  No." 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Dick.     "  On— on !  is  the  word." 

The  reader  who  is  at  all  familiar  with  the  beautiful  and  picturesque  Heath 
of  Hauipsted,  is,  no  doubt,  well  aware  that  across  it,  going  northward,  there 
are  two  roads. 

The  road  to  the  right  leads  to  Highgate,  if  pursued  for  a  distance  of  about  one 

mile  and  a  half.  ^  , ,       /-.  a 

The  road  to  the  left  leads  through  North-end,  towards  Golden  Green  and 
Hounslow,  one  of  the  most  country-like  and  picturesque  portions  of  the  environs 
of  London  even  to  the  present  day. 

It  was  the  road  to  the  left  that  'Claude  Duval  and  his  three  friends  took. 

That  road  was,  at  the  time  of  our  story,  exceedingly  steep  and  percipitous, 
although  it  was  partially  lowered  by  a  cutting  being  made  through  a  high 
portion  of  the  hill.  That  cutting  is  now  very  considerably  loweied,  so  that  as 
you  proceed  along  that  bit  of  road,  you  have  a  bank  upon  each  side  of  you  at 
some  parts  of  thirty  feet  or  more  in  height,  covered  to  the  right  hand  with 
luxuriant  wild  vegetation.  .         ,•      i  ,.1, 

It  was  through  this  cutting,  then,  which  terminates  immediately  ^pon  tne 
little  cluster  of  houses  callsd  North-end,  Hampstead,  that  Duval  and  his  friends 
galloped  at  a  good  pace. 

The  idea  that  there  was  danger  at  North-end  had  induced  them  all  to  prepare 

for  it  as  best  they  might.  ,  ,     ,  ,  j  ■••      •  4.  1 

Claude  had  pushed  on  a  pace  or  two  in  advance,  and  had  loosened  his  P'stols 
in  the  holsteis,  so  that  they  were  ready  tor  immediate  use.  The  others  had 
likewise  seen  that  their  arms  were  in  order.  ,•,..•     j 

For  a  moment  or  two  Claude  was  of  opinion  that  the  danger  had  not  arrived, 
inasmuch  as  the  place  looked  as  peaceable  and  quiet  as  it  possibly  could  ;  but  it 
was  only  for  a  few  fleeting  moments  that  he  had  that  opinion. 

There  is  rather  a  steep  descent  just  at  the  other  side  of  North-cnd,  known 
bv  the  name  of  Golden-hill,  and  on  one  side  of  that— the  left— was  a  garden 
wall,  extending  some  distance   along  the  road,  and  then  branching  at  a  right 

angle  into  a  meadow.  .  ,  ^        .,  f 

Just  as  Duvul  reaced  the  brow  of  the   hill  there  emerged  from  the  corner  ot 

this  wall  tenor  twelve  mounted  men,  headed  by  one  dressed  like  a  gentleman, 

wiio  immed-ately  called  out,  in  a  loud  voice—  ^^ 

♦'  I  summon  you  to  surrender,  in  the  name  of  the  laT. 
"  Oh,  indeed,"  said  Claude.     "Charge!" 
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On  they  swept,  but  before  they  got  up  to  the  assemblage  a  rattling  discharge 
of  fire-arras  caroe  among  them. 

"Fire!"  cried  Claude. 

Four  well-directed  pistol-shots  in  a  moment  were  sent  into  the  throng,  and 
from  the  confusion  that  ensued  it;  was  pretty  evident  some  mischief  had  been 
done  among  them. 

"  On — on !"  cried  Claude. 

In  an  instant  they  swept  past  the  officers,  and  in  their  progess  Turpin 
knocked  one  man  off  his  saddle  by  a  well-directed  blow  from  the  handle  of  a 
heavy  riding- w^bip  that  he  had  with  him,  and  so  they  cleared  the  danger  at 
North-end. 

A  slight  attempt  was  made  to  pursue  them,  but  soon  given  up ;  and  when  Claude. 
Duval  saw  that,  he  drew  rein  at  Golden  Green,  and  said,  anxiously-— 

"Is  anybody  hit?" 

"  No,"'cried  Dick  and  the  landlord  both  in  a  breath. 

"Nothing  of  consequence,"  said  Jack. 
'   "Ah, they  have  touched  you.  Jack." 

"  In  the  arm,  Claude,  but  really  I  don't  think  it  is  anything.  I  can  bend  my 
arm  well  enough,  so  the  bone  is  not  touched,  and  I  think  the  bullet  went  right. 
through  and  is  gone,  so  that  will  be  all  the  better." 

"  Confound  them,"  muttered  Claude,  as  he  bound  a  handkerchief  round 
Jack's  arm,  "  they  came  out  to  hunt  me  with  all  the  gusto  that  they  would 
bring  to  the  hunting  of  a  fox." 

"  More  of  it,  Claude,"  said  Dick. 

"Do  not  wait  here,"  said  Jack.  "Nevermind  me;  Claude,  Lut  us  push 
on.     It  will  not  do  to  let  the  officers  get  up  to  us,  you  know." 

"  I  don't  know  t'oat,"  said  Dick. 

"  You  don't  know  it  ?" 

"  No,  Jack.  The  fact  is,  my  opinion  of  the  officers  is  such  that,  they  will  not,  if 
they  can  help  it,  come  to  close  quarters  with  us.  They  are  pursuing  a  policy 
which  is  at  once  as  cowardly  as  it  will  be  effectual." 

"What  is  that  you  say,  Dick  ?"  said  Claude,  "  You  have  an  idea,  I  see, 
about  the  conduct  of  the  officers  that  we  should  all  know.     What  is  it  ?" 

"  I  know  his  idea,"  said  the  landlord,  as  he  patted  his  cheek  with  his 
handkerchief. 

*'  Ah,  you  are  hit,  too,"  said  Claude. 

"You  can't  call  it  a  hit.  The  fact  is,  one  of  the  bullets  just  scraped  the 
skin  off  my  cheek,  but  it  has  begun  bleeding  now  at  a  great  rate.  It  is  nothing, 
though." 

*'  Narrow  escapes  both,"  said  Claude,  glancing  at  Jack  and  the  landlord.  *' A 
little  nearer  and  that  straggling  volley  would  have  been  fatal  to  us." 

"  Oh,  do  ride  on,"  said  Jack.     •'  Why  do  we  wait  here  ?'^ 

"  On,  then,"  cried  Dick,  "  and  I  can  tell  you  what  my  idea  of  the  policy  of 
the  officers  is,  as  we  go  along." 

"  Do  so,  Dick." 

"Well,  it  is  just  this.  They  don't  want  to  come  up  with  us,  but  they  want 
to  hunt  us,  you  see,  always  hoping  that  we  may  be  constantly  meeting  other 
foes  in  front  of  us,  who  will  have  a  shy  at  us  and  knock  some  of  us  over  ;  and 
if  that  sort  of  fun  goes  on  long,  you  know,  why,  in  the  natural  order  of  things, 
we  must  at  last  be  done  for." 

"That's  about  it,"  said  the  landlord.  "You  see,  they  know  if  they  come 
to  close  quarters  it  will  just  be  a  brush  for  a  few  minutes,  at  the  end  of  which 
some  three  or  four  of  them  will  be  put  out  of  thei'-  troubles  in  this  world,  even 
although  they  should  succeed  in  bringing  us  all  down,  and  your  ofiicers  don't 
like  that  way  of  doing  business." 

"  Do  you  hear  that.  Jack  V  said  Claude. 

"  I  do." 

"  And  you  agree  with  it?" 


jSia  GENTLEMAN  JACK  ;  OR, 


"  It  is,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  too  sensible,  and  too  much  in  accordance  with  my 
own  experience,  to  doubt.  It  is  quite  clear  that  we  must  force  them  to  close 
quarters,  and  take  the  chances  of  the  fight.  Just  fancy  our  running  the  gauntlet 
through  fifty  miles  of  country  in  this  sort  of  way.  To  be  sure,  if  we  could  find 
a  hiding-place,  or  play  the  double  ujpon  them,  it  would  be  better." 

"  They  are  too  Close  upon  our  track  for  that,"  said  Dick.  * 

«  Well,  I'm  rather  afraii  tii©y  are,  Dick."  f 

"  And  all  this  is  on  my  account,"  moaned  Claude. 

"  Don't  you  flatter  yourself  it  is  any  such  thing,"  said  Dick,  **  That's  not  it 
at  all." 

*•'  Oh,  yes— yes,  it  is  ;  and  now  I  beg  of  you  all  three  to  ride  on,  and  leave 
me  at  the  first  narrow  part  of  the  road,  vyhere  I  can  make  a  good  defence  for 
some  time,  and  so  block  up  |thc  passage  until  you  can  attain  a  place  of 
safety/' 

"It's  of  no  use  your  speaking  in  that  way,  Claude,"  said  Dick  ;  *'  we  don't 
mean  to  do  it,  so  there's  an  end  of  that.  What  now.  Jack,  jn  your  experience 
and  knowledge  of  the  ro.ad,  do  you  advise  ?" 

"  It  is  quite  clear,"  said  Jack,  •*  that  if  we  are  to  get  into  any  hiding-place,  or 
to  double  upon  the  officers  across  the  country  in  any  way,  we  must  beat  them  oflf 
first,  so  that  they  shall,  for  a  time,  lose  sight  of  us." 

"  True  enough  that,  Jack." 

"Then,  the  only  way  to  do  that  is  to  make  a  bold  stand  somewhere  that  we 
can  pick  out  for  ourselves  as  favourable,  and  let  them  come  up  to  us,  and  so 
give  them  a  taste  of  our  quality.  The  head  of  some  well-wooded  lane  would 
be  just  the  thing;  and  if  we  ride  on  a  little  further,  we  shall  find  plenty  of  sftch 
places.'' 

"  Agreed,"  said  Dick.     *'  Come,  Claude,  what  do  you  say  to  that  ?" 

"  I  say  agreed,  likewise,  if  you  will  not  leave  me." 

"That  we  will  not.  Why,  what  could  put  such  a- thing  into  your  head  ? 
Come  on,  now.  We  can  get  a  little  more  speed  out  of  our  cattle ;  and  as  they 
wili  have  a  little  rest,  now  is  the  time  to  do  so." 

Jack,  by  common  consent,  was  permitted  to  take  the  lead,  as  his  acquaintance 
with  that  road  was  an  exceedingly  intimate  one,  since  it  was  for  many  years  the 
scene  of  his  early  exploits.    It  might  fairly  be  said  of  him,  that  upon  that  road— » 

"  There  was  not  a  tree,  a  house,  or  stone. 
To  that  hold  rider  there  unknown.;" 

and  at  that  time  of  day,  changes  did  not  take  place  so  rapidly  in  the  suburhs 
€f  London  as  they  do  now. 

And  yet,  probably,  as  regards  the  natural  scenery  northward  of  the  metropolis, 
after  getting  some  six  or  seven  miles  off,  we  have  less  to  lament  in  that  way  than 
we  could  possibly  imagine. 

In  the  surface  of  country  lying  between  the  road  from  Hampstead  to  Mill- 
hill  on  the  one  side,  and  the  Edgeware-road  on  the  other,  there  are  some  of  the 
finest  green  lanes  that  any  part  of  England  can  possibly  exhibit. 

There  will  be  found  real  country  vegetation  ;  and  although  really  so  near  to 
the  great  city,  the  silence  and  the  country-look  seem  so  natural,  that  we  could 
place  any  one  there,  and  make  him  believe  that  he  was  hundreds  of  miles 
away  from  London. 

W^e-trust  that  some  of  our  readers  will  take  an  exploring  walk  to  that  locality. 

The  party  now  passed  a  little  miserable  road-side  public-house,  which  looked 
as  if  the  roof  had  crushed  it ;  for  it  was  all  on  one  side,  and  conveyed  the 
evident  idea  to  any  one  that  a  tolerable  kick  would  send  the  whole  edifice  over. 

A  couple  of  men  at  the  door  of  the  little  hotel  took  a  good  stare  at  Claude's 
party  as  it  flitted  rapidly  past ;  but  no  other  notice  was  bestowed  upon  it. 

They  now  got  to  rather  a  narrow  bit  of  roafl,  beyond  which  was  a  steep  hill, 
to  the  foot  of  which  a  cart  laden  with  a  quantity  of  young  timber  had  just 
arrived. 
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Jack  drew  up.  :  , 

"  Claude,"  he  said,  "there  is  only  a  boy^wi|thjthat  cart  of  timber,  and  there  is 
a  lane  close  by  here  that  will  suit  us  very  well-;  but  it  will  suit  us  a  great  deal 
better  if  some  of  that  timber  were  thrown  across  the  entrance, of  it." 

"  Capital,"  said  Claude.     "  Suppose  we  take  possession?" 

"  Might  must  be  might,"  said  Dick,  as  he  rode  at  once  up  to  the  boy,  and 
called  out  to  him. 

"  Hilloa,  my  lad!  would  you  likea  guinea  or  a  knock  on  the  head  ?' 

"  A  guinea,"  said  the  boy. 

"  Very  well,  you  shall  have  it ;  but  you  must  obey  our  directions,  and  if  you 
don't,  you  will  get  the  knock  on  the  head  firsts  and  then  have  to  obey  them 
after  all." 

"  Eh  ?"  said  the  boy,  with  such  a  stupid  look,  that  it  was  pretty  evident  some 
parts  of  Dick^s  speech  were  completely  lost  upon  him. 

"  Don't  you  understand  me  V 

"  Anan !" 

'« Oh,  well,  T  suppose'  you  don't.    Jack,  where  is  the  lane?" 

"Just  yonder,  by  the  chestnut  trees." 

"  Very  well.     Hold  my  horse  a  moment,  some  of  you." 

"  I  will,"  said  Claude. 

Dick  Turpin  at  once  dismounted;  and  laying  hold  of  the  leading  horse  of  the 
two  that  drew  the  cart,  he  began  to  lead  it  to  the  corner  of  the  lane. 

"  Stop  r  said  the  boy.     "  1  mustt/t— '/ 

"  Get  out  of  the  way  l" 

"Oh,  but— Murder!" 

Claude  had  laid  the  lash  of  his  whip  over  the  boy's  shoulders  with  an  efficacy 
that  rather  startled  him  ;  and  after  putting  himself  into  all  sorts  of  grotesque 
attitudes  to  f;et  rid  of  the  pain,  he  called  out— 

"  I'll  go  and  tell  maister." 

And  then  off  he  set  up  the  hill. 

"  A  good  riddance,"  said  Dick. 

A  few  moments  sufficed  to  get  the  cart  to  the  ehd  of  the  lane,  and  then  Dick 
unyoked  both  the  horses,  and  let  them  go  where  they  liked.  The  landlord  dis- 
mounted,  and  helped  Dick,  so  that  they  soon  had  out  of  the  cart  a  lot  of  timber, 
and  had  formed  a  pretty  good  barricade  at  the  end  of  the  lane ,  and  then  they, 
by  dint  of  great  exertion,  turned  the  cart  over  on  its  side  likewise,  so  that  the 
lane  was  completely  stopped  up  for  horsemen  or  carriages. 

Of  course,  they  had  taken  care  not  to  shut  themselves  out. 

All  this  working,  with  the  good  will  that  they  set  about  it,  did  not  take  above 
five  minutes  to  do,  and  then  they  all  four  dismounted,  and  looked  carefully  to 
their  arms. 

They  found  they  could  fire  three  volleys  easily,  without  waiting  to  re  .charge 
their  weapons,  so  they  considered  they  were  pretty  well  provided  against  the 
contingencies  of  the  combat. 

Claude  now  looked  more  carefully  than  before  to  Jack's  arm,  and  he  had  the 
satisfaction  to  find  that  it  had  ceased  bleeding,  although  it  was  more  painful 
than  it  had  been  some  short  time  before. 

"  Don't  attempt  to  move  it.  Jack,"  he  said. 

"I.  will  not  if  I  can  help  it,"  replied  Jack.  "  Do  you  hear  the  officers,  any 
of  you  ?" 

•'  No,"  was  the  general  answer ;  and  then  Duval  asked  Jack  if  he  knev.' 
where  the  lane  led  to- 

"Yes,"  lie  replied;  "it  goes  right  away  to  Edgeware ;  but  it  takes  many  a 
turn  and  wind  before  you  can  get  there  by  it,  and  in  some  places  it  is  so  narrow 
that  the  branches  of  the  bushes  on  each  side  would  touch  even  a  foot  passenger. 
Our  object,  though,  will  not  be  to  pursue  the  lane  above  a  mile  or  so,  at  all 
events.  We  can  do  better,  I  think,  ijy  then  taking  to  the  meadows,  and  keeping 
H  all  snug  till  nightfall." 
jL^a   .jr-    ■■  ■      ■  ■       - —         -  •"  ■  "       -  '      -"^—^ 
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p^!  "Yes,"  said  Claude.  *'  When  the  sun  of  to-day  sets  1  shall  begin  to  think 
that  all  is  right.  We  can  give  our  horses  a  rest  till  midnight,  and  then  I  should 
say  let  us  get  westward  of  London,  for  in  this  direction  there  will  be  a  hue 
and  cy  for  a  wee-  to  come." 

*•  There  will,  Claude,"  said  Dick.       "But  now  I  hear  them.      Keep  close,  all 
of  you,  and  let  the  horses  be  as  close  to  the  trees  as  possible." 


CHAPTER    CCCXVL 

THE   OFFICSRS   ATTACK    CLAUDE    AND    HIS    PARTY,  AND   GET   THE    WORST   OF   IT. 

The  greatest  possible  care  was  taken  now  by  Dick  Turpin  to  put  his  own 
steed  out  of  danger  of  chance  shots,  as  well  as  those  of  his  fiiends. 

By  tying  the  creatures  by  the  bridles  to  some  of  the  low  branches  of  the 
trees  that  were  in  the  hedgerow,  they  were  pretty  well  protected  from  any 
mischief  the  ofncers  could  do  them.  Besides,  it  was  not  to  be  supposed 
that  the  officers  would  waste  a  shot  upon  a  horse  when  they  had  a  man  to 
fire  at. 

The  clatter  of  the  horses'  hoofs  of  the  pursuing  party  cou  Id  now  plainly 
enough  be  heard  upon  the  road,  and  it  was  quite  clear  that  in  a  few  minutes 
they  would  reach  the  spot  where  Claude  and  his  friends  were,  as  it  were,  bar- 
ricaded. 

"  They  may  pass  us,"  said  Jack. 

"  Well,  it  is  possible,"  said  Claude. 

"  But  not  very  likely,"  said  the  landlord,  as  he  still  patted  his  cheek.  "They 
keep  rather  too  good  a  look  out  for  that.  If  it  were  twilight  now,  such  a  thing 
might  happen  easily  enough." 

'•  Yes.  But  if  it  had  been  twilight,"  said  Dick,  "  I  think  we  could  h^ve  done 
better  than  we  are  now  doing." 

"  Hush  !"  said  Claude.     "  Here  they  are.'* 

Claude  was  right.  The  officers  had  reached  the  corner  of  the  lane,  and  they 
all  but  passed  it  in  their  hurry ;  and  if  one  of  them  had  not  uttered  an  exclama- 
tion, from  which  his  companions  conjectured  him  to  be  in  danger,  the  chief  of 
the  party  would  have  ridden  on,  without  being  aware  that  he  was  passing  the 
very  people  he  was  so  anxious  to  come  up  to. 

"Hilloa!"  cried  that  vigilant  officer,  who  could  not  hold  his  tongue. 
"What's  this?" 

"  What  ?"  said  the  chief.    "  Ha,  I  see !     Here  thy  are.    Halt !" 

Tiie  officers  reined  in  their  prancing  steeds. 

"INine  of  them,"  said  Jack. 

"Yes — only  nine  !"  said  Claude. 

"  Take  care  of  yourselves,"  said  Dick.  "  They  have  their  pistols.  What  do 
you  say,  Claude,  to  giving  them  a  taste  of  our  quality  ?" 

"  I  don't  like  to  fire  first  upon  these  occasiojtis,"  said  Duval ;  ''  but  in  this 
case  1  feel  that  I  am  completely  in  your  hands,  and  will  do  as  you  do." 

"Well— well,  let  them  have  the  first  fire,  then,  if  they  like  it." 
•    "  Look  about,  my  men,"  said  the  chief  officer.    "The  rascals  are  here,  and  we 
are  sure  to  have  them  ;    but  it  is  our  duty  to  do  so  with  as  little  loss  as 
possible." 

"  Certainly,"  said  all  the  officers. 

The  chief  officer  was  a  man  of  much  courage,  and  heedless  of  the  pistols 
of  the  highwaymen,  which  he  could  see  plainly  in  their  hands,  he  rdde  up 
close  to  the  barricade  they  had  erected  at  the  corner  of  the  lane,  and  spoke 
to  them. 

"Resistance  is  little  short  of  madness,"  he  said.  ** You  know  as  well  as  T 
do  that  we  must  have  you." 
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"  Go  back,  sir  !  '  said  C-laude  .  cer  ; 

^  "1  know  joii,  Claude  Duval,"  added  the  offi  "and  it  is  quite   out  of 

the  question  /'or  you  to  keep  at  large.     The  whole  couatry  will  be  nrmed  against 
you." 

"Hark  you  sir  •'«^;-'  ^^^-i.-  t„. .,;.,,   <  '  ...  :.r.....  ...„  n^af  we  are  determined 


MAGGS   VISITS   CLAUDE    TO    TBI,!.   HIM   OP   THE   PROJEGTED   ESCAPE. 


to  derendoursolves  to  the  'ast  extre  m'ty.  If  tkere  should  come  any  loss  of  life 
or  any  grievous  hurts  upon  this  occasiou,  thev  will  lie  at  your  door,  inasmuch 
as  It  you  leave  us  alone  we  will  leave  vou  alone." 

p-'l^'i'rj^'*-'^  nonsense!'  said  the'  oflicer.  "I  know  vou,  too.  You  are 
Kicnard  lurpin,  for  whose  appreheH^ion  rewards  the  reach  the  sum  of  eieht 
hundred  pounds.  '  ^ 


No,  165. 
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"  I  don't  see,"  said  Dick,  "that  the  amount  of  the  reward  for  me  holds  out 
any  inducement  to  me  to  give  myself  up.  I  am  not  aware  that  I  should  get  any 
cf  it." 

"  ierhaps  you  know  me,"  said  Jack. 

"  No,  I  don't — nor  do  I  know  jour  other  companion  j  but  Jack  Ketch  is  not 
very  particular.'* 

"  if  we  were  angry  now,  and  wished  to  take  offence,"  said  Turpin,  "  that 
speech  would  be  your  last." 

"  Oh,  nonsense  !  you  are  not  all  out  of  your  senses,  I  suppose  ?  There  can 
be  no  good  in  resiatance." 

"  We  are  not  convinced  of  that." 
j^      "  Then  convince  yourselves.      Here  we  are,  more  than  two  to  one,  and  as 
I  well  armed  as  you  can  possibly  be^  so  what  can  you  expect  as  the  isau«  of  a 
struggrte  ?" 
"  We  shall  see." 

*'  And,  likewise,  we  are  now  domg  our  duty,  while  you  are  but  criminals 
waiting  justice." 

"  Oon|t  itfttrike  you  that  the  preserration  of  our  lives  is  about  as  strong  astimulus 
to  Mmipn  as  your  wish  to  get  hold  of  the  reward  you  speak  of,  my  friend  ?" 

Tfce  officer  bit  his  lip  at  thlis  ;  for,  in  bis  heart,  he  knew  that  he  could  not  de- 
pend upon  the  men  he  bad  with  him.  Hence  was  it  that  he  was  so  exceedingly 
aBXi<>u8  to  make  terms  if  he  could  with  the  foe. 

•'Now,  listen  to  me,"  he  said.  "  I  dare  not  hold  out  any  hopes  to  you,  Claude 
Duval,  nor  to  you,  Richard  Turpin,  for  you  have  both  committed  so  many 
crimes  that  the  law  won't  be  interfered  with ;  but  I  put  it  to  you,  now, 
whether  it  is  not  better  quietly  to  give  yourselves  up  without  any  more  ado, 
than  to  be  taken  with  the  addition  of  another  murder  or  two  to  answer  for  P" 
*•  Cool,  that,"  said  Dick. 
"  Come,  now,  j'our  answer." 

"  It  is  just  this ;  that  if  I  am  attacked,  and  I  defend  myself,  I  think  killing  no 
murder.'' 

"  1  am  much  of  the  same  opinion,"  said  Clautie,  "and  so  we  mean  to  ktyou 
commence  the  strife  ;  but  woe  be  to  you  if  you  do ;  for  I  tell  you.  Mr.  OlBcer, 
that,  notwithstanding  all  your  bother,  not  a  man  of  you  shall  leave  this  spot  alive. 
I  am  Claude  Duval,  and  it  is  pretty  well  known  that  I  ever  do  my  best  to  keep 
my  word." 
"  Well."  said  the  officer,  *'  you  will  see  that— that— '*  L 

The  officer,  who  was  a  little  way  off,  looked  dreadfully  fidgety  as  Claude  spoke  ■ 
the  Words  we  have  recorded  in  bis  cool,  calm,  determined  manuer. 

"  I  appeal  to  you  two,  who  1  do  not  know,"  added  the  officer.     *'  Up  to  the 
present  your  only  offence  that  I  know  of  is,  that  you  have  ridden  a  few  miles  in 
the  company  of  two  notorious  felons;  but  I  warn  you,  it  you  lift  a  hand  against 
the  officers  of  justice  you  are  with  them  equally  guilty  }  so  I  ask  you  both  to  save 
your  lives." 
"  Well,  Jack,*'  said  Dick,  *'  you  hear  him." 
*'  It  requires  no  answer,"  said  Jack. 
"  Do  you  hear  me  V 

*•  Yes— yes.  Go  your  way,  man,  and  don't  be  making  a  fool  of  yourself  by 
prating  here  such  nonsense.  You  have  had  your  answer.  We  are  four  to  nine. 
It  seems  ;  but  we  mean  to  fight—That  is  all  you  require  to  know." 

•'  Take  that,"  said  the  oB'cer,  as  he  fired  a  pistol  at  Jack's  head,  "  and  that  i; 
puts  you  at  your  ease,  my  fine  fellow,  whoever  you  are."  I' 

"  Treacherous  rascal !''  said  Claude,  and  on  the  instant,  as  the  officer  turned  to 
fly,  he  fired  at  him.  I- 

The  officer  uttered  a  yell  and  fell  back  off  his  horse. 

"  Help  1  beipl"  he  cried.     "  J— oh.  help— dark— night— Fire !    Oh  mercy!"    Ji 
The  bullet  had  entered  the  back  of  his  head,  and  with  the  utterance  of  that  last 
word, "  Mercy,"  he  was  a  dead  man. 
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"  Jack,  did  he  hit  you  ?"   said  Claude. 
«*  No." 

"  Thank  God  !  Ah  !  what  is  this?" 

The  lar'd'ord  of  the  pubhc  house  lay  "pen  the  ground,  and  his  death-like  pale 
face  t  Id  the  laleof  where  theuflioer's  bullet  had  gone. 
"  You    re  hit.  then  ?'"  said  Clauoe. 

"  Rather,  It  passed  Jack  and  found  me,  you  see,  that's  all— that's  all.  I'm  done 
for,  DOW  I" 

"  It  was  a  foul  and  treacherous  shot." 

"  Look  out!"  cned  Dick  Turpin. 

The  officers  suddenly  advanced  and  fired  a  volley,  which  was  as  promptly 
returned  by  Claude's  party,  although,  now,  ihey  could  only  fire  three  shots  at  a 
time. 

•*  At  them  again  !'*  cried  one  of  the  officers,  "one  of 'em  is  done.  At  them 
again— fire  away!" 

Another  volley  came  shattering  among  the  trees,  and  Claude's  hat  dew  off 
with  a  couple  of  bullets  in  it. 

"  Blaze  away,"  said  Dick,  as  calmly  as  possible,  and  he  fired  again.  Claude 
end  Jack  did  the  same,  and  then  again. 

This  continuous  fire  seemed  rather  to  astonish  the  officers,  and  Jack,  who 
^as  by  the  landlord,  possessed  himself  of  his  pistols,  and  kept  on  firing  at 
them. 

Three  of  the  officers  had  fallen  from  their  horses  to  the  grouad,  and  another 
having  his  horse  wounded,  was  ran  away  with  at  a  mad  gallop  by  the  infuriated 
animal.  Dick  Turpin  bad  received  a  slight  wound,  but  Claude  was  unhurt. 
There  were  siill  five  officers,  however,  to  three  of  the  highwaymen,  and  for  a 
moment  or  two  they  ceased. 

**  Fire  I"  cried  Claude. 

They  heard  him,  and  in  b  moment  one  shonted  out—"  We  shall  all  be  killed  !' 
and  turned  and  fled.  The  others  immediately  followed  his  example,  and  they 
tore  oif  at  a  much  greater  speed  than  they  had  ever  exerted  ia  pursuing  the 
highwaymen. 

*'  Load  again,"  said  Claude,  "  they  may  be  back  upon  us." 

Kot  aword  was  now  spoken  till  all  their  pistols  were  loaded,  and  then  Daval 
sprang  upon  tbe  side  of  the  cart  and  took  a  long  look  down  the  road. 

*'  L>o  you  see  ihem  i"  said  Turpin. 

"Only  just — now  they  are  gone." 

*'  We  have  won  the  fight,  then  !** 

"Yes,  but  at  such  a  loss,"  said  Jack.  "Look  here,  both  of  you.  H«  ia 
going  fast  now." 

Claude  jumped  ofi' the  cart,  and  hastily  approached  the  dying  man.  Dick, 
too,  was  in  a  moment  by  his  side. 
_  The  landlord  lay  upon  his  back,  and  the  expression  of  his  face  was  quite  suffi- 
cient to  show  that  death  had  set  his  seal  upon  him.  One  of  his  hands  was 
busily  employed  in  plucking  at  the  grass  that  was  in  great  luxuriousness  around 
the  spot  on  which  he  lay. 

*'  'This  is  sad,"  said  Claude. 

'•  It  is,  indeed,"  sighed  Jack.  "  It  would  have  been  better  if  the  bullet  had 
done  the  errand  it  was  sent  upon,  and  hit  me." 

"Poor  fellow,'*  said  Turpin.  '*  In  his  day  he  was  a  bold  hand,  and  now  he 
has  come  to  the  end  that  we  would  have  said  he  had  fairly  escaped  by  retiring 
from  the  road.'* 

^  "  Can  nothing  be  done  for  him  ?"  said  Claude,  who  was  deeply  affected  at  the 
death  of  that  man  who  had  done  so  much  for  him,  and  who  may  be  said  to  have 
come  by  his  melancholy  end  in  his  service. 

,*  Nothing,"  said  Jack. 

Dick,  too,  shook  his  head. 

"■  I  feared  as  omch,"  said  CU«d9, 
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"Hush  !"  said  Jack  ;  "  he  speaks." 

"  Hold  that  one !"  said  the  dying  man—"  Now,  Claude — brave  Claude— open 
the  wicke* — the  court — no — no— gone !  Listen  how  the  bell  tolls.  Somebody 
is  going— going -" 

There  was  a  horrible  rattling  sound  in  his  throat,  and  they  all  three  shrank 
back  for  a  moment. 

"  This  is  horrible,"  said  Claude.  "  How  much  better  if  the  shot  had  at  once 
been  mortal !" 

"  He  don't  sutfer,"  said  Jack.  '•'  The  mind  is  too  far  gone  to  take  cognizance 
«f  suffering  now." 

"  Help ! — murder  !*  shrieked  the  dying  man.     "This  is — death  !" 

He  had  half  risen  ;  but  the  effort  was  his  last,  and  he  fell  back  again  like  a 
lump  of  lead. 

*'  Gone !"  said  Jack,  with  a  shudder.  *'  Peace  be  to  you,  old  friend,  and  may 
your  crimes  find  pardon  where  we  must  all  sue  for  it,  aad  let  us  hope  not  in 
vain— not  in  vain  T'  ^, , 


CHAPTER  CCCXVH. 

THE  ORA.VB  BY  THE  OLD  0A.K,— MORE  ALARMS. 

As  Jack  uttered  the  words  with  which  we  concluded  our  last  chapter,  he  lifted 
his  hat  from  his  head.  Dick  did  the  same,  and  Claude,  who  was  bare-headed, 
bowed  low,  in  acknowledgment  of  the  presence  of  the  dead,  and  of  the  senti- 
ment that  had  come  from  the  lips  of  his  friend  Jack. 

For  the  space  of  about  three  minutes  none  of  them  spoke  j  and  then  Jack 
broke  the  silence,  by  saying — 

*'  We  must  provide  a  grave  for  him.'* 

"Surely,"  said  Claude. 

Dick  nodded. 

"It  shall  be  done,"  he  said.  *'  If  all  the  officers  in  England  were  gathering 
m  one  sanguinary  host  to  attack  us,  I  would  bury  thin  poor  piece  of  inanima- 
tion now.    This  is  a  lonely  spot.*' 

"  It  feels  more  loney  now,"  said  Jack.  "  The  presence  of  the  dead,  I  think,  hai 
the  effect  of  making  a  shuddering  solitude  of  such  a  spot  as  this." 

"  There  is  one  thing  that  we  ought  to  do,"  said  Claude  Duval,  *'  in  the  cause 
of  common  humanity." 

"  What  is  that  ?" 

"  Look  to  our  foes,  who  lie  in  the  road.  If  any  of  tham  be  not  dead,  let  us 
do  for  tham  what  we  can." 

"  Agreed !"  said  both  Jack  and  Dick  Turpin,  and  they  immediately  followed 
Claude  Duval  over  the  logs  of  wood  and  the  cart  into  the  roadway,  where  lay 
the  officers  who  had  fallen. 

A  very  few  niinutes  sufficed  to  bring  the  three  friends  to  the  spot  of  the 
entounter,  and  the  first  body  they  came  to  was  to  that  of  the  chief  officer  who 
had  fired  so  treacherously  at  Jack,  and  killed  the  landlord  of  the  public- 
house. 

"Quite  dead,"  said  Dick. 

"And  he  deserved  his  death,"  said  Claude.  "I  cannot  regret  that  shot. 
This  one  tried  to  commit  what  must  be  called  an  assassination,  for  it  was 
nothing  better."  ^*, 

"He  did  so."  '-^ 

They  then  went  to  the  others,  and  in  o  y  one  was  a  spark  of  life  disceirnlble. 
He,  when  they  tried  to  support  hira^  juj^  breathed  one  sigh,  and  then  expired. 

"  AU  over,"  said  Diek. 

^Wlhs^t  shall  iv«  ^a  wj|h  ^,pni  ?"  siiii  Jafk. 
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I  "They  have  many  friends  who  will  take  charge  of  them,"  said  Claude  ;  "  and. 
indeed,  if  we  had  both  the  means  and  the  iuclination  to  bury  them  all,  it  would 
be  better  not.  All  we  need  do  with  them  is  to  draw  them  to  the  road-side,  and 
there  leave  them." 
I  "Beitso,"  saidJack.  "Our  own  comrade  we  may  inter;  but  these  must 
go  through  all  the  ordeal  of   coroners'  inquests,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

They  now  drew  the  four  dead  bodies  to  the  grassy  slope  by  the  side  of  the 
road^  and  there  they  let  them  lie  side  by  side,  without  making  the  least  attempt 
to  take  anything  from  them.  After  that,  Claude  and  his  two  friends  went 
across  the  obstruction  into  the  lane  again,  and  then  Claude  saw  that  Jack  had 
brought  with  him  a  couple  of  the  broad  cutlasses  that  the  mounted  police  had 
worn. 

"  What  are  these  for,  Jack  ?    We  don't  want  them." 

"  Yea,  we  do,  now.  They  are  the  only  weapons  we  have  with  which  to  dig 
a  grave  for  our  poor  friend  here."  . 

"True— true.  Jack." 

**  You  and  Dick  mast  do  it ;  for,  although  I  have  all  the  will  in  the  world  to 
turn   a  sod  for  such  a  purpose,  my  arm^  I   fear,  will  not  permit  me  to 

do  80." 

"  Don't  attempt  it,  Jack." 

Dick  Turpin  and  Claude  Duval  now  looked  out  for  a  quiet  spot,  beneath  which 
they  could  place  the  dead  body  of  their  friend,  and  finally  they  settled  upon  a 
patch  of  grassy  ground,  not  far  from  a  tree  that  grew  standing  by  the  side  of  a 
little  stream  that  was  close  at  hand. 

The  soil  was  of  a  loose  and  loamy  texture,  so  that  there  was  no  great 
difficulty  in  displacing  it.  At  first  thay  took  off  the  turfs  very  carefully  and 
laid  them  aside,  and  then  as  they  dug  they  cast  some  of  the  loose  mould  into 
the  water,  where  it  was  washed  away,  and  other  portions  of  it  they  piled 
up  by  the  side  of  the  grave  ;  and  so,  in  the  course  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  they 
had  a  hollow  of  about  four  feet  in  depth. 

The  labour  to  dig  so  much  as  that,  with  the  inefficient  implements  they  had, 
was  very  great,  and  Dick  and  Claude  were  both  glad  enough  whea  Jack  said 
that  they  had  gone  deep  enough. 

•'No  one  will  disturb  him,  poor  fellow,"  said  Jack,  "  and  if  any  one  should 
hit  upon  the  spot  and  feel  inclined  to  do  so,  it  is  not  with  twelve  miles  in  th3 
depth  of  his  grave  that  will  save  him." 

They  then  carried  the  body  carefully  to  the  spot  and  placed  it  in  the  grave. 
Dick  laid  the  hat  of  the  deceased  over  his  face,  so  that  it  should  be  not  actually 
exposed  to  the  pressure  of  the  mould,  and  then  Jack  threw  the  first  handful  of 
mould  upon  the  body. 

"I  don't  know  any  funeral  service,"  said  Jack,  "  or  I  would  say  it  over  Lim, 
30  he  must  do  without.' 

*'It  don't  matter,"  said  Dick,  "for,  of  course,  he  can't  help  it  whether  a 
funeral  service  is  said  over  him  or  not,  one  way  or  the  other." 

"To  be  sure  not,"  said  Claude,  "  so  it  can't  make  any  difference  to  him.  I'm 
afraid  there  would  be  no  funeral  service  at  all  but  for  the  fee  to  the  parson." 

*•  Very  likely,"  said  Jack. 

In  this  primitive  way,  ihen—although  certainly  the  opinions  of  the  highway- 
men regarding  parsons  was  rather  shocking,  as  if  such  pious  people  could  ever 
care  about  fees,  and  tithes,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing !  Pah!  It  is  too  bad !— 
Well,  they  covered  up  the  poor  dead  landlord,  and  when  they  got  the  ground 
nearly  level  they  laid  the  turfs  carefully  on  the  top  in  their  proper  places  again, 
and  made  the  surface  all  as  smooth  and  as  level  as  they  could,  so  that  by  the 
time  they  had  scattered  some  decayed  leaves  upon  it,  and  then  some  water 
from  the  ditch  to  revive  the  grass  again,  nobody  would  have  thought  that  so 
near  the  surface  there  lay  so  melancholy  a  victim  of  the  affray  that  had  taken 


place  at  the  end  of  the  lane. 
"  That's  over,"  said  Dick. 


-.■  iS»riMTMi-«w>^Ksrjcr"-'ia»»r«i; 
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"  Ves,"  sa  d  Claude  ;  "  and,  now,  the  sooner  we  leave  this  place  the  better,  I 
think      Don't  you  Jack  ?'' 

'  Yes  ;  but  what  are  we  to  do,  now,  with  our  spare  horse  ?'' 
"Let  him  go" 

'•  Very  good.  A  horse  cannot  be  long  without  a  owner  in  England.  He 
will  pick  up  plenty  lo  eat,  too,  in  the  meadows." 

Jack,  assisted  by  Furpin,  made  a  gap  in  the  hedge  of  suffi.ipnt  width  for  the 
horse  to  go  through;  and  then,  dive-tit.g  ihe  creature  of  its  saddle  and  bridle, 
they  set  it  at  liberty  and  it  bounded  and  frolicked  m  the  mcddows,  to  the  great 
annoyance,  no  doubt,  of  the  other  horses. 

"  Vow,  ts  off  ^e  are."  said  Diclc.  "  Mouo.,  Claude,  and  ride  quick.  We 
shall  soon  shake  off  the  depression  which  the  iate  event  has  cast  upon  us." 

Claude  mounted,  and  they  all  three  went  down  the  lane  at  a  trot,  which  did 
not  prevent  them  Irona  conversing;  so  Claude,  turning  to  Jack,  said— 

"  Now.  1  think,  you  wiil  admit,  Jacic,  that  1  have  showa  very  great  for- 
bearance?" 

*'Io  what?" 

"  In  not  pestering  3-0U  with  questions  about  Cicely,* 

Jack  changed  colou  ,  and  Dick  Turpin  touched  his  horse  with  the  spur,  aad 
rode  on  a  little  in  advance. 

*'  What  is  the  meaning  of  this?"  said  Claude.  "Why  do  you  both  appear  so 
dis'urbed  at  the  question?  All  X  want  is  to  know  where  she  is.  That  is 
simple." 

'■■  I  will  tell  you,  Claude." 

"Do  so." 

"  la  thf  grave !" 

Duval  almost  fell  from  his  horse  as  Jack  said  this,  and,  in  shrieking  accents, 
he  cried — 

"Oh,  no— no  !  Tell  me  that  you  have  this  information  upon  insufficient 
evidence— tell  me  that  it  is  mere  hearsay — tell  me  that  you  do  not  believe  it— tell 
me  anything  in  the  world  but  that  it  is  truel" 

"  Claude,"  said  Jack,  in  a  mournful  tone  of  voice,  "  you  never  would  believe 
it,  although  it  was  hin'ed  to  you,  and  Dick  and  i  made  up  our  minda  to  say 
nothing  to  you  about  it  until  you  forced  us  by  your  questions.  I  now  tell  you 
that  it  is  not  mere  hearsay— not  a  mere  report — but  a  truth." 

"Oh,  Heaven:" 

"  She  is  no  more." 

"  Kill  me.  Jack." 

"  No,  Claude.  This  is  a  great  shock  to  you,  no  doubt,  but  you  must  get  over 
it  as  people  do  get  over  great  ihocks.  You  must  not  allow  it  to  knock  you  down 
completely.  That  you  should  grieve  is  one  of  the  most  natural  things  in  the 
world,  but  that  you  should  grieve  immoderately  is  one  of  the  most  unnatural 
things  in  the  world  ;  and  you  will  recollect  that  Cicely  suffers  nothing  now,  and 
that  when  she  drew  her  last  breath  she  got  to  the  end  of  ail  suffering." 

*'  Jiack  you  may  have  all  the  amazament,  but  I  have  all  the  feeling." 

"  Not  all,  Claude.  1  am  sure  that  Dick  and  I  both  feel  for  you  very  much, 
but  we  both  know  that  the  misfortune  that  has  happened  is  one  that  is  not  re- 
mediable, and  we  both  know,  loo,  that  we  must  all  die,  and  that 

'  Come  it  slow,  or  come  it  fast, 
It  is  bat  death  that  comes  at  last.' 

Come,  be  calm  and  composed.'* 

•'  1  will  try — 1  will  try  !  ' 

Claude  hardly  spoke  during  the  remainder  of  that  day,  and  he  left  it  to  his 
companions  to  choose  a  halting  place  for  the  night,  which  they  did  in  a  very 
Bi^GHt  romantic  dell  at  the  foot  pf  an  eminence  covered  with  young  trees  of  beau- 
tjljrtjl  growth. 

in  his  vallise  Pick  "yprpm  had  spme  prpvisioRs,   Wi  h©  ynf^'tetied   it  Rt»4 
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made  Claude  partake  of  some ;  but  thej  could  not  get  him  to  shake  oflfthe  gloom 
that  huDi;  upon  his  spirits. 

Poor  Jack  was  very  much  afraid  that  he  meditated  some  wild  and  mad  action, 
but  Dick  was  of  a  different  opinion,  as  such  a  crime  would  be  contrary  to  Duval's 
usual  mode  of  thought. 

The  night  was  now  creeping  on,  and  all  about  the  secret  spot  where  ihe 
three  highwaymen  had  taken  up  their  abode  temporarily  was  enveloped  in 
shadow.  The  low,  soft  notes  of  a  few  of  the  latest,  roosting  forest  birds  alone 
disurbed  the  stillness  of  the  scene,  and  such  sounds  could  scarcely  be  said  to 
disturb  it,  since  they  rather  added  to  its  tranquil  repose,  and  its  calm  beauty. 

Claude  Duval  h»(3  thrown  himself  upon  the  ground,  and  placed  his  arm  over 
his  face,  so  that  hi?,  fompanions  could  not  see  the  expression  of  it  j  but  well  they 
knew  that  he  was  ».' coding  over  the  death  of  Cicely. 

Gladly— most  tfT"  'ly  would  Jack  or  Dick  have  said  something  to  him  to  stem 
the  current  of  his  r 'ef ;  but  what  could  they  say  ?  Nothmg  but  telling  him 
that  she  yet  lived  cr^ld  possibly  rouse  him,  and  to  tell  him  that  would  be  to  assert 
what  they  knew  ^■f  be  untrue.  No ;  there  was  no  help  for  it  but  to  let  the 
grief  of  Claude  Dv*!  ■{  have  its  sway. 

Jack  and  Dick  '  ft  him  to  himself,  and  conrersed  together  in  low  tones  at 
some  distance  apsr"  rom  him. 

They  knew  tM  le  time  of  his  recovery  from  the  depression  that  was  upon 
his  spirits  would  tws  IS ;  but  they  suspected  it  would  be  further  distant  from 
the  cause  of  it  %.•  n  is  usually  the  case  even  with  the  severest  of  mental 
shocks. 

And  Claude  Dh  d  was  grateful  to  bis  two  attached  friends  that  they  left  him 
for  a  time  alone  wJ-  fe  his  sorrow,  as  he  knew  how  incapable  he  was  of  conversing 
with  them,  and  how  totally  inadequate  all  ordinary  powers  of  consolation  would 
be  in  his  case. 

Jack  had  already  aaid  all  that  could  be  said  upon  the  subject. 


CHAPTER  CCCXVIII. 

DUVAL    AND    HIS    FRIENDS    STOP    THE    PRINCESS      SOPHIA     ON     WORMHOLl 

SCRUBS. 

The  night  stole  on,  and  a  white  mist  rose  up  from  the  earth,  and  the  stars, 
when  the  few  rain  clouds  that  had  hovered  in  the  sky  about  the  hour  of  sunset 
had  blown  over,  shone  out  sweetly  and  serenely. 

/ 1  length  midnight  came. 

Jack  then  whispered  to  Dick  Turpin  that  it  was  time  for  them  to  move  from 
that  spot,  and  that,  as  Claude  Duval  had  not  yet  spoken  to  them,  ic  would  be 
surely  better  to  interrupt  him  in  his  gloomy  meditaiions  upon  the  past. 

"Yes,"  said  Dick,  ''I  think  so,  too.  You  are  by  far  his  oldest  friend, 
Jack,  and  "  beg  that  you  will  go  and  speak  to  him." 

'*  1  will     jaid  Jack 

The  place  upon  which  Claude  lay  was  protected  by  the  overhanging  boughs 
of  a  large  tree,  and  Jack  approached  lightly, 

"  Claude,"  he  said,  "  do  you  sleep  ?" 

"  No,  Jack." 

"  Ah.  you  are  better.  You  speak,  now,  more  calmly  and  assuredly.  You  are 
better,  are  you  noiP" 

"  I  am.  Jack — much  better." 

"Thank  Heaven  I  It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  hear  you  say  so,  Claude.  I 
suppose  you  have  been  thinking  ?" 

"  Th  .t  .8  it,  Jack.  1  have  been  thinking  deeply  ;  and  although  there  will 
ever  be  a  void  in  my  heart  by  the  death  of  Ciceiy— you  l.ear  that  I  can  now 
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speak  calmly  of  that  event — yet  the  result  of  my  thought  is,  that  she  is  far 
happier  as  she  is  than  as  if  she  still  lived."  ^ 

"  To  be  sure,  she  is."  |: 

"  I  knew  you  would  agree  with  me  in  that,  Jack." 

'  "  Yes,  of  coarse,  I  will  and  do.  I  urged  much  the  same  thing  upon  you 
when  first  you  got  the  sad  news." 

'      "  Did  you  ?" 
•  "  Yes  ;  but  you  were,  of  course,  too  much  engrosaed  by  the  fact  itself,  no 

'doubt,  to  know  exactly  what  it  was  I  said  to  you.'' 

,     "  No  doubt— no  doubt.    Where  is  Dick  ?" 

!  "  Close  at  hand,  and  he  will  be  well  pleased  to  hear  that  you  think  so  properly 
of  the  past.    Dick?  Dick?" 

I     "  Yes,"  said  Turpin,  stepping  towards  them.    "  I  am  here." 

"  Claude  has  thought  over  his  loss,  and,  like  a  wise  man,  he  feels  that  it 
is  inevitable,  and  that  Cicely  is  happier  far  as  she  is  than  as  if  she  had  still  to 
struggle  with  the  world,  and  all  its  dangers  and  deep  anxieties ;  and  so,  lor  the 
future,  he  will  be  himself  again." 

!  "Bravo!"  said  Dick.  "That  is  right,  Claude.  It  shows  that  you  have 
sense  as  well  as  feeling." 

"We  will  say  no  more  about  her,"  said  Claude,  wih  a  deep  sigh.  "She  is 
gone,  and  may  she  bs  happy.  Now,  ray  friends,  I  am  the  same  man  whom  you 
always  knew ;  and,  first  and  foremost,  let  me  say  that  1  know  not  how  in  the 
world  I  shall  ever  be  able  to  express  to  you  what  a  sense  I  have  of  all  that  you 
have  both  done  for  me  in  ih'S  matter  of  my  escape  from  Newgate." 

i      *•  Ohj  pho  !"  said  Dick  ;  "  it  is  nothing." 

'  "  Nothing  at  all,"  said  Jack,  "because,  you  see,  in  the  first  place,  it  was 
easily  done  ;  and  in  the  second  place,  we  kjiew  that  you  would  be  quite  willing 
to  do  as  much  for  us  at  any  time." 

j      "  In  truth,  I  would." 

"  Very  well,  then,  there  is  an  end  of  that,"  said  Dick  Turpin.  "You  know", 
Claude,  that  such  affairs  are  either  tolerably  easy,  or  impossible  ;  and  in  this 
case,  with  all  the  arrangements  we  had  been  able  to  make  beforehand,  the  affair 
was  tolerably  easy,  and,  as  it  turned  out,  was  done  quite  nicely  ;  and  now  here 
we  are,  all  three  on  the  road  again,  and  ready,  I  presume,  for  any  gift  that 
fortune  may  throw  in  our  path.    Is  it  not  so?'* 

i     "It  is,"  said  Jack. 

'  "It  is,"  said  Claude.  "Action  will  be  my  only  course.  I  must  strive  to 
forget  the  past  now,  in  the  bustle  and  the  changes  of  the  present." 

"That  is  the  thing.  All  you  have  got  to  do  is  to  prevent  your  mind  from 
stagnating  for  want  of  something  to  do  !"  cried  Dick  ;  "  and  now  let  us  at  once 
put  our  former  resolve  into  execution.  It  was  to  leave  this  part'of  the  countrj',  and 
to  go  westward,  so  if  we  are  to  do  so  to-night,  let  us  start,  or  else  in  two  hours 
time  we  shall  have  a  youug  moon  peeping  up  above  the  horizon,  and  if  the 
sky  keeps  as  clear  as  it  is  now,  there  will  not  be  shadows  enough  to  hide  us  as 
we  go  across  the  meadows." 
"  Be  it  so.    I  am  ready." 

"  The  horses  have  had  a  good  rest,  and  as  much  food,  in  the  shape  of  hay  and 
grass,"  said  Jack,  "  as  they  can  eat." 
I     "  Hay,  have  they  had  ?'' 

•'  Oh,  bless  you,  yes,  Claude.  In  the  next  meadow  to  this  there  are  a  cduple 
of  excellent  slacks  of  prime  meadow  hay,  so  I  have  borrowed  a  few  armsful  of 
it  for  our  steeds.,  and  they  have  enjoyed  it  amazingly." 

j       "  Not  a  doubt — not  a  doubt." 

I      The  horses   had  had  a  rest  of  upwards  of  four  hours,  so  that,  they   were  in 
capital  condition  for  active  service,  and  Jack  undertook  to  lead  the  party  across 
the  country  to  the  Edgeware  Road,  from  which  they  could  easily  make  their  way 
westward. 
By  the  dim,  yet  beautiful  light  of  the  stars,  then,  they  all  three  sot  out,  and 
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Jack  went  with  great  accuracy  across  the  meadows.  To  be  snre,  now  and  then 
tbey  came  to  rather  a  serious  obstacle  in  the  shape  of  a  fence,  which  ihey  found 
it  impossible  to  get  over,  so  they  had  either  to  make  a  gap  in  it,  or  go  along  it 
till  they  came  to  some  gate  which  they  could  open  ;  but  this  state  of  things  was 
not  very  frequent,  and  by  about  half  past  one  o'clock  they  all  emerged  into  the 
Edgeware  Road,  about  a  couple  of  miles  from  Cucklewood. 

They  then  held  a  consultation  as  to  whether  they  should  go  on  through  the 
meadows  instead,  as  before,  by  the  high-roads  ;  and  as  it  was  a  time  of  night 
when  they  were  not  likely  to  meet  any  enemies,  and  they  had  got  a  considerable 
distance  from  t>ie  part  of  the  country  in  which   it  would  be  believed  they  were, 


No. 
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they  decided  upon  keeping  the  road  ;  so,  at  a  trot  which  got  over  the  ground 
pretty  quickly,  although  without  any  appearance  of  hurry,  they  went  on  in  the 
direction  of  Kilburn,  which  they  soon  reached. 

The  man  at  the  turnpike  came  out  in  his  nightcap  to  let  them  through  the 
bar,  and  as  he  did  so,  he  said-- 

"  Gentlenoen,  you  had  better  fe^ep  a  good  look-out,  for  there's  a  highwayn^li 
upon  the  road,  they  say." 

"  Ah,  indeed  ?"  said  Dick.     "Wh^isit?" 

"That  I  can't  tell  you,  sir;  but  th^jy  call  him  the  Skeletpft  lIoirsdniaD  i!** 
"  The  Skeleton  Horseman,  do  you  say  ?'" 
"  Yes,  sir ;  that's  what  they  call  h\e(0' 
"  A  strange  title." 

**  Ah,  sir,  it  is;  but,  for  my  part,  I  thinks  m  itH  all  giKqamon.     I  saw  him 
once,  and  only  once,  and  then  he  had  a  large  cloak  over  bita ;  so  he  just,  to  my 
thinking,  looked,  you  see,  sir,  like  any  other  christian." 
"  To  be  sure ;  thank  you.     Good-night." 

"Here's  your  change,  sir.  It  was  half-a-crown  you  gave  noie,  if  you  please, 
sir." 

■*  Never  mind :  keep  it." 

"  Well,"  said  the  turapike  man,  as  he  went  into  his  little  house  agajti,  "  thafs 
a  real  gemman,  now.     How  you  may  know  a  real  genaman  in  a  minute  from 
one  as  isn't !     Ah,  it's  a  comfort  to  think  as  there  is  so^j^e  real  gemmen  in  the 
world  yet  as  don't  want  thefth^age  pqt  qfhalf-a- crown  from  a  poor  fe^aw.  " 
So  much  for  gentility ! 

"This  is  an  odd  idea,"  said  Jack,  when  they  had  got  a  little  further  ©n  ^Own 
the  road,  '-t  o  warn  us  of  a  highwayman,  is  it  not,  Dick  i"  ' 

"Rather  so." 

"it  is  all  nonsense,  I  daresay,"  said  Claude  ;  "but  if  we  should  eh^oceto 
meet  the  fellow,  I  will  put  him  to  the  test." 

''  Yes  ;  and  find  out  whether  he  belongs  to  this  world  or  to  another,"  s^^^ 
Dick,  '-for  if— Hilloa!" 

This  exclamation  of  Dick's  arose  from  the  fact  that,  at  that  moment,  the^i!(T^ 
crack  of  a  pistol-shot  o^pae  upon  their  ears,  and  then,righ|;  over  a  hedge,  virJiigli 
was  of  considerable  height  on  the  road-side,  whatever  it  was  on  the  other,  there 
came  .a  man  on  horseback. 

The  leap  was  deep,  and  the  horse  wfent  right  upon  his  hs^unches  for  a  moment 
afier  alighting  in  the  road. 

"Damnation!"  said  the  horseinan  ;  but  in  another  moment  the  horse  was 
on  his  feet  again,  and  he  added — ''flight— all  right,'  and  o£F  he  went,  like  the 
wind,  country  ways. 

'■  This  is  an  odd  start,"  said  DickTurpin.  "Who  the  deuce  is  that,  I  wondtr? 
Heiecomes  some  others,  though." 

"  Stop  him— stop  him!"  cried  a  voice  from  the  of-her  side  of  the  hedge» 
"  Stop  thief— stop  him,  I  say  !" 

"  Hilloa  !"  cried  Claude  Duval.     "  What's  the  matter  V 
"There  he  is — there  he  is !"  shouted  the  voice  again.     "Over  with  you  all, 
gentlemen,  and  we  will  have  him." 

With  various  degrees  of  success,  now,  four  persons  on  horseback  jumped 
over  the  hedge,  and  alighted  ill  the  road  close  to  Claude  Duval  and  his  party, 
Claude  and  L'ick  both  thought  that  their  policy  was  to  remain  where  they  were, 
but  Jack  was  of  a  different  opinion.  However,  he  gave  in  to  the  majority  tliat 
were  againsi  him,  and  he,  loo,  staid.  .1 

"  V^hat's  the  matter  ?"  cried  Claude  again.  "  What  is  all  this  disturbance 
about  ?"  j 

"  Who  are  3'ou  ?"  said  (he  voice.  ' 

"  A  magisrate,"  said  Claude.  J 

'•Then,  sir,  you  are  the  very  person  whom  we  wanted  (0  get  at,  of  all  others, 
foi  you  can  decide  uhat  is  to  be  done.      Vve  have  purisued  a  highwayman  across 
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the  fields  for  the  space  of  two  miles,  and  very  much  fear  now  that  he  has  eluded 
us  at  last.'' 
"  Indeed  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir.     It  seemed  to  us  as  if  he  jumped  over  the  hedge." 
"  He  did^do  so — or,  rather;  I  should  say,  that  a  man  on  horseback  did  jump  the 
hedge  ;  but)  of  course,  I  have  no  evidence  before  me  that  he  was  a  highwayman. 
If  I  had  had  such  evidence,  I  and  my  friends  would,   of  course,  have   at  once 
stopped  him." 

"  Plague  take  the  evidence,"  said  another  of  the  mounted  men.     "  I  wish, 
sir,  you  had  stopped  him,  and  looked  for  the  evidence  afterwards." 
"  That  would  have  been  contrary  to  law,  sir." 

"  Oh,  perhaps  it  would  ;  but  if  I  come  within  pistol-shot  of  him  I  will  have 
another  try  at  his  head,  whether  it  is  contrary  to  law  or  not."  f 

iff."  Of  course,  sir,"  said  Claude,  who  kept  up  the  character  he  had  assumed 
with  the  most  admirable  gravity — "  of  course,  sir,  you  will  do  what  seems  to 
you  right,  but  you  commit  an  act  of  that  dascriptioa  entirely  upon  your  own 
responsibility,  let  me  tell  you." 

"  [  know  that,  sir." 

"  Very  good.     Perhaps  you  can  tell  me  who  this  highwayman  is.P' 

"  That,  indeed,  we  cannot,  except  that  he  is  commonly  called  the  Skeleton 
Horseman.  He  has  only  made  his  appearance  during  the  last  fortnight  or  so, 
and  he  has  in  that  space  of  time  succeeded  in  pretty  well  terrifying  the  whole  of 
this  neighbourhood.     We  very  nearly  caught  him  to-night." 

"But  why  is  he  called  the  Skeleton  Horseman  ?" 

"  Because  they  say  that  under  the  large  cloak  he  wears,  and  which  wraps  him 
up  from  head  to  heel,  he  is  nothing  but  a  skeleton,  and  that  he  has  shown 
himself  to  be  such  at  times  to  people  whom  he  has  stopped  upon  the  highway, 
and  who  have  nearly  fallen  dead  with  fright  at  the  sight  of  him.  These  gen- 
tlemen  and  myself  were  asked,  if  we  could,  to  put  an  end  to  the  delusion 
by  catching  the  rascal ;  and,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  he  has  avoided  us  suc- 
cessfully." 

"He  went  towards  the  country,"  said  Claude;  "but  as  soon  as  I  get  to 
London,  I  will  send  a  party  of  horsemen  on  this  road,  with  orders  to  lake  him, 
dead  or  alive." 

"  Much  obliged,  sir,"  said  another  of  the  gentlemen.  "  The  rascal  stopped  my 
wife  and  her  sister,  and  nearly  frightened  them  both  out  of  their  lives  ;  and  my 
coachman,  who  was  with  the  carriage,  was  so  terrified,  that  he  absconded  from 
it,  and  ran  off,  and  has  never  been  heard  of  since." 

"  I  will  do  my  best  to  find  him,  gentlemen,"  said  Claude ;  "  and  were  it  not 
that  I  am  engaged  just  now  on  some  very  important  business  for  the  Secretary 
of  State,  I  would  turn  my  horse's  head  in  the  direction  the  fellow  went,  and 
try  to  hunt  him  up  at  once." 

"Thank  you,  sir.     Good-night." 

"  Good-night,  gentlemen." 

"Oh,  by-the-bye,"^said  one,  "has  anything  been  heard  of  Claude  Duval, 
who  escaped  from  Newgate,  they  say,  last  night  ?" 

"  He  did  escape,  sir,  and  in  the  moat  audacious  manner;  and  I  can  infoifm 
you  that  he  is  not  captured  yet,  nor  is  there  any  likelihood  that  he  will  be 
either." 

"Well,  I  don't  see  much  good  in  Newgate  if  it  can't  hold  a  highwayman 
when  it  once  gets  him.  Much  obliged,  sir,  for  your  kindness ;  and  so,  good- 
night again." 

The  four  gentlemen  rode  off  along  the  road  in  the  direction  that  the  Skeleton 
Horseman  had  taken,  and  Claude  Duval,  with  his  two  friends,  jogged  on  m  the    I 
opposite  direction. 

"  You  ought  to  hs  a  magistrate,  Claude,"  laughed  Dick.Turpin,  "  for,  I  must 
say,  your  tone  and  manner  are  quite  magisterial." 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  Claude.     '*  But  can  either  of  you  give  a  guess  as^  to 
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■wrho  this  cafl;  be  who  is  upoo  the  road,  in  what  we  may  call  aa  opposition 
to  us  ?" 

"  Not  the  least,"  said  Dick. 

"  It's  one  of  the  new  hands,"  said  Jack,  "  I  take  it  ;  don't  you  think  so, 
Claude  ?" 

"  Probable  enough.  I  cannot  call  ^o  raind  any  one  who  would  or  who  could 
successfully  play  such  a  part  as  this  fellow  assumes.  It  is  a  curious  as  wett  as 
a  bold  assumption,  the  character  of  death." 

"It  is;  and  I  should  like  nothing  better  than  to  come  across  him,"  said 
Dick.  "We  may  have  that  luck  some  of  these  days.  It  would  be  a  good  job 
if  he  were  to  stop  us,  would  it  not  ?" 

"  It  would,  indeed  " 

They  now  trotted  on  till  ihey  emerged  at  Tyburn  Gate.  They  all  three  looked 
askance  at  the  spot  \ihich  had  been  the  last  look  that  many  of  their  profession 
had  taken  of  this  world,  and  they  did  not  exchange  a  word  till  they  got  to 
Shepherd's  Bush,  and  turned  down  Wood  Lane,  which,  at  that  time,  led  to- 
Wormholt  Scrubs,  and  may  still,  for  all  we  know  to  the  contrary. 

It  was  just  as  they  emerged  from  the  lane  on  to  the  regular  road  that  leads 
right  across  the  Scrubs,  that  they  saw,  about  half  a  mile  off,  a  great  Sashing  of 
lights,  and  by  their  movement,  and  the  slight  noise  that  came  upon  their  ears, 
they  felt  certain  a  carriage  was  rapidly  approaching  them   across  the  Scrubs. 

"Who  can  that  be,  so  well  attended?"  said  Dick 

"Let's  ride  on  and  see,"  said  Claude.  "  I  don't  know  how  you  feel,  my 
good  friends,  but  I  am  rife  and  ready  for  any  adventure." 


CHAPTER  CCCXIX. 

THE   PRINCESS    SOPHIA    THREATENS    CLAUDE  DUVAL  AXD  HIS  FRIENDS. 

Neither  Dick  Turpin  nor  Jack  felt  that  craving  for  occupation  that  now 
beset  Claude  Duval ;  but  still  they  were  far  from  being  disinclined  to  follow 
him. 

As  regarded  Duval,  he  knew  that  it  was  only  by  filling  his  mind  with  more 
cares  and  more  perils  that  he  could  at  all  hope  to  banish  from  it  the  fearful 
remembrance  of  his  loss ;  and  therefore  was  it  that,  totally  heedless  of  the 
consequences,  he  struck  across  the  Scrubs  in  the  direction  of  the  advancing: 
carriage. 

Befoie  he  had  gone  far,  though,  reason  came  to  the  aid  of  Claude,  and  he 
began  to  feel  how  selfish  and  unfeeling  a  thing  it  was  to  drag  his  friends  into 
enterprises  that  partly  they  might  have  declined,  just  because  he  fell  in  a  despair- 
ing and  a  desperate  frame  of  mind. 

With  this  idea  he  drew  up. 

"Jack  and  Uick,"  he  said,  "  pray  pardon  rae."  ~ 

"For  what?" 

"  I  assumed  that  you  are  both  of  you  as  sick  of  life  as  T  am,  and  so  off  I  came 
to  meet  the  carriage,  which  seems  to  be  well  attended  by  mounted  men.  It  by 
no  means  follows  that,  because  1  feel  disposed  to  run  myself  into  great  danger, 
that  both  of  you  should  feel  so,  likewise.  My  griefs  make  me  selfish,  but  ray 
reason  has  come  to  me  in  time  ;  and  so  1  beg  of  you  both  to  use  your  own  discre- 
tioti  and  feeling  in  this  matter,  without  consulting  me  at  all." 
!•  "Don't  speak  in  that  way,  Ciaude,"  s-aid  Jack.  "Where  you  go  we  are 
■willing  to  follow." 

"But  I  have  no  pretensions  to  lead  you." 

"  You  have,  if  we  like  to  admit  them,"  said  Dick  Turpin  ;  "  but  the  fact  is, 
there  is  no  question  of  either  leading  or  following.  You  feel  disposed,  Claude 
Duval,  to  stop  that  carriage,  and  I  feel  disposed  to  help  yon,  and  Jack  feels  dis- 
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posed  to  help  us  both  ;  so  doa't  let  us  say  another  word  about  it,  bat  come  oa 
to  the  enterprise  at  once." 

"  That's  it,"  said  Jack. 

"On,  then— on!" 

"With  me,"  said  Jack,  "if  I  might  be  so  bold  as  to  have  my  way  in  this 
matter,  it  would  be  anything  but  on." 

"  What  wouM  you  do.  Jack?" 

"  Wait  for  the  carriage  just  at  the  corner  of  the  lane,  and  then  pounce  upon 
it  at  once  before  it  had  fairly  got  into  the  lane.  By  that  means,  as  the  lane  is 
narrpw,  one  half  of  the  escort  will  be  in  the  way  of  the  other  half.;  whefeas,  upon 
the  open  Scrubs,  if  they  have  any  judgment,  they  would,  upon  our  making  the 
attack,  spread  themselves  around  us,  and  in  such  a  case  i  wouldn't  give  much  for 
our  chance." 

"  Jack  is  right,"  said  Dick. 

"He  is,"  said  Claude.  "  My  judgment  must  have  forsaken  me  when  I  left 
the  secure  corner  of  the  lane  to  come  out  here  into  the  open  country.  We  will 
go  back  at  once." 

ITiey  all  three  turned,  and  galloped  back  to  tie  lane.  At  the  speed  they 
made,  it  did  not  take  them  above  three  or  four  minutes  to  get  there ;  for  they 
had  not  got  far  upon  the  heath  when  Claude  had  pulled  up  to  speak  to  his 
friends. 

The  carriage  seemed  to  be  coming  on  now  at  rather  a  slower  pace  than- 
before,  or  tbey  fancied  it,  because  they  were  themselves  no  longer  advancing 
towards  it,  and  they  could  see  that  it  was  surrounded  by  some  half-dozen 
mounted  footmen,  who  carried  links  in  their  hands. 

"Somebody  of  distinction,"  said  Dick. 

Jack  was  gazing  earnestly  in  the  direction  of  the  carriage,  and  then  he  said, 
suddenly — 

"  Why,  it*6  the  ro^  al  livery !" 

"  Indeed  ?"  said  Dick. 

**  Surely  not  the  king  ?"  said  Claude. 

"Oh,  no — no.    There  are  no  guards." 

*'  But  it  is  one  of  the  royal  family,  I  suppose  ?" 

*'  Of  that  there  can  be  no  doubt,"  added  Jack,  "  and  it  remains  now  to  be 
decided  what  you  both  mean  to  do." 

"  Just  what  we  would  if  it  were  any  one  else,"  said  Dick. 

"To  be  sure,"  said  Claude. 

"Well,  but,"  interposed  Jack,  "to  rstop  one  of  them  will  so  exasperate  the 
government  against  us,  that  it  may  do  us  more  harm  than  good." 

"  Never  you  mind  about  the  exasperation  of  the  government,"  said  Dick,  "  my 
dear  fellow.  We  have  nothing  to  hope  or  expect  from  the  government  but  a  rope 
when  they  can  put  it  round  our  necks.  The  intense  interest  and  excitement 
about  our  capture  is  so  great,  that  if  we  were  to  slop  the  king  himself,  and  rob 
him  of  his  veny  coat,  they  could  not  do  more  than  they  are  doing  now." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Claude. 

"They  might  increase  the  rewards  very  much,"  said  Jack. 

"  And  if  they  did,"  added  Dick,  "  what  then  ?  The  rewards  for  us,  now,  come 
to  somewhere  about  a  thousand  pounds  we  will  say.  Do  you  think.  Jack,  my 
boy,  that  that  sum  is  not  quite  enough  to  make  the  officers  do  their  utmost  to- 
catch  us?" 

"  Well,  perhaps  it  is." 

"  And  if  it  is,  as  we  all  know  well  that  it  is,  I  would  ask  you  what  more  can^ 
people  do  than  their  utmost  ?" 

"True— true." 

"And,  besides,  my  own  opinion  is,  that  the  greater  the  reward  offered  for  us- 
the  saf^er  we  are." 

"The  deuce  we  are  !"  said  Jack,  \ 

"  Yes,  for  this  reason.     The  cupidity  of  the  officers  is  so  strongly  awakened 
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upon  the  subject  that  they  get  quite  mad  with  jealousy  at  eath  other  about  it, 
and  those  who  can't  catch  us  throw  every  obstscie  iu  the  way  of  the  others  who 
have  a  little  chance.  Do  you  think  that  the  officers  are  so  fond  of  each  other 
that  they  will  put  such  a  sum  as  a  thousand  pounds  in  each  other's  way  ?" 

"No— no,"  said  Jack. 

Claude  smiled. 

"Are  you  converted,  Jack,"  he  said,  "to  the  opinion  that  the  higher  the 
reward  offered  for  us,  the  safer  we  a'e  ?" 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  don't  know,  but  Dick  Turpin  puts  it  so  clearly/that  i't 
sounds  like  the-fact,  whether  it  is  or  no,  and  I  suppose  there  is  something  in  it." 

"A  great  deal,"  said  Dick.  "But  the  coach  will  be  here  in  a  few  minutes, 
and  so  uow  we  can  have  a  good  look  at  it." 

The  carriage  that  was  rapidly  advancing  towards  Wood- lane,  with  the  evident 
intention  of  passing  down  it,  and  so  emerging  into  the  high-road.  Was  a  great 
lumbering  vehicle,  such  as  was  considered  highly  fashionable  and  exquisite  ^t 
that  period. 

It  was  quite  large  enough  to  hold  eight  people  comfortably,  and  it  was  drawa 
by  four  long-tailed,  heavy-looking  Flemish  horses,  such  as  would  not  have 
disgraced  a  brewer "s  dray. 

Upon  the  seat  in  front  sat  a  great  red-faced  taan,  in  a  full  wig,  and  three- 
cornered  hat,  and  an  immense  scarlet  coat.  Two  footmen  in  similar  livery 
held  on  behind,  and  six  mounted  men  with  links  trotted  along,  tbrea  on  each 
side  of  the  carriage. 

These  six  men  were  in  the  royal  livery  ;  but  they  were  by  far  too  fat  and  bloated, 
with  idleness  and  high  living,  to  make  any  effectual  resistance  to  an  attack, 
although  they  were  armed  to  the  teeth. 

Who  were  in  the  royal  carriage  could  not,  to  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends,  be 
even  a  matter  of  conjecture;  for  to  conjecture  at  all  about  anything  you  must 
have  some  data  to  go  upoH,  however  insufficient,  and  in  this  case  they  had  none 
at  all.    - 

It  may  be  supposed,  that  with  such  cattle,  and  such  a  great,  swaggering,  lum- 
bering load  at  their  backs,  the  speed  of  the  royal  cortege  was  but  slow  ;  and 
such,  indeed,  was  the  fact,  while  every  now  and  then,  as  the  wheels  encountered 
a  rut  or  a  hillock  on  the  road,  the  vehicle  swung  about  at  such  a  rate,  tjiat  it 
more  clearly  resembled  a  ship  in  a  gale  of  wind  than  a  carriage. 

The  route  across  Wormholt:,  or- Wormwood  Scrubs,  as  the  tract  of  barren 
land  bearing  that  name  was  differently  called,  was  not  very  often  used  by 
people  who  had  anything  to  lose,  particularly  M  night ;  but  it  was  a  near  way 
to  and  from  a  lodge  that  the  royal  family  used,  a  mile  or  two  out  of  town,  so 
that  it  was  well  known  that  at  times  some  members  of  that  illustrious,  by 
courtesy,  race  of  German  auxiliaries  to  the  taxation  of  the  country  sometimes 
used  the  route. 

But  now,  having  given  this  brief  description  of  the  carriage  and  of  the  road 
that  it  was  on,  we  return  to  the  highwaymen,  who  were  waiting  its  appearance 
upon  the  spot  they  had  chosen  for  the  encounter. 

It  will  be  observed  that  the  three  highwaymen  had  no  less  a  number  than 
nine  men  to  encounter,  including  the  coachman,  and  not  including  any  one  who^ 
might  be  in  the  carnage,  and  who  might  or  might  not  be  inclined  to  show  fight 
upon  the  occasion. 

This  was  rather  long  odds. 

"  I  say.  Jack,"  cried  Turpin,  "the  four  horses  will  give  as  the  most  trouble, 
if  they  begin  kicking,  so  that,  let  it  be  your  task  to  release  the  two  leaders,  ii 
you  can." 

"1  will  do  it,"  said  Jack.  "A  touch  of  a  knife  to  the  harness  will  soon  set 
them  at  liberty," 

"  Good  ;  and  now  what  are  we  to  do  first,  Claude  ?" 

"  I  will  call  upon  them  to  stop,  and  if  they  fire  at  us,  we  must  fire  at  them  ; 
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I  but  1  should  say  fire  over  their   heads  first,  and  if  that  don't  make  the  fat 
I  lackeys  fly,  I  know  nothing  of  such  folks.'* 
"  Very  well — we  will  try  it." 
It  so   happened,  that  the  bit  of  road  exactly  at  the  head  of  them,  emerging 
into  the  open  heath,  was  very  soft  and  miry,  so  that  upon  peaehmg  that  part, 
the  horses  had  rather  a  struggle  to  get  the  carriage  on  at  all,  and  its  rate  of  pro- 
gress was  very  much  decreased. 

That  was  a  very  favourable  circumstance  for  the  attacking  party. 

As  Jack  had  anticipated,  the  lane  was  much  too  narrow  for  the  carriage  and 
horsemen  on  each  side  of  it  to  proceed  in,  as  they  had  done  on  the  Scrubs. 
That  is  to  say,  it  was  possible  enough,  if  they  had  all  been  able  to  keep  oa  a 
straight  line,  that  they  might  have  got  along,  but  in  the  dark,  and  with  four 
horses  harnessed  to  the  vehicle,  and  such  a  vehicle,  too,  no  mortal  coachman 
could  have  undertaken  to  say  that  he  would  keep  the  whole  affair  exactly  in  the 
<middle  of  the  laue. 

The  slightest  deviation  to  the  right  would  have  pushed  the  horsemea  into  a 
ditch  that  was  there,  and  the  slightest  deviation  to  the  left  would  have  jammed 
thera  up  against  a  high  bank. 

It  was  not  likely  that  the  royal  escort  was  going  to  place  itself,  for  the  whol 
length  of  Wood-lane,  upon  the  horns  of  such  a  dilemma  as  that,  so  two  o 
thera  went  on  before,  and  the  other  four  kept  behind,  and  on  went  the  cortege 

Claude  waited  till  the  horses  and  the  carriage  had  fairly  got  into  the  lane,  and 
so  blocked  out  the  four  horsemen  who  were  behind  it,  and  then  he  sprung 
forward  to  the  two  who  were  in  advance,  and  cried,  in  a  loud  voice — 

«  Hold !'/     . 

The  horsemen  pulled  up,  and  the  coachman  tugged  at  the  reins  till  he  brought 
£ill  the  four  carriage-horses  to  a  stand. 

"  The  slightest  opposition,"  said  Claude,  "  will  involve  the  destruction,  within 
the  next  five  minutes,  of  every  one  of  you." 

A  scream  from  the  carriage  immediately  succeeded  this  announcement,  and 
the  coachman  began  lashing  his  horses.  The  two  men  in  advance  hastily  fired 
their  carbines,  with  which  they  were  provided,  at  Claude,  and  then  set  otF  at  full 
gallop,  with  a  pistol-shot  after  them,  that  Claude  discharged.  Jack  sprung 
upon  the  two  leading  horses  of  the  carriage,  and  by  a  stroke  or  two  of  his  knife 
released  them  from  their  harness,  and  off  they  went,  lumbering  along  the  lane, 
terrified  at  the  banging  of  a  cross  bar  against  their  haunches. 

"Hilloa!  What  is  it — what  is  it?"  shouted  the  men  who  were  behind  the 
carriage. 

"  Murder  !"  bellowed  the  two  footmen,  and  one  of  them  scrambled  on  to  the 
roof  in  his  fright.  The  coachman  sat  with  the  reins  in  his  hands,  and  his  great 
red  face  turning  of  a  purple  hue. 

''Fire  at  those  fellows  behind  the  coach,"  cried  Claude  ;  and  Jack  and  Dick  at 
once  discharged  their  pistols,-  which  bad  the  efi^ect  of  so  terrifying  the  four 
mounted  men  that  they  turned  round,  and  galloped  across  the  Scrubs  again  as 
nard  as  they  could  go. 

"  Victory,"  said  Claude,  as  he  sprang  from  his  horse,  the  bridle  of  which 
Jack  took.     "  They  are  all  gone  now,  and  we  will  see  who  is  in  the  carriage." 

'•Be  careful,  Claude,"  said  Jack. 

"Oh,  yes— yes.     it's  all  right." 

Cluade  Huval  advanced  to  the  door  of  the  carriage,  and  at  once  opened  it. 
He  lifted  his  hat,  and  bowed,  for  there  was  no  one  there  but  a  young  woman, 
who,  although  fat,  and  coarse,  and  vulgar  in  her  appearance,  he  had  no  doubt, 
from  her  features,"  and  the  rictiness  o,f  her  dress,  was  one  of  the  daughters  of  the 
kina.  ■  . 

_  in  fact,  this  was  no  other  than  the   Princess  Sophia,   who  was  then  in  her 
nineteenth  year. 

"How  dcve  you?"'  she  cried,  speaking  with  a  lisp,  as  if  her  tongue  were  too 
large  lor  her  mouth.     "  How  daro  you,  you  wretch  ?"  t 
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"  Madam,"  said  Claude,  "  I  have  the  honour  to  ask  you  who  you  are  ?" 

"  Help — help !"  she  cried. 

"  I  really  am  not  aware  that  anybody  is  meddling  with  you,"  said  Claude. 
'*  Pray  what  is  the  matter  with  you  V 

"  I  will  have  you  hanged." 

"  Hark  you,  madam.  lama  man  of  few  words,  and  now  I  will  trouble  you  for 
that  watch  you  have  just  hidden  under  the  cushion  of  the  seat,  and  for  that  gold 
chain  which  is  round  your  neck — for  those  rings  that  are  upon  your  fingers,  and 
which,  I  assure  you,  they  don't  become  at  all— and  those  diamond  ear-rings, 
which  make  you  look  like  some  fat  savage." 

The  reply  to  this,  was  a  rather  heavy  vinaigrette  being  flung  at  Claude's 
head,  and  which  narrowly  missed  him. 

"JSow  let  me  beg  of  you,"  added  Duval,  "not  to  give  way  to  your 
odious  temper  in  this  manner.  If  you  are  not  quick  in  handing  to  me  the 
articles  I  require,  together  with  your  purse,  I  shall  be  under  the  necessity  of 
taking  them." 

*'  Wretch,  do  you  know  who  I  am?'* 

*•  No — but  I  can  guess.'' 

"  Who,  then,  monster,  am  1  ?" 

"Some  kitchen  wench,  in  the  disguise  of  a  princess,  I  suppose." 

The  rage  of  Her  Royal  Highness  at  this  was  so  great,  that  she  took  the  watch 
from  under  the  seat  of  the  coach,  and  flung  it  at  Claude,  and  so  she  continued 
with  the  other  articles  he  required,  pelting  him  with  them,  oae  by  one,  to 
his  great  amusement ;  but  the  rings  would  not  come  off  her  fat,  swollen 
fingers,  and  the  ear-rings  she  did  not  attempt  to  remove  from  her  ears. 

Among  other  things,  though,  she  had  thrown  him  a  well-filled  purse, 
and  a  pocket-book ;  so  that  Duval  was  inclined  to  forego  the  rings  and  the 
ear-rings. 

He  was  mightily  amused,  too,  at  the  manner  in  which  she  had  taken  the  attack 
upon  her  property. 


CHAPTER  CCCXX. 

THE     HIGHWAYMEN     ARE    IN    GREAT     DANGER  ;     BUX     3AVB     THBM3EI.VB3    BY 

BOLDNESS. 

Jack  and  Dick  hearing  the  racket  of  the  things  being  flung  at  Claude  Duval, 
could  not,  for  the  life  o(  them,  make  out  what  was  being  done,  and  Jack  called 
out,  at  last — 

"  Claude,  what  is  amiss?" 
'    *'  Oh,  nothing,"  said  Claude.     "  Her  Royal  Highness  is  quite  delighted  to 
have  tallen  into  such  good  company." 

"No — I  am  not!"  screamed  the  princess. 

*'  But  I  say  you  are." 

"  But  I  am  not  !" 

"  Oh,  then,  if  yo'i  are  not,  I  shall  make  you  come  out  of  the  coach  at  oace, 
and  kiss  all  my  comrades,  amounting  to  twenty-six  men.  Some  of  them  have 
not  been  shaved  for  a  week  j  but  that  don't  matter." 

"  Oh,  will  nobody  come  and  save  me  from  this  wretch  ?     I  will  take  care  that 
all  the  police  go  after  you  to-morrow,  and  you  will  be  hanged ;    for  ray  fathor 
says  that  everybody  ought  to  be  hanged  who  takes  anything  that  don't  belong  to 
them." 

"  Your  tather  is  a  king,"  said  Claude  Duval ;  *'  but  that  does  not  prevent  him 
from  being  an  idiot,  with  stron:^  passions  and  little  mind,  and  so,  as  a  natural 
result,  vindictive  and  blood-thirsty." 

"  Take  that  1" 
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MAUGS     AND     DICIC  EESCUIKG   CLATJDE    FROM  HIS    CELt    IK   NEWGATE, 

The  only  thing  the  princess  had  left  to  throw  at  Claude,  was  one  of  the 
cushions  of  the  coach,  and  that  she  flung  at  him  with  such  a  vengeance,  that  »t 
went  right  over  the  hedge. 

Duval  laughed. 

•*  I  assure  you,"  he  said^  "  that  I  have  not  heen  so  amused  for  a  very  long 
time.     Can  you  dance  ?" 

"  What  is  that  to  vqu.  wretch?" 

"  Not  a  great  deal.  But  as  I  feel  disposed  for  a  minuet,  and  as  my  friend, 
Sixteen-string  Jack,  can  whistle  the  tune  to  perfection,  I  will  trouble  you,  as  I 
know  you  are  disengaged,  to  favour  me  with  your  hand  for  a  measure," 
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"I  will  die  first!" 

"  Oh,  no — you  will  not.  I  will  take  care  that  not  only  shall  you  not  die,  but 
that  no  harm  comes  to  you.  You  are  too  anausing  for  that,  by  a  great  deal. 
Nov/,  mis5,  pray  alight,  if  you  please." 

"  I  won't !" 

"Very  good.    Then  I  must  help  5'ou  to  do  so," 

"Murder — murder!     You  shan't!     Murder  I" 

Although  Claude  Duval  handed  the  princess  out  of  the  coach  in  the 
gentlest  manner  in  the  world,  she  made  such  a  racket,  that  Dick  came  up,  and 
said — 

"  Hilloa,  Claude !      Can't  you  let  the  girl  alone  f 

"Take  that,"  said  the  princess,  deaUng  Dick  such  a  fcox  on  the  ears  that  his 
eyes  flashed  fire  again. 

"Thank  you  humbly,",  said  Dick.  "It  serves  me  right  for  interfering.  I; 
might  have  expected  it."  j 

"Jack,"  called  out  Claude, '"f^come  and  whistle  us  a:jninuet tone,  old  fellow, ' 
will  you  r'  I 

"Allow  me,"  said  Dick  ;  and  in  an  excellent  manner  he  commencedthe  tune, 
and  <;;iaode  Duval,  with  much  grace,  began  the  dance.  He  took  good  care  that ' 
he  would  not  let  go  the  hand  of  the  princess,  or,  no  doubt,  she  would  have  ran 
off;  but  he  made  her  go  through  tkeiigure  of  the  dance,  whether  she  would  or 
not.  To  be  sure,  every  now  and  then  she  gave  him, a  cuff  on  the  side  of  his 
head,  or  a  blow  over  the  shoulder  ;  bat  he  did  not  care  a  straw  for  such  little 
pains,  and,  finally,  he  bestowed  irpon  her  lips  a  hearty  kiss,  ab  he  said,  in  a 
laughing  tone— 

"  You  will  not  say  that  Claude  Duval  either  last  his  temper,  or  said  or  did  a 
rude  thing  to-night, -so  far  as  you  are  concerned." 

"Oh,  then,  you  are  CJaude  Duval,  the  highwayman,  that  is  so^nauch  talked 
about?"  said  the  princess,  in  a  milder  tone. 

"  I  am." 

"Did  you  stop  the  Duchess  of  Kingstown  in  the  Edgeware-road,  once?" 

"I  did." 

"  Well,  then,  I  can  tell  you  that  she  went  out  on  purpose  to  be  stopped  by 
yoa,  and  she  said  you^vere  the  handsomest  man,  and  the  politest,  she  had  seen 
<or  a  long  time," 

"  I  am  very  much  beholden  lo  the  duchess,"  said    Claude  Duval,  "and   if  I 
li  could  only  induce  you  to  think  the  same  I  should  be  perfectly  content." 

"  Oh,  go  along." 

Claude  laughed,  and  as  he  handed,  the  princess  into  the  carriage  he  kissed  her 
again,  which  she  seemed  as  if  she'had  not  noticed,  for  _she  did  not  make  the 
slightest  opposition  or  the  least  remark  about  it. 

"  Now,"  said  Claude,  '-it  there  ^e  any  thing, among  the  articles  you  desire  to 
have  returned  that  you  set  any  particular  store  by,  only  say  so  and  it  shall  be  at 
once  returned  to  you,'' 

"  No,  there  is  nothitrg." 

"  Then  I  have  the  honour  of  bidding  you  good  evening,  and  of  hoping  that 
this  little  meeting  has  been  productive,  after  all,  of  more  amusement  than 
alarm." 

"  I  £.m  not  alarmed  now,  and — and  I  shall  not  say  anything  about  it,  so  jou 
T/ill  not  be  hanged." 

"I  am  infinitely  obliged." 

Claude  kissed  her  again,  and  then  she  added,  in  a  low  tone— 
,    •"  You.had  better  write  to  me   if  you  get  into  prison,  and  they  are  going  to 
hang  you.     1  will  do  what  I  can  to  save  you.     You  might  be  rude  and  you  are 
not,  which  1  feel  grateful  for." 

Glande  bowed,  and  closed  the  carriage-door.     Then  calling  fo  the  coachman, 
he  .said — 
''  Y'ou  pan  go  on  now,  the  princess  is  ready." 
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"  Eh  ?     The  Lord  deliver  us  !"  cried  the  coachman. 
t    "Go  on,  I  say." 

"  Our  Father  which  art  in——" 

Claude  fired  a  pistol  just  past  the  ear  of  the  coachman,  and  that  so  startled 
him  that  he  set  his  pair  of  horses  that  were  still  in  the  carriage  to  a  trot,  and 
then  to  a  gollop,  and  the  royal  carriage  was  soon  completely  out  of  sight  of 
Claude  Duval  and  his  two  fi  tends. 

It  was  then  that  Claude  burst  into  a  prolonged  fit  of  laughter,  and  when  he 
could  speak  at  all,  he  said — 

"  They  are  all  alike — all  alike — princesses  or  dairy  maids — they  are  all 
alike!" 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Claude  ?"  said  Dick. 

"  Why,  just  this,  that  a  little  flattery — a  kiss  or  two — a  good  figure,  and  a  not 
so  bad  face,  will  do  anything  with  any  woman.  The  princess  began  with  rage, 
and  ended  by  almost  devotion," 

"  You  must  not  fancy  that  all  are  alike,  though,  Claude,"  said  Jack  "  This 
female  whom  you  just  let  go  is  probably  rather  more  of  an  animal  in  her  thoughts 
and  feelings  than  many." 

"  Well,  it  may  be  so." 

After  all,  what  Claude  Duval  had  gained  by  this  adventure  was  very  insig- 
nificant, considering  the  time  that  it  had  taken  up  ;  but  it  had  had,  at  all  events, 
the  effect  of  withdrawing  his  thoughts  from  more  painful  subjects  of  contem- 
plation, and  that  was  much. 

They  all  three  went  down  the  lane,  now,  back  to  the  high  road,  and  shaped 
their  course  towards  Ealing, 

Claude  spoke  hastily  as  though  some  painful  thoughts  had  come  across  him 
that  he  was  desirous  of  driving  away,  and  he  said,  addressing  his  two  com- 
panions— • 

"  Let  us  make  one  of  our  old  compacts,  that  is  to  say,  let  us  agree  to  stop 
and  rob  the  next  six  passengers,  or  vehicles,  or  horsemen,  be  they  which  they 
may,  that  pass  along  this  road.     Will  you  do  so?" 

"  Willingly,"  said  Dick. 

"  And  you,  Jack  ?'' 

"  I'm  agreeable,"  said  Jack,  "and  after  that  I  should  advise  that  we  gq  to 
the  Old  tiats  Inn  and  put  up  for  a  little  time." 

"Agreed," 

This  was  an  old  kind  of  agreement  which  the  three  had  frequently  made 
together,  and  which  had  at  times  been  productive  of  a  good  deal  of  amusement 
if  it  had  failed  in  the  production  of  all  its  pecuniary  results  which  they  had 
looked  to  and  hoped  to  derive  from  it. 

_  "  When  they  agreed,  though,  to  this  sort  of  thing,  they  did  not  exactly  anti- 
cipate that  the  first  object  on  the  road  that  they,  in  accordance  with  that  agrees 
ment,  were  bound  to  stop  would  be  a  mail-coach  full  of  passengers,  and  well 
guarded  by  a  man- with  a  blunderbuss  on  the  roof. 

Such,  however,  was  the  fact, 

Jpck  first  heard  the  low  reverberation  of  the  wheels,  and  the  steady  tramp 
of  the  four  horses,  and  turning  to  Claude  and  Dick,  he  said — 

"  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  we  shall  do  so,  but  it  is  just  possible  that  we  may 
catch  a  tartar  here,  don't  you  think  ?     It's  a  mail-coach." 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Dick,  "  they  will  pull  up,  and  then  it's  all  plain  sailing 
enough.  If  thdy  wanted  to  avoid  such  as  we  are,  they  ought  to  drive  slap  on 
at  as  good  a  pace  as  possible,  and  then  we  should  find  it  no  joke  to  stop 
them." 

"  They  always  do  stop,  though," 

"  Yes,  the  surprise  of  the  moment  makes  them  do  so,  and  then  they  feel  how 
hazardous   it  would  be  to  go  on  again  with  a   p'stol  ballet  or  two  about  their 
ears." 
Tne  mail-coach  now  came  on  at  great  speed,  dashing  along  the  road,  and  its 
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lights  flashing  amid  the  trees  an  1   hedges,  wliile  the  starlit  coat  of  the  guard 
was  plainly  visible. 

"  Shall  we,  or  shall  we  not?''  said  Jacl-'. 

•'  Yes,'^  said  Claude. 

"  Yes,"  said  Dick.  , 

Jack  said  no  more,  hut  prepared  himself  for  action.  A  few  moments  sufficed 
lor  them  to  arran<?e  what  they  should  do.  To  JacK  it,  fell  to  keep  at  the  horses* 
heads,  and  hold  the  coachman  in  checK — to  Dick  the  task  was  assigned  of  holding 
the  passengers  generally,  and  the  guard,  in  a  kind  of  surveillunce,  while  Claude 
Duval  was  to  request  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  were  inside  the  vehicle  to 
give  up  their  property  of  portable  value. 

The  pace  of  the  coach  was  rather  great,  so  Claude  Duval  adopted  a  course 
to  stop  it,  and  called  out,  just  as  it  was  about  to  pass  them  at  a  swinging  p£^ce— 

"  A  passenger  !    Hilloa  J    a  passenger  !" 

••  Ay,  sir,  yes  !''  shouted  the  coachman.     '*  Wo-a!     That's  it." 

The  mail  was  stopped. 

On  the  moment,  then,  Jack  and  Dick  dashed  forward,  and  the  former,  holding 
a  pistol  to  the  head  of  the  coachman,  cried  out — 

"  Stir  band  or  foot,  and  you  are  a  dead  man." 

"  D n  I"  cried  the  guard. 

"Hilloa,  you  fellow  with  the  blunderbuss  there,  you  had  better  try  to  eat  it 
than  present  it  at  us.     We  won't  be  trifled  with!" 

"  Fire  away  !"  said  the  guard,  as  hj  seized  his  blunderbuss.  "  I'm  not  going 
to  be  frightened,  at  all  events,  out  of  doin:;  my  duty.  Fire  awav,  if  you  mean  to 
do  it." 

"  No,"  said  Dick,  "  I  don't  want  bloodshed,  if  it  can  be  avoided." 

"  I  ain't  so  particular,"  said  the  guard,  as  he  drew  the  triofger  of  the  blunder- 
buss, and  discharged  the  whole  contents  right  at  Dick  Turpio. 

"  That's  enough  to  blow  him  to  atoms,  horse  and  all,"  said  one  of  the  out- 
side passengers. 

"  Rather,"  said  the  guard. 

The  report  was  terrific  of  the  blunderbuss,  and  it  created  a  complete  cloud  of 
smoke  ;  but  to  the  surprise  of  everybody  when  the  smoke  cleared  away,  there  was 
Dick  Turpin  in  exactly  the  saaie  position  he  had  before  occupied,  and  he  said 
in  a  calm  tone  of  voice — 

"  If  I  were  an  angry  man  now,  I.  should  shoot,  you  ;  but  as  you  are  a  bold 
fellow  I  won't.  Only  don't  be  coming  a  second  dose  of  that  infernal  machine 
this  way,  as  it  might  hurt  someone  by  accident." 

''The  devil  !"  said  the  guard. 

"  Well,  i  expected  that,"  said  a  woman  who  sat  on  the  top  of  the  coach,  "  for 
you  were  paying  so  much  attention  to  the  young  lass  by  ms,  when  you  loaded 
your  blunderbuss,  that  you  quite  forgot  you  put  nothing  but  powder  in  it." 

"  How  do  you  know  my  good  woman,''  said  a  pas-enger,  "  that  he  put  nothing 
but  powder  in  it  ?      For  a  lady,  you  seem  to  be  a  wonderful  juJge  of  fire-arms. ' 

•'  I  am  a  soldier's  wife,"  she  replied. 

"  Oh,"  said  the  guard,  "  then  that  accounts  for  your  knowing  all  about  it.  But 
I  only  wish  you  had  told  me,  ma'iim,  at  the  time." 

"  You  were  otherwise  employed." 

"  Oh,  well,  perhaps  I  was;  but  yet  1  would  have  blown  that  fellow,  horse  and 
all.  to  the  devil." 

By  the  time  this  little  confabulation  had  got  to  the  point  to  which  we 
have  brought  it,  Claude  Duval  had  reached  the  side  of  the  coach,  and  placing  the 
barrel  of  a  pistol  upon  the  ledge  of  the  window,  he  said — 

"  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  you  need  not  be  at  all  alarmed,  as  I  shall  not  blow 
any  one's  brains  out,  unless  they  are  provokingly  slovv  in  lianding  me  their 
properly. ' 

A  geneial  scream   from  three  ladies   inside  the  coach  followed  this  not  over- 
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pleasant  command  from  Claude  Duval.  There  wore  a  few  half-suppressed  oaths 
from  a  gentleman,  after  which  a  voice  said— 

"  Who  are  you  ?" 

"  Can  you  ask,  sir  ?"  said  Claude.  "  Really,  if  yoa  had  only  half  a  grain. 
of  sense,  you  might  know  who  I  was  by  my  mode  of  address  to  you." 

"  Don't  aggravate  him,"  said  an  old  lady. 

"  Oh,  ma,"  said  a  young  one,  "  I  do  think  I  shall  faint  right  away." 

"  Let  me  beg  you  will  not,"  said  Claude,  in  a  soft,  low  voice.  "  If  you  feel* 
however,  a  little  faint,  pray  come  out  into  the  open  air.     It  will  revive  you." 

•'  Certainly  not,"  said  the  old  lady.  "  I  don't  want  my  daughter  to  get  out 
of  the  coach  because  a  highwayman  asks  her  to  do  so." 

"  Money — watches — rings — pocket-books,  and  brooches !"  said  Claude  Davalj, 
as  he  rapped  the  barrel  of  the  pistol  against  the  ledge  of  the  window. 

"  Oh,  don't — don't,"  said  the  young  lady.     "I  will  not  put  up  with  this.* 

••What  is  the  matter?"  said  Claude. 

"  He  is  trying  to  hide  himself  among  our  feet,"  she  replied. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXL 

CLAUDB  AND   HIS    FRIENDS    MEET  WITH    AN   ADVENTURE   AT   A    FUNERAL. 

*' Murder!"  said  a  voice;  "do  you  want  to  sacrifice  my  life?  Oh,  have 
mercy  upon  me !" 

"  Who  is  he  f  said  Claude. 

"A  young  gentleman,  Mr.  Highwayman,  if  you  please,"  said  a  lady's  voice. 
"  He  has  annoyed  all  the  lady  passengers  of  this  coach,  and  now  he  is  actually 
trying  to  hide  from  you  under  their — Hem  ! — I  mean,  about  their  feet." 

"  I'll  have  him  out,"  said  Claude. 

Opening  the  coach  door,  Claude  put  his  hand  in,  saying — 

•'  Let  me  only  get  hold  of  him.  Oh,  this  is  his  leg,  I  do  think.  Conse,  sir- 
come  out,  if  you  please. " 

"Help! — Fire! — Murder!"  screamed  a  voice,  as  Claude  dragged  a  rather 
diminutive  specimen  of  humanitj'  by  the  leg  right  out  ipto  the  road. 

"Pho! — pho  ! — pho  !  sir,"  said  Duval.  "1  don't  see  what  you  need  make 
such  an  uproar  about.  I  am  only  showing  you  to  an  outside  place,  that 
is  all." 

"  Oh— oh  !     Fke— fire  !" 

"Be  quiet,  sir.     Who  are  you?" 

"Margetts  is  my  humble  name,  sir,  I  assure  vou.     I  am  a  professioflal  marSj, 

100." 

"  What  profession  !*'  said  Claude. 

"  He  is  a  lawyer's  clerk,  Mr.  U."  said  anothei  lady  from  the  coach, 
"Oh,  is  he?     But  what  makes  you  call  me  Mr.  H,,  ma  Jam?" 
"  I  thought  that  more  polite,  sir,  than  calling  you  Mr.  Highwayman." 
Claude  could  not  help  laughing   at  this  odd  way  of  showing  him  respect  aad 
politeness ;  and  then  turning  to  the  lawyer's  elerk,  he  said — 

"Now,  sir,  I  shall  trouble  you  to  remain  exactly  v/here  you  are  till  I  come 
back  to  you." 

''  Yes— ^oh,  dear,  yes  !" 

That  learned  individual  was  lying  on  his  back  in  the  road  ;  and  there,  with  a 
wholesome  dread  of  what  the  vengeance  of  Duval  might  be  inclined  to  inflict 
upon  him  if  he  stirred,  he  remained  gazing  upwards  at  the  night  skj',  and  fully 
expecting  that  the  dreadful  adventure  would  be  sure  to  terminate  in  his  melan- 
choly decease. 

Claudf,'  was  at  the  coach  door  again  in  a  moment  j  and  then  he  found  that 
tie  passengers  wore  prepared  to  hand  to  him  their  valuables. 
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Duval  never  instituted  any  very  scrutinising  search,  to  find  whether  they  gave 
him  all  or  not.  He  was  satisfied  that  he  got  something  worth  his  while ;  so 
he  just  took  what  was  handed  to  him. 

The  young  lady  was  crying,  and  Claude  heard  her. 

"What  is  the  matter,  my  dear?"  he  said.  "  Don't  be  frightened,.  I  beg  of 
you.     There  is  no  danger." 

"It's  my  little  watch,  sir,"  she  said.  " My  pa,  who  is  now  no  more, gave 
it  to  me.     1  don't  like  to  part  with  it." 

"Keep  it,  by  all  means." 

"  But  you  have  got  it." 

"  Have  I  ?  Why  didn't  you  keep  it  ?  Stop,  though ;  if  I  have  it,  I  will 
soon  find  it." 

Claude  hastily  dived  his  hand  in  his  pocket  to  look  for  the  young  lady's 
watch;  and  at  the  moment  that  he  did  so,  he  heard  DickTurpin  call 
out — 

"  Warehawk  !" 

"Ah,  what  is  amiss?"  said  Claude. 

Turpin  was  by  his  side  in  a  moment. 

"Duval,"  he  whispered,  "  there  is  a  troop  of  light  cavalry  coming  down  the 
road.  I  heard  the  tramp  of  the  horses'  feet,  and  rode  on  a  little,  and  met  a 
man  who  told  me  that  the  Princess  Sophia  had  been  robbed,  and  they  were  sent 
frozn  Bayswater  barracks  to  apprehend  three  highwaymen  who  were  upon  the 
road,  and  of  whom  he  begged  me  to  beware.  1  thanked  him,  and  came  back  no 
quicker  than  I  could  to  tell  you," 

"Does  Jack  know?" 

"Yes,  I  have  warned  him." 

"  We  must  be  ofi"  at  once,  then.  But  wait  only  a  moment.  I  am  looking 
for  something." 

"Look  afterwards,  Claude." 

"No — no.     Only  a  moment." 

"All's  right,  Duval.  We  won't  go  without  you,  you  may  depend  ;  but,  still, 
for  your  own  sake  as  well  as  for  ours,  let  me  tell  you  that  there  is  no  time  to 
lose." 

"I  know  it.     Ah,  here  it  is." 

"  What  is  it  ?" 

'' A  little  watch.  My  dear,  here  is  your  watch.  I  have  great  pleasure  ia 
returning  it  to  you." 

"  Oh,  thank  you — thank  you,  sir.  Will  you  take  this  little  brooch  as  a  gift 
from  me  for  your  kindness  V 

"  Certainly  I  will,  and  wear  it,  too," 

"And  take  that  as  agiftirom  me,"  said  the  guard  of  the  coach,  as  he  snapped 
his  blunderbuss  again  at  Claude  ;  but  this  time  it  didn't  go  off  at  all., 

"  D— n  it,"  he  said.  "  What  is  the  matter  with  this  confounded  wretch  of  a 
blunderbuss  V 

"Ah,"  said  the  soldier's  wife,  "you  are  a  nice  boy  for  a  row,  you  are.  I 
watched  you  well,  and  this  time  you  put  in  no  priming,  though  you  did  the 
loading  part  of  the  affair  right  enough." 

"I'm  an  ass,"  said  the  guard, 

"  That's  true,"  said  the  soldier's  wife. 

"  What  is  all  that  about  ?"  said  Turpm.  "  I  thought  I  heard  the  click  of  a 
gun-lock." 

"  It's  nothing,  sir,"  said  the  guard.  "  I  was  only  looking  at  ray  blunderbuss, 
that's  all,  and  feeling  quite  happy  that  when  1  fired  it  at  you  there  was  nothing 
but  powder  in  it." 

"  You  may  congratulate  yourself  upon  that  fact,"  said  Dick.  "'  Are  you 
ready  now,  Claude  V 

"Quiie." 

"  Off,  then.     Jack— Jack  ?" 
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t      "  Here  you  are,"  cried  Jack,  as  he  rode  up  to  them. 

"  Away  ! — away  !  We  don't  want  a  bout  with  the  soldiers,  if  we  can 
help  it." 

"  By  Jove,  I  hear  them,"  said  Claude. 

They  all  three  set  off  at  full  gallop,  and  as  they  had  certainly  the  start  of 
the  troop  of  light  cavalry  that  had  been  despatched  with  such  expedition 
to  lay  hold  of  them,  they  did  not  at  all  despair  of  distancing  them. 

A  very  few  minutes,  indeed,  brought  Claude  and  his  friends  to  Hanwell, 
through  which  village  they  dashed  at  speed,  and  then  Jack  called  out  — 

"Liscen,  Claude.  Your  ears  are  younger  than  mine.  Do  you  hear  anything 
of  these  fellows  ?" 

"No,  Jack." 

"Let's  stop  a  moment,"  said  Dick  Turjiiji.  "It  is  as  well  to  know  what 
we  are  about  ;  and,  for  all  we  know,  they  may  not  be  upon  our  track 
at  all." 

Upon  this,  they  all  three  drew  up,  and  for  the  space  of  about  a  minute,  any 
one  who  could  have  seen  them  might  have  supposed  them  to  be  three  statues 
of  men  on  horseback,  so  perfectly  still  were  both  horses  and  riders  daring  that 
space  of  time. 

"  Nothing,"  said  Claude. 

"Hark!"  said  Dick.     "  Don't  say  that." 

"  Ah,  no — I  don't  say  it  now.  I  hear  the  clank  of  military  accoutrements. 
Something  is  amiss." 

"  They  are  upon  this  road  ;  but  coming  on  with  great  caution.  It  seems  to 
me  that  they  have  divided  their  force,  and,  in  all  probability,  they  are  now  in 
twos  and  threes,  scouring  the  country  ^11  about  this  place." 

"That  is  it.     On— on  !" 

"Lee  us  leave  the  high-road,"  said  Jack.  "About  half-a-mile  further  on 
there  is  a  little  turning  that  leads  on  to  the  banks  of  the  Brent  river.  We  can 
jump  it  at  that  part,  if  it  is  not  swollen  by  rains,  and  if  it  be,  there  will  be  no 
difficulty  in  swimming  the  horses  across  it.  V.  hen  we  are  on  the  other  side 
we  can  get  across  the  fields  to  some  other  road,  and  so  baffle  our  pursuers." 

"  Granted.  That  we  can,"  said  Dick,  "  provided  we  cross  the  Brent,  which 
is  not  so  easy  sometimes  as  it  looks.     But  come  on,  we  can  but  try." 

They  now  trotted  on,  but  by  no  means  put  their  cattle  to  their  utmost  speed, 
for  they  wanted  to  reserve  their  power  as  much  as  possible ;  and  as  it  was 
evident  to  them  tbe  soldiery  were  not  attempting  a  vigorous  pursuit,  but  were 
rather  attempting  to  enclose  them  in  a  circle  of  scouts,  they  did  not  see  aay 
necessity  for  distressing  themselves  by  hard  galloping. 

They  soon  reached  the  spot  which  Jack  had  mentioned  as  being  pretty  close 
to  the  bank  of  the  Brent;  but  the  sight  of  the  little  muddy  river  showed  thai: 
it  was  much  more  swollen  than  they  had  thought  it  was  likely  to  be. 

Their  experienced  eyes  told  them  in  a  moment  that  to  attempt  to  jump  it 
would  be  madness. 

"  It  cannot  be  done  with  a  leap,"  said  Turpin.  "  The  effect  of  such  an  attempt 
would  only  bs  to  come  with  such  force  into  the  water  a  few  feet  from  the  op- 
posite bank  that,  in  all  probability,  the  horse  would  stick  in  the  mud,  and  not 
be  able  to  extricate  himself." 

"Shall  we  try  it  a  little  higher  up?"  said  Jack. 

"  If  you  like." 

They  pursued  the  bank  of  the  little  stream  now  for  some  distance;  but  jui,t 
as  they  ware  about  to  make  up  their  minds  that  if  they  were  to  cross  it  at  ail  it 
niust  be  by  swimming  the  horses  over,  they  heard  the  sudden  clank  of  the 
military  accoutrements  very  close  at  baud  indeed,  and  a  loud  voice  called 
out — 

''Halt!" 

"  By  Jove,  they  have  stolen  a  march  upon  us/'  said  Jack, 

"Fire  !"  said  the  voice  again. 
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Thsy  all  three  immediately  stooped  in  tlieir  saddles  till  their  heads  were  levtl 
with   their  horses'  manes,  and  a  rattlin:^  discharge  of  three  or  four  carbines 
ji  immediately  ensued. 
I        '  All's  right,"  cried  Claude.     *'  Nobody  hit  ?" 

"  All's  right,"  cheerfully  answered  Dick  and  Jack  ;  and  then  Claude  dashed 
at  once  into  the  water. 

The  others  followed  him  at  the  moment,  and  they  all  three  swam  over  ths 
Brent,  and  landed  on  the  other  side  just  as  the  soldiers,  who  were  three  in 
number,  and  under  the  command  of  a  corporal,  reached  the  bank  which  they  had 
left. 

"Fire!"  said  the  corporal  again, 

"  It's  our  turn  next,"  said  Claude. 

Simultaneously  with  the  ringing  discharge  of  the  soldiers'  carbines,  Claude 
and  his  friends  each  fired  a  holster-pistol  at  their  foes  ;  and  then,  without  wait- 
ing to  see  if  they  had  done  any  damage  or  no,  but  quite  saiisfied  with  the  fact 
that  they  were  unhurt,  they  turned,  and  sped  across  the  fields  at  a  great  pace, 
leaping  a  ditch  and  a  couple  of  hedges  that  they  came  to  in  good  style. 

At  the  pace  they  were  going  at,  it  was  not  possible  to  hold  anything  like 
an  animated  conversation,  and  they  each  thought  that  they  had  nothing  to  do  but 
1^0  keep  on  at  such  speed  and  they  would  soon  distance  the  soldiers,  if,  indeed, 
they  were  upon  their  track  at  all. 

The  best  seeming  calculation  concerning  the  affaiis  of  man  is.  however,  at 
the  raeicy  of  some  little  cross  accident,  which  may  scatter  all  the  results  to  the 
winds  ;  and  now  it  so  happened  that  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  were  the 
prey  of  one  of  those  little  accidental  circumstances  which  alter  the  whole  condi- 
tion of  affairs,  and  necessitate  a  totally  contrary  course  of  action  to  that  which 
they  thought  of  pursuing. 

Jack's  horse  stepped  into  a  hole  In  the  ground  and  fell,  throwing  him  partly 
over  its  shoulder,  and  then  rolling  on  to  him.-  The  horse  struggled  to  its  feet 
jignin,  and  stood  still,  trembling ;  but  Jack  lay  apparently  dead,  or  insensible, 
apon  the  green  turf. 

C'aude,  who  was  a  little  in  advance  of  Dick,  did  not  see  the  accident  ;  but 
Turpi n  did,  and  he  called  out— 

'■  Duval — Duval !" 

"'Yes  ?"  said  Claude,  looking  round,  at  the  same  time  that  he  slackened  his 
pace.     "What  is  it  1" 

"  Jpck  is  gone  I" 

"  Good  God  !" 

The  impression  of  Claude   Duval  at  that   moment  was,  that  Jack  was  shot ; 
'jut  then  he  recollected  that  he  had  heard  no  more  firing  ;  so  he  at  once  guessed 
jj  the  true  stale  of  affairs  to  be  that  his  horse  had  fallen. 
ye       •■'  It's  the  horse  has  done  it,"  he  said. 

«<  Yes— yes.      Poor  Jack  •" 
II       Claude  was  soon  at  the  spot,  and  hastily  dismounting,  and  holding  the  bridle 
wi  ©f  his  horse  on  his  arm,  he  said — 
[j       'Mack— Jack!  speak  to  me  :  are  you  hurt  ?" 

f"  Where  am  I  now  ?"  said  Jack,  faintly. 
"  He  is  not  killed,  at  all  events,"  said  Dick.     "  We  must  get  him  into  the 
Krf  saddle  again." 
w       "  Surely,  yes,"  said  Claude.     "Hold  my  horse,  Dick,  while  I  do  the  best  I 

can  for  him. 
'I       Dick   Turpin    held    the    horse,    and     Claude  Duval   lifted  Jack  from  the 
Vi    gro'.ind. 

f'l       "  Co  ne,  Jack,"  he  said,  "  how  do  you  feel  now  ?'* 
j        '•  What  is  it?"  said  Jack. 
j       it  was  quite  evident  from  the  Pall  that  his  faculties  were  rather  in  a  state  ot 
I      confusion. 
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"Why,  don't  you  recollect,  Jack?  We  are  running  off  from  the  soldiers. 
Rouse  yurself  up,  if  yuu  cau." 

"Ah!"^  said  Jack. 

With  ihis  exclamation,  he  fell  across  Claudes  arm  like  a  deadweight,  and  it 
was  evident  that  he  had  faimed.^  Clauds-  was  rat!  er  in  a  state  of  consternatija 
to  know  what  to  be  at. 


No.  168. 
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CHAPTER  CCCXXir. 

THE  MYSXEay    OF    THE    RUIiNTED    MILL    IN    THE    HAUNTED    MEADOW. 

*'PuT  him  on  the  horse,"  cried  Dick.  "You  may  d«,pend  he  will  be  able  to 
ride,  and  bis  brains  will  soon  get  clear  again." 

"But  he  has  fainted,'  cried  Claude. 

**  You  don't  mean  that  ?" 

"  Indeed,  but  I  do,  though ;  and  it  strikes  me  that  we  are  in  a  pretty  con- 
siderable mess,  now,  Dick." 

"  We  are,  indeed.    What  the  deuce  is  to  be  done  ?" 

"Anything  but  desert  Jack." 

"  Certainly.  That  I  necer  thought  of  for  a  moment,  I  assure  you  ;  but  it  is. 
none  the  less  an  awkward  accident  on  that  account." 

"True— true,  Dick.  We  must  get  to  some  p'ace  of  shelter,  and  there  wait 
till  Jack  has  recovered.  I  hope  that  he  is  only  shake,n  a  little  by  the  fall ;  but 
I  fear  that  he  is  worse  hurt  than  that.     Do  you  know  where  we  are?" 

"Not  very  well.  The  fact  is,  Claude,  thi§  is  not  a  part  of  the  country 
that  I  have  been  much  in,  and  the  fi.eM§  §^3i^  mie,  rather,  and  it  is  dark, 
too." 

"  Well,  then,  Dick,  all  we  can  do  is  to  ga  right  on,      I  wjll'  ask  shelter  and 
help  for  him  at  the  first  farm-house  we  come  to," 
1^^,  "  We  can  do  nothing  better,  I  suppose." 

It  was  not  a  very  easy  matter  to  find  a  mode  of  carrying  Jack,  but  at  last 
they  hit  upon  one  which  the  docility  of  the  horses  only  enabled  them  to  carry 
out. 

They  placed  Jack,  insensible  as  he  wasj  upon  the  saddle  of  his  own  horse,  and 
then  they  rode  one  on  each  side  of  him  and  held  him  up,  so  that  they  went  all 
three  abreast,  and  at  rather  a  slow  p^e,^  ioypr  tlje  large  meadow  in  which  thejs 
were. 

Both  Claude  and  Dick  listen^  witltp;^i^#l  i^iterest  for  ajjy  spund  tliat  ijaigbl? 
be  indicative  of  the  proximity  of  their  pursuers,  but  there  was  none,  and 
certamly,  under  the  circumstanees  in  which  they  were  placed,  that  was  an 
immense  relief. 

"If  those  fellows  with  their  carbines  were  only  at  our  b^ncks  now,"  said  Dick, 
*•  they  would  not  find  it  very  difficult  to  make  an  end  of  our  career^" 

"  Indeed  they  would  not,  Dick.  I  fancy  that  just  now  we  are  about  as  help- 
less as  vire  can  very  well  be." 

*'  We  are,  indeed." 

Probably  it  was  the  jolting  of  the  horse  and  the  current  of  cold  air  that  carae- 
across  his  face  which  had  the  elfect  of  partially  reviving  Jack  from  the  state  of 
stupor  into  which  he  had  fallen,  but  he  suddenly  heaved  a  deep  sigh. 

"Ah,  Jack,"  saidGlaiji.de,  "  you  are  coming  round  again.  How  are  you^ 
now,  old  friend  ?" 

"  Swim  the  streainji"  muttered  Jack.     "There— there — fly — firel" 

"  What  do  you  say  P" 

*'  Now — now,  off  again !" 

"  He  is  raving,''  said  Dick. 

"  You  may  depend,  then,  the  fall  has  given  him  atop  on  the  head,"  said 
Clailde,  "  for  he  has  not  spoken  anything  very  rational  since  it  took  place.  I'm 
afraid  Jie  is  more  hurt  than  is  imagined." 

Jack  did  not  speak  again  for  some  few  minutes,  and  then  he  said,  in  a  faint 
voice — 

"  Claude,  where  are  we  now  ?' 

There  was  something  ia  the  tone  of  his  voice,  now,  which  led  Duval  to  think 
that  bis  senses  had  really  coixig  back  to  him,  and  he  replied — 
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"  Why,  Jack,  we  are  in  the  fields.  Do  you  recollect  what  happened  to  you 
^awhile  ago  ? ' 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  do  now.     The  horse  fell." 

"All's  light;  you  will  do  now,  Jack.  Well,  are  you  hurt  much?  Can  you 
feel  any  particular  pain  V 

"No— no,  I — I  am  only  shaken,  I  think.  But  I  hardly  know  yet.  Where 
are  the  soldiers?" 

"  Far  enough  off,  I  hope,  by  this  tirae.  Do  you  think  you  could  ride  without 
help,  Jack,  now  ?" 

Even  as  he  spoke  to  him,  Claude  felt  that  Jack  swayed  heavily  agairi«t  rhis 
arm,  and  as  he  did  not  reply  it  was  pretty  clear  that  he  had  lapsed  again  into 
insensibility,  which  was  indeed  the  case. 

''Poor  fellow,"  said  Claude,  "  it's  of  no  use  to  plague  him.  ;^.e.>haB  gor^ 
oflF  again.'' 

"He  must  be  seriously  injured,"  said  Dick.    "But  just  look  ahead,  Claude, 
and  tell  me  what  you  make  of  that  black-looking  object  against  the  sky?" 
"It's  some  building,  I  suppose." 

"  Yes,  but  it  is  in  an  odd  place  rather,  in  the  middle  of  the  field.  Surely  it 
can't  be  a  homestead  ;  and  yet  I  don"t  know  what  else  it  ought  to  be.'' 

"  It's  too  high,  and  looks  more  like  a  tower  than  a  house,"  said  Claude.  - "  It 
puzzles  me,  and  that's  a  fact." 

"  Let  us  get  towards  it.  We  can  go  as  cautiously  as  we  like.  I  never  saw  so 
odd  a  building  in  the  meadows  before." 

They  now  kept  the  dark-looking  object  well  in  view,  and  went  ratiifer  earefally 
in  the  direction  of  it.     After  a  little,  Claude  said,  rapidly — 
"Why.  it's  a  mill!" 
"A  mill?"  said  Dick. 

"  Yes,  to  be  sure.  Look  closely  at  it  and  you  will  see  thafeit-is.  It  is  some 
old  windmill,  without  a  doubt." 

"  It  is,"  said  Dick.  "  The  idea,  now,  that  so  familiar  an  object  as  that  should 
not  be  at  once  recognised.  Of  course,  it  is  a  dilapidated  mill.  It  is  wiithout 
arms,  and  that  was  what  made  it  fail  to  suggest  the  idea  to  us."  ; 

"No  doubt;  but  it's  a  pity  Jack  is  not  so  far  recovered  that  he  might  give  us 
some  information  about  it,  for,  without  doubt,  mtimate  as  he  is  with  all  the 
suburbs  of  London,  he  would  be  able  to  tell  us  something  concerning  it." 

'■  Call  to  him,"  said  Dick.  "  Who  knows  but  lie  may  be  able  to  speak  to  us 
again?  and  he  is  so  i;ised  to  your  voice,  that  if  he  will  reply  at  all  it  would  be  to 
such  familiar  tones." 

"  Jack !  Jack  V  said  Claude.     "  Can  you  answer  me,  old  friend  ?" 
Jack  made  no  reply. 

"  No,  poor  fellow,  he  can't."  j 

"  Very  well,  then  let  us  get  to  the  mill.  It  will  afford  us  shelter,  and  him 
rest.     What's  that  ?" 

A  low  muttering  sound  in  the  sky  attracted  their  attention ;  and  after  con- 
tinuing for  a  few  moments,  it  broke  into  a  thunder  clap,  and  the  very  air 
seemed  stilled  and  sultry. 

"  A  storm  is  brewing,"  said  Dick. 
"  Not  a  doubt  of  it.     Ah!" 

A  flash  of  lightning  so  bewilderingly  vivid  at  that  moment  lit  up  the  scene, 
that  Claude  and  Dick  were  glad  to  close  their  eyes,  and  the  horses  reared  with 
fright,  and  began  to  plunge  so,  that  it  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty  Dick  and 
Claude  together  could  hold  up  Jack  in  his  saddle. 

While  that  brdiiant  flash  of  light  had  lasted,  though,  they  had  Lad  a  capital 
view  of  the  old  mill  and  the  surrounding  country  beneath  its  vivid  powers. 

Jack  appeared  now,  by  the  lightning  and  the  thunder,  to  be  more  thoroughly- 
recovered  than  he  had  been,  and  cried  out  in  a  strange  voice — 
"  The  storm  rages  !   the  storm  rages !     Death  will  be  the  doom  of  all!" 
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'"  Peace,  Jack,  peace,"  said  Claude,  "  there  is  no  danger  now.  Be  calm,  I 
beg  of  j'ou." 

"  Calm  !"  said  Jack.  "  0\  yes,  I  am  verj'  calm,  indeed.  I  am  so  calm  ! 
When  people  are  in  the  grave  they  must  needs  be  calm,  surely." 

"  He  raves  again,"  said  Dick. 

Another  flash  of  lightning  now  lit  up  the  scene.  It  was  certainly  not  quite  so 
vivid  as  had  been  the  former  one,  but  still  it  was  of  the  same  blue  and  forked 
character,  and  dazzled  the  eyes  of  the  three  highwaymen,  although  it  did  not 
have  the  effect  of  startling  the  horses  quite  so  much  as  the  former  flash  had 
done. 

"  Let  us  get  to  the  mill/'  sail  Dick.  *'  Better  there  than  out  here,  exposed 
to  the  storm.     Hark  !   That  is  indeed  terribly  like  what  we  may  call  thunder." 

"  It  is  awful!"  said  Claude.' 

The  clap  of  thunder  that  had,  at  the  interval  of  about  sixteen  seconds  only, 
followed  the  last  flash  of  lightuing,  was  truly  grand.  It  commenced  with  & 
noise  sDch  as  one  might  suppose  would  be  made  by  the  simultaneous  discharge 
of  a  hundred  pieces  of  heavy  cannon,  and  the  reverberations  of  the  sound  appeared 
xeally  as  though  they  would  never  cease. 

By  the  time,  however,  that  the  last  distant  mutterings  of  the  clap  of  thunder 
were  dying  away  in  the  far-off  horizon,  the  partv  had  reached  the  old  mill,  and 
they  now  saw  sufFcient  of  it,  even  by  the  inefficient  light  that  there  was,  to 
enable  them  to  come  to  the  conclusion  that  it  was  quite  a  ruin,  and  had  been 
long  since  deserted,  so  far  as  any  useful  purpose  was  concerned. 

"  This  is  a  miserable  looking  place,"  said  Dick.  "  It  looKs  as  though  such  a 
storm  as  that  which  has  juit  begun  would  scatter  it  to  fra^jments." 

"  No  doubt,  Dick/'  said  Claude,  "  it  has  weathered  'raaay  such,  though,  and 
■will  weather  many  more.     Hold  Jack,  while  I  dismount,  if  you  please,  Dick/' 

"I  am  better,"  said  Jack,  faintly, 

"  That's  right.    Can  you  sit  without  help?" 

"  I  fear  not." 

Dick  supported  him,  while  Claude  Duval  dismounted,  and  then  he  helped 
him  to  the  ground,  but  Jack  was  still  too  ill  to  stand  without  assistance, 
and  Claude  and  Dick  saw  that  any  attempt  to  make  him  proceed  at  that  time 
•would  be  perfectly  futile,  and  would  most  likely  have  the  effect  of  forcing  them 
in  a  short  time  to  put  up  at  some  place  much  more  inconvenient  than  the  one 
they  were  now  at. 

After  a  brief  consulation,  they  resolved  upon  entering  the  deserted  mill;  but 
they  first  of  all  looked  out  for  some  shelter  for  the  horses,  for  a  heavy  drop  or 
two  of  rain  had  fallen,  and  they  fully  expected  that  the  storm  would  end  m  a 
fearful  shower  of  hail  or  rain. 

After  some  seeking,  they  found  at  a  little  distance  from  the  old  mill  a  shed, 
the  roof  of  which  was  still  in  a  tolerable  state  of  preservation,  and  to  that 
they  led  the  three  horses.  After  entering  the  hut,  they  found  that  there  was  a 
quantity  of  litter  on  the  floor  of  it,  consisting  of  straw,  hay,  dry  leaves,  and  so> 
on,  so  that  it  afforded  every  facility  for  keeping  the  horses  comfortable  for  a  short 
time,  at  all  events. 

The  great  object  was  to  litter  them  in  such  a  manner  that  if  the  storm  should 
incrtase  in  violence  so  as  to  frighten  them  it  might  not  have  the  effect  of  enabling 
them  to  escape  ;  and  this,  with  some  troubie,  Claudethought  he  had  accomplished 
pretty  well. 

The  result  will  show  thit  in  that  expectation  he  was  disappointed. 

They  had  left^  Jack  partially  supported  against  the  doorway  of  the  old  mill, 
but  when  they  came  back  to  him  they  found  that  he  had  sunk  to  the  ground, 
and  when  they^  moved  him  he  gro.aned  heavily. 

"Jack/'  said  Claude,  "  I  am  quite  convinced  that  you  are  hurt,  and  that  it 
is  something  more  than  a  shake  that  you  have  had  from  the  fall  off  your  horse." 

"  1  fenr  so,  too,"  he  said. 

"  Are  you  io  any  palo  ?" 
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"  Yes,  great  pain  in  my  side.     I  fancy  I  have  broke  a  rib  or  two," 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  said  Dick,  "  and  it  is  the  pain  that  the  broken  ends  of 
the  bone  give  you  when  you  are  moved,  Jack,  that  induces  the  faint  feeling  that 
has  several  times  come  over  you." 

••  I  don't  think  1  have  absolutely  fainted,"  said  Jack,  "  for  when  I  felt  quite 
incapable  of  speech  or  movement  I  still  had  a  kind  of  idea  of  what  was  going 
on." 

"  There  is  no  help  for  it.  Jack,"  said  Claude,  *'  you  must  have  rest." 

"  What  place  is  this  ?" 

*•  Why,  It  is  an  old,  ruined,  broken-down  mill." 

«'Amill?" 

"  Yes,  Jack." 

"  Is  there  a  tall  tree  close  to  it,  with  a  dead  branch  at  the  top  of  it  ?" 

"  There  is  a  tall  tree;  but  it  is  too  dark  to  see  the  top  of  it,  though  the  dead 
branch  may  be  there  for  all  we  know  to  the  contrary.  Do  you  know  this  place. 
Jack?" 

"  I  do.  It  is  called  the  haunted  meadow,  and  the  old  mill  is  supposed  to 
be  the  resort  of  supernatural  beings.  No  one  will  venture  near  it  at  night,  and 
particularly  during  the  prevalence  of  any  storm  ;  it  is  said  to  be  haunted  by  the 
most  horrible  forms  belonging  to  another  world." 

"  Well,"  said  Claude,  laughing,  "  we  have  seen  nothing  in  the  shape  of  life, 
either  of  this  world  or  another,  except  ourselves,  yet.  Jack." 

"But  you  may." 

Claude  gave  Dick  a  slight  nudge  with  his  elbow,  as  though  he  would  have 
said — 

"Do  you  hear  how  his  old  superstitious  feelings  cliflg  to  poor  Jack  ?" 

"  Ah,"  said  Dick.  "  But  you  don't  mean  to  say.  Jack,  that  you  can  believe 
in  such  stuff?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Jack. 

Another  flash  of  lightning  now  lit  upon  the  old  mill  and  the  whole  surround- 
ing landscape  with  surpassing  brilliancy,  and  this  time  the  electric  fluid  appeared 
to  spread  itself  out  and  to  linger  in  the  air,  so  that  those  who  were  by  the 
entrance  to  the  old  mill  could  see  quite  clear  for  a  short  space  of  time  the 
building  and  every  object  around  it  as  plainly  as  if  the  sun  of  a  summer's  day 
had  been  shining. 

"  This  is  terrible,"  said  Jack.  "  Why,  there  is  a  stream  here.  You  did  not  tell 
me,  Claude,  that  there  was  a  stream  here." 

Duval  was  about  to  reply  to  him,  but  what  he  would  have  said  was  completely 
drowned  in  the  clap  of  thuader  that  followed  that  vivid  and  beautiful  lightning 
flash. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXIII. 

THE   SPECTEE    FUNERAL    TAKES   PLACE  IN   THE   OLD   MILL. 

Poor  Jack  was  evidently  very  much  put  out  of  his  way  at  the  idea  of  being 
m  the  haunted  mill  during  the  continuance  of  a  storm,  and  without  waiting  to 
hear  what  his  friends  would  say,  he  spoke  as  soon  as  the  reverberations  of  the 
thunder  had  sufficiently  subsided  so  that  his  voice  could  be  heard. 

"  Let  us  leave  this  place  at  once,"  he  said  ;  "  oh,  let  us  leave  this  place,  I 
implore  you  both," 

"  We  cannot.  Jack." 

"Why  not  ?  I  am  better— indeed,  I  am.  Let  me  suffer  what  I  may,  I  shall 
be  content,  so  that  I  ride  away  from  this  place." 

There  was  now  a  strange  rushing  noise  in  the  air,  and  several  very  large  hail- 
stones fell  upon  the  highwaymen. 

"  Here  it  comes,"  said  Dick, 
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"  Yes,  and  we  shall  catch  the  worst  of  the  storm  if  we  don't  get  some  shelter," 
said  Claude.     "  Come,  Jack,  let  me  help  you  to   get  under  cover.     I  beg  that 
you  will  make  no  objection,  but  that  for  our  sakes,  as  well  as  for  your  owDj.you 
II    will  avail  yourself  of  the  shelter  of  the  mill," 

|.  Jack  said  nothing.  The  appeal  that  Claude  bad  made  to  him  was  one  that 
he  could  not  very  well  resist,  notwithstanding  his  great  and  shuddering 
disincliiiation  to  enter  a  place  that  had  so  evil  a  reputation  as  that  haunted 
mill. 

It  is  no  new  thing  to  the  reader,  though,  to  find  that  poor  Jack  is  infected 
by  superstitious  fears.  The  peculiar  incidents  of  his  career  had  given  rise  to 
the  feeling,  and  he  could  not  shake  it  off,  do  what  he  would. 

It  is  a  strange  thing  with  regard  to  superstitious  feelings  such  as  those  that 
beset  poor  Jack,  that  no  experience  will  ever  suffice  to  rid  any  one  of  them.  It 
will  be  found  that  in  no  one  instance  has  this  fear  been  at  all  resisted  by  the 
result  of  any  combination  of  circumstances  ;  but  still,  when  anew  eombinatioa 
arises,  the  fears  still  remain. 

Of  course,  if  one  proof  in  the  shape  of  an  absolute  event  could  ever  be  brought 
forward,  one  would  not  wonder  at  the  feeling  of  superstition  gathering  strength; 
but   when  that   is   impossible,  it   does  seem  strange  Uiat  experience  does  not 
dissipate  it. 
Claude  led  Jack  into  the  mill. 
"  How  cold  it  is,"  said  Duval. 

"Yes,"  said  Dick;  "and  the  place  smells  as  damp  as  the  very  grave.  I 
fancy  it  has  been  a  pretty  considerable  time  since  there  Was  ever  a  fire  in  this 
building." 

"  Well,  it  shan't  be  much  longer,  then,"  said  Claude,  "for  I  will  try  if  I  can't 
light  one  somehow." 

'•No-no,"  said  Jack.     "Oh,  don  t!" 
"  But  you  will  be  as  comfortable  again,  Jack." 
"  Oh,  never  mind  me." 

"But  it  is  you  that  we  do  mind.  You  are  hurt,  and  it's  you  and  your  com- 
mons that  we  must  attend  to  now;  so  don't  say  another  word  about  it — afire 
we  will  have.  You  have  some  phosphorus  matches  about  you.  Jack,  now,  have 
you  not  ?" 

"No.     That  is,  I  think  not." 

"Stuff;  you  mean  yes.     That  .is,  you  think  you  have." 
"  Perhaps  I  have." 
"  Jack — Jack,  produce  the  matches." 

Jack  did  so  with  a  deep  sigh,  for  he  thought  that  the  lighting  a  fire  in  the 
old  mill  argued  the  fact,  that  his  two  friends  thought  of  making  some  stay  in  it, 
which  he  was  most  decidedly  adverse  to. 

"  Now,  then,"  said  Dick,'  "  you  collect  what  dry  rubbish  you  can,  Claude, 
and  I  will  light  a  wax  candle,  and  we  will  soon  see  what  sort  of  a  place  we 
are  in." 

The  bit  of  candle  that  Dick  Turpin  produced  was  soon  lit,  and  after  sheltering 
it  from  any  adverse  blast  of  wind  with  his  hand  for  a  few  moments,  until  the 
flame  had  gathered  strength,  he  held  it  up,  and  let  its  little  rays  illumine  the 
old  mill  as  well  as  possible. 

They  all  three  looked  about  them  now  with  considerable  curiosity,  and  even 
Jack  appeared  to  forget  some  of  his  fears  in  the  interest  ihat  the  old  place 
excited  in   hira. 

It  was  well  worth  the  looking  at,  was  the  lower  portion  of  that  ancient 
structure. 

The  area  of  the  inside  of  the  mill  was  much  larger  than  it  appeared  possible 

to   be.   looking  at  the  building  from  the  outside,  and  at  one  time  it  was  evident 

(hat  it  had  been  firted  up  with  a  much  greater  regard  to   personal  comfort  than 

such  buildings  usually  were. 

The  walls    were  all  pauel'ed  with  oak,  and  the  flooring  was  well  laid  down. 
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At  one  end  there  was   a  large  fire-plaee,  and  some  massive  iron  supports  for 
billets  of  wood  to  be  burnt  upon. 

The  roof  was  one  mass  of  heavy  rafters,  crossing  and  recrossing  each  other  ia 
all  .directions.. 

The  place,  too,  was  not  wholly  destitute  of  some  rude  articles  of  furniture^ 
and,  take  it  altogether,  it  certainly  presented  a  very  desirable  refuge  from  such 
a  storm  as  that  which  was  raging  without. 

That  the  storm  was  raging,  the  three  adventurers  were  put  in  mind  by  such  a 
rattle  of  hail-stones,  that  it  was  impossible  for  some  few  minutes  that  they  could 
have  heard  a  word  that  either  of  them  might  have  addressed  to  each  other. 

Such  a  fall  of  hail,  however,  could  not  possibly  las'!  very  long,  and  it  sud- 
denlv  ceased  as  if  by  magic,  and  all  was  still. 

"  It  is  over  now,"  said  Jack,  faintly. 

Claude  had  placed  Jack  in  a  large,  rough-looking,  old-fashioned,  woodeu 
chair,  by  the  side  of  the  ample  hearth,  upon  which  hearth  he  had  then  a  quantity 
of  rubbish  that  he  found  about  the  floor  of  the  old  mill. 

"Yes,  Jack,''  he  said,  "it  is  over  for  the  moment." 

"It  is  over  for  good,  Claude." 

"  Don't  say  that,  Jack,"  replied  Duval,  who  divined  his  motive,  and  knew 
that  he  wished  at  any  sacrifice  still  to  leave  the  place — '' don't  say  that.  It 
may  begin  again,  and  in  my  opinion  it  will,  too." 

Jack  was  about  to  say  something  in  contradiction  of  this  opmion,  when^ 
as  if  Claude  Duval's  words  had  been  prophetic,  down  came  the  hail  again  with 
greater  clamour  and  speed  than  before,  and  so  much  of  it  found  its  way  down 
the  old  chimney,  and  bounced  into  the  apartment,  if  it  might  be  called  such,  in. 
which  they  were,  that  Jack  was  silent,  and  Claude  found  that  the  task  of  light- 
ing a  fire  was  for  the  moment  out  of  the  question. 

"  This  is  hail,  indeed,"  said  Dick,  as  he  took  up  a  large  mass  of  ice  from  the 
floor. 

"It  is,"  said  Claude  ;  "but  the  storm  will,  in  reality,  be  over  soon,  I  fancy,, 
now.  These  hail-storms  are  generally  brief  enough,  and  the  appearance  of  th& 
hail  is  the  end  of  the  storm." 

"Yes,''  said  Jack,   "and  we  can  go  then." 
f  Claude  made  no  answer  to  this ;  but  taking  the  light  from  Dick,  he  placed  it 
among  the  rubbish  he  had  collected  in  the  ample  fire-place. 

A  dense-like  smoke  rose, ,  and  for  a,  moment  or  two  came  out  into  the  room,. 
and  half  choked  them. 

"  We  shall  be  forced  to  go,"  said  Jack. 

The  chimney  in  a  few  moments  then  began  to  do  its  duty,  and  the  cold  air 
being  forced  out  of  it,  there  was  a  strong  and  steady  draught,  and  the  smoke 
ascended  at  a  great  rate,  and  a  bright  flame  rose  from  the  mass  of  material  upon 
the  hearth. 

"  That  will  do,"  said  Dick. 

"Ah  !"  said  Claude,  "how  cheerful  a  thing  is  a  fire,  after  all !  Now,  Jack^ 
only  look  about  you,  and  own,  old  fellow,  that  we  are  infinitely  better  off  here 
than  in  the  murky  meadows  outside.  The  flame  imparts  quite  an  air  0I  comfort 
even  to  the  old  place." 

"  But  our  pursuers,"  said  Jack.  "  It  would  not  be  very  comfortable  to  have 
them  pop  in  all  of  a  sudden." 

"I  agree  with  you  there,"  said  Dick  ;  "  and  so,  while  you  look  after  the  fire, 
Claude,  I  will  go  out  and  take  a  good  look  about  the  place,  as  well  as  listen 
if  I  can  hear  any  sound  that  may  indicate  the  approach  of  the  soldiers." 

"  They  are  off  our  track,"  said  Claude  ;  "  so  if  they  come  here,  it  will  be  by 
accident  only." 

Dick  went  out';  and  then  Claude  said  to  Jack — 

"  Come,  now,  Jack,  don't  let  Turpin  think  that  you  are  the  slave  of  every 
ridiculous  superstition  that  you  have  ever  heard  of.     For  my  credit's  sake,  as 
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well  as  for  your  own,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  make  an  eiFort  to  shake  .off  such 
foolish  fears." 

"  I  will,  Claude." 

"  You  will  ?  Weil,  then,  if  you  will,  it  is  as  good  as  done  ;  for  superstitioa 
loses  its  power  over  us  as  soon  as  we  have  the  courage  to  dispute  it.  It  is  like 
all  other  miseries.  Jack,  only  powerful  la  so  far  as  we  ehoose  to  submit 
to  it." 

"1  feel,"  said  Jack,  "that  it  is  foolish  to  give  way  to  such  fancies;  but  as 
regards  this  place,  there  is,  I  assure  you,  a  very  fearful  story  told." 

"  Indeed  .'" 

"  Yes,  Claude  ;  and  when  Dick  comes  back,  if  he  should  report  that  all 
seems  to  be  safe,  I  will  let  you  know  it." 

"  Do  so.  Jack ;  and  here  he  comes;  Well,  Dick,  how  do  you  fiad  affairs 
outside?" 

"  Up  to  your  knees  in  wet  and  muck."  , 

"  And  no  news  of  our  foes  ?" 

"  None,  whatever.  It  strikes  me  very  forcibly  that  they  won't  at  all  fancy 
taking  to  the  meadows  in  the  sweet  condition  they  are  in  at  present.  The 
horses,  too^  are  all  right,  and  don't  seem  at  all  put  out  of  the  way  by  the  hail- 
storm." 

"  Very  good ;  and  see  how  the  fire  burns." 

"  It  is  quite  a  cheering  sight." 

"Jack  says  he  will  tell  me  why  this  place  is  called  the  haunted  mill." 

"  Drive  on,  then.  Jack,  and  let  us  know  all  about  it." 

Dick  brought  himself  a  seat,  of  which  there  were  several  in  the  room,  and 
Claude  having  likewise  provided  himself  with  one,  they  both  looked  at  Jack  to 
begin ;  but  just  as  he  was  about  to  do  so,  Duval  said — 

"  How  about  the  broken  ribs,  though,  Jack  ?  it's  too  bad  to  set  a  fellow  to 
story  telling  in  such  a.  state." 

"  Why/'  said  Jack,  "  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  after  all  it  is  only  a  sprain, 
for  it  is  better,  and  I  can  use  my  arm,  at  all  events,  more  freely;  but  there  is  a 
deuce  of  a  lump  on  the  side  of  my  head." 

"  That  was  what  confused  your  faculties  a  little,  Jack." 

"No  doubt  of  it," 

"  Well,  the  story — the  story,"  said  Dick. 

"  You  must  know,  then,"  said  Jack,  "  that  a  murder  has  been  committed  in 
the  mill.  The  fields  all  round  this  spot,  and  the  mill,  and  a  large  mansion 
that  is  not  far  off,  all  belonged  to  a  family  named  Wingrove.  There  were  two 
sons  of  the  proprietor  of  the  place,  and  when  he  died  he  left  all  to  the  younger 
of  the  two,  to  the  exclusion  of  the  elder ;  but  if  the  elder  should  survive  the 
younger,  the  property  was  to  go  to  him,  as  the  old  man  said  that  if  such  should 
happen  be  hoped  the  elder  would  have  acquired  wisdom  and  virtue  by  years, 
%vhich  he  did  not  then  possess." 

"  Hather  harsh,  that,"  said  Dick. 

"  It  was,  and  it  appeared  that  the  elder  son  was  in  some  foreign  land,  but 
hearing  that  his  father  was  dead,  he  came  to  England  and  sent  a  letter  to  his 
younger  brother  to  visit  him  here  at  this  mill,  for  he  set  forth  in  the  letter  that 
he  had  committed  acts  that  made  it  impossible  he  could  shovv  himself  publicly 
in  this  country. 

"  Weil,  they  met  in  the  mill,  and  the  elder  murdered  the  younger  in  the  upper 
floor  of  tliis  very  building,  and  cast  the  body  down  a  trap-door  in  the  ceiling." 

"  A  irap-door  in  the  ceiling  ?  I  wonder  if  it  is  really  here  still,"  said  Claude, 
jisint^. 

"Doa't  look  for  it,"  said  Jack. 

"  Oh,  why  not  ?  Stuff  and  nonsense,  Jack.  Why  not  ?  If  I  really  find  it» 
I  shall  place  much  more  reliance  upon  your  story,  and  if  I  don't  I  shall  placs 
none  at  all  upon  it." 


I- 
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Claude  got  a  lighted  brand  from  the  fire,  and  held  it  up   towards    the  ceiling, 
until  at  last  he  cried  — 
"  Here  it  is." 

'*  Well,  then,"  said  Jack,  "  I  hope  you  are  satisfied,  that's  all." 
"  1  am  so  far." 


DICK.    XUIU'IN    crfASTISES    MR.    MILLS    I'DR    ATTEMPTING    TO    SHOOT   HIM. 

A  strange  howling  noise  was  now  heard,  as  if  from  the  upper  chambers  of  the 
mill,  and  ihen   there  was  a  lumbering  souad  just  abo.e   the  very  trap -doot  of 
which  Jack  had  so  recently  mide  mention. 
i        "What  tlie  deucrt  is  that?"  s;U'il  Claude. 

Dick  and  Jack  had  both  risen  ;  but  tiie   latter  did  not  feel  himself  well  enough 
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to  take  any  active  part  in  what  might  ensue;  so  he  sank  back  again  into  his 
chair  with  a  deep  groan. 

The  noise  had  entirely  ceased  ;  but  that  something  bad  taken  place  in  one  of 
the  upper  chambers  of  the  mill  there  could  be  no  doubt ;  for  as  they  had  all 
heard  the  noise,  if  could  not  be  by  any  possibility  ascribed  merely  to  imagina- 
tion. 

"  Go  on  with  your  story,  Jack,"  said  Claude. 

"  Perhaps  I  had  better  not,"  said  Jack,  faintly. 

"  Oh,  nonsense  !     Let  us  know  it  all." 

"Well,  the  elder  brother  buried  the  youbger  .under  the  floor  of  this  part  of 
the  mill;  but  as  he  was  taking  his  way  to  the  house  after  the  deed  of  blood,  and 
fancying  that  all  would  be  his,  there  came  on  a  storm,  and  he  was  struck  dead 
by  the  lightning." 

"  Serve  him  riihtl" 

"  He  was  .borie#bere  in  the  grave  hehad  made  for  bis  brother,  whose  remains 
were  removed  to  the  family  vault;  but  the  ashes  of  the  murderer  moulder 
beneath  this  flooring,  and  the  funeral  took  place  at  the  dead  of  the  night,  being 
attended  by  some  of  the  old  sepcants  of  the  family ,;2aiM:5si:nce  then  the  mill  is 
haunted  ?by»,tiie  ghosts  of  bothtthe  brothers,  iSEtad  ^eareesajyear  by  the  spectre 
funeral." 


CH^ETER  CCCXXIV. 

THE   SOEUtEES  jFIND   THE    MILL  TOO    HOT  XO  ?t35QED  "iTKE'M. 

"  The  spectEe  >^neEatf 'sassid  Busal ;  ""what  sort  of  a  ghostica-n^lhat  be. 
Jack?" 

"Ah,"  said 'Dick  T^rpin,  "  I  shouldiike  to  know,  I  have  heard  of  many 
ghosts;  but  the:ghost  of  a  funeral  cortege  -must  be  something  rare.  I  wonder 
how  the  ghost  of  a  coffin  looks  ?" 

*'  You  may  laugh  as  you  like," -said  Jaek,  aEOOurnfuUy  ;  "but  it  is  a  fact, 'i 
assure  you." 

"What  ism  fact?" 

"Why,  that  on  the  eveiiTng  ^df^the  murder  at  midnight  the  spectres  of  all 
who  buried  the  dead  body  of  the  murderer  here  appear,  and  go  through  pre- 
cisely the  same  ceremony  then,  that  they  did  originally;  for  they  say  that  his 
spirit  cannot  rest,  as  it  lies  in  unconsecrated  ground,  and  that  those  who  buricJd 
him  can  have  no  peace  till  some  clergyman  comes  upon  one  of  the  annivevsariee^ 
and  reads  the  burial  service  over  the  old  bones  that  lie  beneath  our  feet." 

"Oil — oh '."'Said  both  Claude  and  Turpin,  "  you  do  ?Jiot  realjj  anditriily, 
now,  Jack,  expect  us  to  swallow  that  ?" 

"  Youean  believe  it  not,  as  youplease,"  saidJiack.  "  I  onIy?.te1Kit  to'=yoUras 
it  was  told  to  me,  and  I  always  thought  it  rather  a  fearful  story.  I  don't  feel 
well  enough  to  contend  with  your  unbelief;  hut  1  do  think  that  leven  if  you 
were  to  see  the  spectre  funeral,  you  would  not  belief  it,::ih,€n." 

"You  are  quite  right,-Jaek." 
!|^  *'  Oh,  then,  don't  ask  me  to  tell  you  anything  else." 

"Yes,  we  will,  Jack  ;but;we  need  not  believe  it  for  all  that,  you  know." 

"  Hark  !"  said  Turpin.     "  What  is^ that?' 

Three  distinct  knocks  came  upon  the  floor  of  the  apartment  above  that  which 
they  were  in,  and  then  a  strange,  smothered  scream  burst  upon  the  night  air. 

"There,  there,"  said  Jack.  "I  knew  it — 1  knew  it.  Oh,  let  us  get  away 
from  this  place.  1  tell  you  it  is  haunted,  and  it  cannot  be  a  good  thing  for 
a  living  man  to  mingle  with  the  spirits  of  the  dead.  Come  away — oh,  come  1 
Ah,  1 — fear  1  cannot." 

Jack  made  an  eflfort  to  rise  from  the  chair  upon  which  he  was  sitting  ;  but 
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he  sank  back  in  it  again  on  the  moment,  for  the  hurts  he  had  received  from  the 
fall  of  his  horse  so  disabled  him,  that  he  was  in  anything  but  a  fit  state-to  carry 
out  his  own  advice  to  fly  from  that  haunted  mill. 

All  was  still  again  in  the  upper  part  of  the  mill. 

"  Claude,"  said  Turpin,  in  a  tone  which  showed  how  deeply  his  curiosity 
was  excited,  "  what  do  you  really  think  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  noise  above 
here?" 

"  He  cannot  tell  you,"  said  Jack,  rather  pettishly. 

"  Well,  I  think  I  can.  Some  one  or  more  persons  are  there,  and  they  think 
they  have  a  better  right  to  the  old  mill  than  we  have,  and  so  they  want  to  gei 
rid  of  us." 

"  Oh,  no— no." 

"  Yes,  Jack,  that  is  it,  old  friend  ;  bat  they  won't  succeed  while  such  a  night 
as  this  is  outside,  I  can  tell  them." 

The  same  kind  of  noise  now  sounded  from  above  ;  only  now  instead  of 
the  three  knocks  succeeding  as  though  they  were  all  upot^  the  trap-door,  they 
appeared  to  go  over  the  floor,  and  to  be  in  three  very  dilFerent  parts  of  it. 

Jack  groaned  aloud. 

•'  Oh,"  he  said,  "  I  would  not  be  here  on  the  night  when  the  spectre  funeral 
appears  for  a  trifle." 

"What  night  is  it.  Jack?"  said  Turpin.  *' I  might  feel  inclined  to  come 
just  to  see  the  sight.'' 

"  The  third  of  August,"  said  Jack. 

*'  What  ?" 

"The  third  of  August." 

"Why,  Jack,  do  you  know  what  you  are  saying,  old  fellow  ?  This  is  the 
third  of  August !  Why,  you  will  forget  your  own  name  next.  Jack.  Don't 
you  know  that  this  is  the  very  date  you  mention  ?  Why,  Jack — Jaok,  you  are, 
having  a  joke  with  us." 

"  It's  no  joke  to  him,"  said  Claude.  "I  think  he  has  fainted.  I  will  raise 
a  flame  in  the  fire." 

By  giving  the  fire  rather  a  vigorous  stir,  Claude  Duval  succeeded  in  getting 
up  a  flame  in  it,  by  the  aid  of  which  he  saw  that  Jack  was  looking  very  pale, 
but  bad  not  absolutely  fainted. 

"Why,  Jack,"  he  cried,  "rouseyourself  from  this  torpid  condition.  I  never 
knew  you  so  completely  overcome  by  superstitious  fears  before.  Come — come, 
old  fellow,  laugh  it  ofi"." 

"Tne  very  day  !"  said  Jack,  faintly.  .  "There  is  some  fatality  in  this." 

*'Ha!  hal     Well,  what  then.  Jack  2" 

"What,  then,  do  you  ask,  Claude  Duval?  I  dread  to  think  what  then  I  I 
dread  to  ask  myself  the  question." 

"  I  don't,  then.     Do  you,  Dick  ?" 

"  Not  I." 

Jack  raised  his  hand. 

"  There,"  he  said—"  there  again.    Do  you  hear  that,  both  of  you?" 

"What?— what?" 

"  A  voice  singing.  I  hear  it.  Don't  make  me  think  that  I  am  mad,  and  that 
1  hear  things  that  you  do  not.  There  it  comes  again.  It  is  a  voice  singing 
something  in  a  low,  wailing  accent." 

"  I  do  hear  it,"  said  Claude. 

"And  so  do  I,"  said  Dick  Turpin.  "The  noise  gets  louder,  too,  each 
moment.     There  it  comes  again.     Where  the  deuce  is  it  ?" 

"  Hush  .'—hush  1" 

From  a  very  low,  weak  voice  that  could  scarcely  be  heard,  the  tones  of  some: 
one  singing  a  plaintive  air  became  quite  clearly  perceptible,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
more,  although  they  were  all  rather  at  a  loss  to  say  whether  the  voice  came 
from  above  or  belovr,  orVrom  some  room  upon  the  same  level  with  the  one  they 
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were  ID,  they  could  all  three   plainly  hear   even   the   words  of  the  song,  if  song. 
that  strangely  chanted  melody  could  be  called. 
Those  words  were  as  follows  :  — 

"  The  I'lood  of  a  brottcr 

Will  seek  not  to  rest 
When  shed  by  Ihe  hand 

That  should  shield  the  loved  breast. 
The  cheek  that  is  pale 

Fiom  the  guilt  oi  the  heart, 
Will  never  know  peace 

Till  the  world  shall  depart— 
T|l  time  is  no  more — 
Till  the  seas  cease  to  roar — 
Till  sunk  is  the  shore, 
And  the  world  to  its  core 
,  Ornmbles  into  the  dust." 

Three  frightful  shrieks  concluded  or  put  a  stop  to  this  strange  rhapsody^ 
v?hich,  towards  the  latter  part  of  it,  was  iirfcicuJated  :n  a  most  singular 
fashion. 

"Help! — help  !"  said  Jack. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  know  not ;  but  I  feel — as  if  I  were  choking  in  this  ploce.  For  the 
love  of  Heaven,  let  us  go.  Let  us  go,  I  say  !  What  is  the  time?  Is  it  near 
to  midnight  ?  i  tell  you  both  that  the  spectre  funeral  will  be  here  to-night, 
as  sure  as  we  are  living  men  !" 

"  Stuff  !     Be  quiet,  Jack." 

"I  cannot.     1  implore  you  to  go  from  this  place.". 

"Jack,"  said  Claude,  "there  are  several  reasons  why  we  cannot  comply 
with  your  request,  and  one  of  them  is,  that  to  f^o  so  would  be  to  give  way  to 
superstitions  fears,  which  neither  Turpin  nor  I  feel  at  all  inclined  to  do." 

"Certainly  not,"  said  Turpin. 

•'  But  you  cannot  fight  against  facts,  Claude." 

"  No  ;  but  L  don't  see  the  facts  yet." 

'•Those  noises — those  terrible  shrieks,  and  that  uaearthly  singing.  What 
call  you  all  that  ?" 

"  Nothing  mere,  Jack,  than  I  could  do  myself  at  a  veay  few  moments'  notice, 
if  there  was  any  occas  on  so  to  do  ;  but  if  Turpin  is  of  ray  mind,  he  will  take 
good  care  not  to  leave  this  place  without  some  sort  of  soluiion  of  the  mysteries 
connected  with  it." 

"1  am  of  that  way  of  thinking,"  said  Turpin,  "  and  am  quite  willing  to  >ac- 
company  you,  Claude,  in  a  search  through  the  old  mill." 

"  Come,  then,  I  don't  suppose  that  our  foes,  the  soldiers,  are  likely  to  trouble 
us  here,  so  suppose  we  try  to  discover  what  we  can  of  the  secrets  of  this  place." 

"  And  whai  am  I  to  do  ?"  said  Jack. 

"  If  you  think  yourself  unsafe.  Jack,  we  will  not  leave  you ;  bst  I  must  confess. 
I  see  no  cause  for  such  a  feeling  upon  your  part." 

"Nor  I,"  said  Turpin.  "  Besides,  of  course,  if  we  are  in  the  mill  we  shall  be 
near  enough  to  you,  Jack,  to  hear  you  if  you  see  occasion  to  give  any  alarm." 

"Go— go!" 

"  Take  him  at  his  word,"  whispered  Turpin  to  Claude  Duval.  "  He  must 
be  cured,  if  possible,  of  these  strange  fancies  that  possess  bim,  and  which  really 
have  the  effect  of  warping  his  judji/ment  and  making  his  life  quite  miserable." 

"  Yes,  I  would  do  anything  lo  give  his  imagination  a  different  turn,  but  I  much 
fear  that  it  is  too  late  to  do  so." 

Poor  Jack  now  looked  at  them  both  with  a  gloomy  kind  of  intent  as  they  made 
the  preparations  to  get  to  the  upper  part  of  the  old  mill.  A  very  brief  cxami- 
nalion  assured  them  that  theie  had  been  in  one  corner  of  the  rather  large 
apartment  in  which  they  were  a  staircase,  or  raiher  a  set  of  open   steps  leading 
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to  the  upper  rooms  of  the  building,  but  they  were  there  no  longer,  so  that  there 
did  not  appear  to  be  any  mode  of  reaching  the  rooms  above,  except  through  the 
trap-door  in  the  ceiling. 

"  That  -will  he  our  way,"  said  Claude,  pointing  to  it. 

"  As^^uredly,"  said  Dick  Turpin. 

Jack  merely  held  up  his  hands  and  gave  his  head  a  slight  toss,  as  much  as  to 
say—"  Can  it  be  possible  that  they  are  mad  enough  to  put  their  heads  through 
that  trap  door."  They  observed  him,  but  they  took  no  notice  of  his  rather  ex- 
pressive pantomime  in  disapprobation  of  their  course. 

Claude  dragged  a  table  under  the  trap-door,  and  then  mounted  it.  As  he  did 
so,  a  deep  hollow  voice  of  the  most  uneaitbly  cadences,  suddenly  said— 

"  Beware  1" 

"  Eh  ?"  said  Claude.    «  What?" 

"  Beware !" 

"  Oh,  thank  you.  I  mean  to  keep  a  good  look«out,  and  to  take  all  the  care  of 
myself  I  can." 

"  Beware  !" 

"  That  will  do.    I  heard  you  say  that  before." 

"  Oh  1"  cried  Jack,  "  this  is  truly  terrible.  Three  times  he  has  been  told  to 
beware  !  and  he  treats  the  warning  with  the  most  shameful  levity.  Claude- 
Claude,  the  beings  of  another  world  will  not  be  trifled  with  in  such  a  manner." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Jack,  but  1  really  think  that  I  have  more  grounds  of 
complaint  than  they  have.  They  are  trifling  with  me,  for  they  keep  telling  me 
to  beware !  but  they  do  not  have  the  kindness  to  say  what  of." 

Jack  shut  his  eyes.  He  was  truly  shocked  at  the  mode  in  which  Claud® 
Duval  spoke  of  the  supernatural  world,  and  he  would  not  encourage  hina  by 
eaying  another  word. 

Claude  nodded  to  Turpin,  and  then  said— 

"  See  that  your  pistols  are  in  order,  and  follow  me,  Dick.  We  will,  at  all 
events,  place  ourselves  in  a  position  to  form  a  clearer  opinion  of  affairs  in  this 
place  than  we  can  do  now.    Follow  me  as  closely  as  you  can,  Dick." 


CHAPTER  CCCXXV. 

THE  MYSTEEIES  OF   THE   HAUNTED   MILL  ARE   RATHER  ON   THE   INCREASE. 

By  standing  on  the  table  which  he  had  placed  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
Claude  Duval  found  that  he  was  of  sufficient  height  to  command  the  trap-door 
easily. 

Dick  Turpin  sprang  up  on  to  the  table  by  his  side. 

••  Is  it  open,  Claude?" 

"  Not  yet,  I  am*trying  it." 

The  trap-door  appeared  to  be  quite  fast,  and  situated  as  Claude  Duval  was, 
of  course  he  could  not  bring  much  force  to  bear  against  it,  so  that  a  trifling 
fastening  on  the  other  side  would  have  the  effect  of  holding  it  tolerably  closely 
down. 

"  We  must  get  something  to  force  it  with,"  said  Claude. 

"  Suppose  you  tried  a  pistol-shot  through  it." 

"  I  don't  like  to  do  that,  for,  after  all,  we  don't  know  who  may  be  on  the 
other  side,  and  a  chance  shot  if  it  hits  any  one,  generally  hits  the  wrong 
one." 

"  Well,  there  is  truth  in  that.  But  I  will  get  one  of  those  spare  pieces  of 
wood  that  are  in  yonder  corner  behind  where  Jack  is  now  sitting,  and  by  its 
aid  we  shall  soon  succeed  in  forcing  the  trap-door.  /^  ■ 

"  Do  80 — do  so." 

Dick  Turpin  jumped  off  the  table  to  get  the  piece  of  wood  he  spoke  of,  and 
then  ihere  came  the  mysterious  taps  from  ab  ve  upon  the  trap  door. 
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''That  will  do,"  said  Claude,  "  I  hear  you." 

*'  Rash  mortal,"  said  a  void,  "  once  more  beware.  Desist  from  this  wild 
attempt  to  penetrate  the  mysteries  of  beings  that  are  not  of  this  w,orl<i.  Mortal, 
be  warned,  and  depart  in  peace.'' 

"Thank  you/'  said  Claude,  "  for  the  caution  ;  but  I  feel  quite  a  curiosity  to 
have  a  look  at  yoa,  and  as  I  do  not  coaae  to  you  with  any  mischievous  in' ent,  I 
really  don't  see  what  you  can  have  to  complain  of." 

"Oh!  oh  !"  said  Jack. 

"D — nit!"  cried  Claude,  suddenly,  "what  is  that?" 

He  sprang  from  the  table,  and  then  they  all  saw  descending  from  various  little 
crevices  round  the  trap-door  small  globules  of  blue  light,  each  ooesof  nhich  as 
it  fell  shot  up  from  the  table  into  a  little  flame  of  brilhant  blue. 

A  loud  yell  then  came  from  above,  and  Jack  spraag  up  from  his  chair  as 
though  he  had  not  been  hurt  at  all,  and  shouted  out — 

"There — there  is  one  of  them  !" 

"One  of  what?"  said  Claude. 

Jack  gave  the  fire  a  plunging  kick  with  his  heavy  riding-boot,  which  made  it 
shoot  up  into  a  flame  again,  and  then  they  all  three  sa^  reaching  down  from  the 
trap-door,  which  was  opened  about  six  inches  to  allow  of  it  passing,;  a  hand  and 
arm,  but  a  perfect  skeleton. 

There  were  the  log  bony  fingers,  and  the  double  bone  of  the  fore  arm,  yellovp 
with  the  marks  of  decay.     Not  a  particle  of  flesh  was  upon  that  aum. 

"  Clutch  me,"  said  a  voice,  "and  come  to  the  dead." 

The  hand  waved  to  aud  fro  as  if  seeking  for  some  one  whom  it  might  lay 
hold  of  below. 

Now,  without  being  superstitious  at  all,  any  one  might  be  rather  surprised  at 
such  a  little  incident  as  this,  and  it  was  no  wonder  then  that  both  Claude  Duval 
and  Dick  Turpin  continued  to  look  at  the  strange  sight  before  them  without  getting 
upon  the  table  again. 

Dick  appeared  to  be  the  most  thoroughly  astounded  of  the  two';  and  the  hand, 
after  making  as  it  appeared  several  ineffectual  grasps  to  try  and  get  hold  of 
somebody,  was  withdrawn,  and  the  blue  lights  went  out. 

Claude  drew  a  long  breath,  and  then  he  said — 

"Dick,  old  fiiend,  what  is  your  opinion  of  all  this  ?'' 

"  I  have,"  said  Dick,  as  he  sneezed  terrifically,  "  a  very  powerful  opinioa 
regarding  the  blue  lights.  They  owed  their  origin  to  brimstone,  I  can 
swear." 

"  I  thought  I  smelt  brimstone." 

"  You  only  thought  you  did  ?  Oh,  well,  it  is  possible  that  some  current  o 
air  sets  this  way,  and  so  brings  the  greatest  quantity  of  it  to  my  nose  ;  but  I 
doubt  if  I  shall  smell  anything  else  for  a  week  to  come." 

"  But  the  hand,  Dick— the  skeleton  hand  ?      What  do  you  think  of  that  ?"* 

"Ah — what!"  groanad  Jack. 

"  Why,  nothing." 

*•  Nothing  can  come  of  nothing,  Dick.  You  do  not  think  it  was  anythina: 
supernatural  ?" 

*'  I  think  it  was  a  real  skeleton  hand,  but  I  suspect  that  there  was'no  skeleton 
body  attached  to  it.  Nothing  could  be  very  well  easier  than  to  probe  a  skeleton 
hand  and  arm  through  the  trap-door,  and  to  wave  it  about." 

"  That  is  true." 

"But  a  mere  supposition,"  groaned  Jack.  j 

Claude  Duval  appeared  for  a  moment  or  two  buried  fn  thought,  aadi^then  he 
said,  sharply — 

"  I  will  not  give  way  to  this  delusion — T  will  not  leave  this  place  with  even  the 
doubt  upon  my  mind  concerning  the  character  of  these  sights  and  sounds.  I 
will  know  that  they  are  explainable  by  natural  and  human  means,  or  I  will 
lurther  have  grounds  for  believing  that  they  feelongto  the  supernatural." 
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"Oh,  Claude,  you  don't  know  your  danger,"  said  Jack.  '^  What  if  the 
s»pernatural  beings  who  may  be  above  in  this  mill  do  you  an  injury?" 

"  I  don't  believe  they  can,  even  if  there  be  such.  Things  that  have  no  substance 
cannot  injure  .0iy  body  surely ;  and  as  for  my  soul,  they  cannot  harm  it— 

'  Being  a  thing  immortal  as  themselves,' 

as  the  man  in  the  play  says;  and,  therefore,  I  will  not  hesiiate." 

Claude  Duval  now  set  about  making  his  way  through  the  trap-door,  and  cer- 
tainly by  so  doing  he  displayed  an  amount  of  courage  which  very  few  in  his 
situation  in  that  ill-omened  and  ill-reputed  place  could  possibly  have  cotn- 
manded. 

Dick  had  already  provided  himself  with  rather  a  thick  piece  of  the  trunk  of  a 
tree,  and  Claude  Duval  now  took  it  from  hira  and  sprang  upon  the  table  again. 
With  such  an  example  before  his  eyes,  Dick  Turpin  did  not  scruple  to  follow  at 
once. 

Claude  then  spoke  in  a  loud  voice — 

•'  Hark  you  1"  he  cried.  "  I  address  you  who  are  above  there.  We  are  well 
armed,  and  upon  the  slightest  attempt  to  attack  us  or  to  do  us  any  injury,  we 
are  likely  to  retaliate  in  a  way  that  will  be  more  energetic  than  pleasanc." 

All  was  still. 

"  I  may  add,  too,"  said  Claude,  after  the  pause  of  a  moment  or  two.  "I 
may  add,  if  it  be  of  any  importance  to  you  to  know  that  much,  that  we  are  in 
no  way  connected  with  the  constabulary  or  the  law." 

Still  no  reply. 

"  Now  .'or  it,  then,"  said  Claude. 

The  piece  of  wood  made  a  most  powerful  kind  of  battering- r&m  even  in  the 
awkward  position  in  which  Duval  stood  to  use  it;  and  after  the  third  blow  with, 
it  upon  the  trap-^doorit  burst  open  with  a  crash. 

"  All's  right,"  said  Claude. 

"  1  have  ray  pisto!s  ready,"  said  Dick. 

Claude  did  not  think  that  anything  was  to  be  gained  by^delay,  so  he  caught 
h,oldof  the  sides  of  the  trap-door  and  drew  his  head  and  shoulders  through  the 
opening  into  the  upper  apartment  ot  the  mill. 

"  A  light,  Jack  !''  cried  Dick.  "  There  is  a  bit  of  wax  candle.  Light  it,  and 
hanJ  it  up  to  me,  here." 

Certainly  the  state  of  affairs  was  now  such  as  might  we'll  have  aroused 
every  latent  feeling  of  superstition  that  might  be  in  the  minds  of  Claude  Duvul 
and  Dick  'i'urpin. 

It  is  not  in  human  nature  to  entirely  divest  itself  of  such  a  feeling;  and  an 
imagination  that  would  h&  free  of  all  such  sensations  would  be  a  phenomenon 
such  as  the  world  has  not  yet  ever  seen. 

J&ck  lit  the  piece  of  wax  candle  that  Dick  Turpin  threw  to  him,  and  held  it 
up  towards  the  trap-door. 

"  Take  this,  Claude,"  said  Turpin.  "  I  suppose  it  is  dark  enough  up  there, 
is  it  not?" 

"  As  pitch,"  said  Claude. 

"  Oh,  come  down,"  said  Jack. 

"Not  just  yet.     Ilather,  do  you  come  up." 

"I  will,"  said  Turpin,  and  he -scrambled  up  in  the  same  way  that  Claude 
Duval  had  done. 

"  Hold  the  lii/ht  higher,  Claude." 

"Yes— yes.  Oh,  God!  v/hat  is  that?  .Look,  Dick,  look!  What  do  you 
make  of  ;t,  eh?" 

They  both  crouched  down  by  the  trap-door,  and  at  about  twenty  paces  from 
them  they  saw  by  the  dim  light  that  the  piece  of  wax  candle  gave  tliem  a  tall 
figure  in  a  dark-coloured  kind  of  mantle,  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  and 
regarding  them  both  with  a  fixed  and  stony  gaze. 
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It  was  impossible  that  any  one  could  look  at  the  face  oF  that  figure  for  a 
moment  and  believe  that  it  was  human. 

"  There  is  more  in  this  than  1  thought,"  said  Claude.  "  Dick  I  what-* 
what  is  it  ?" 

"  By  heavens  I  know  not." 

"  I  will  speak  to  it.    What  are  you  ?     Speak  if  you  can,  and  dare  do  so.* 

All  was  still. 

Claude  drew  a  pistol  from  his  pocket,  and  levelling  it  a,  the  figure,  he  cried 
out— ' 

"  I  swear  by  my  life  that  if  you  do  not  give  some  token  of  who  and  what  you 
are,  I  will  fire!" 

The  figure  did  not  move,  and  Claude  fired  direct  at  its  chest. 

The  concussion  of  air  put  the  little  light  out,  but  there  stood  the  figure  as  it 
liad  stood  before,  with  a  strange  blueish  kind  of  halo  of  light  about  it,  as  if  it 
extended  from  its  surface. 

"  It  is  HDt  human,"  said  Dick. 

The  figure  vanished. 

*'  A  light — a  light  I"  cried  Dick.    "  We  must  not  be  in  the  dark  here  !* 

"  Ililloa — hilloa  I"  cried  Jack  from  below*  "Claude — Claude!  Dick,  1 
say,  Dick  !" 

"  It  is  the  voice  of  Jack,"  said  Claude.  "  Something  has  happened  below. 
What  is  it.  Jack  ?" 

"  l^he  soldiers !' 

«' The  what.?'*  "      , 

"  The  soldiers  are  close  at  hand.  I  have  been  to  the  outside  of  the  mill.  It 
is  coming  down  it  torrents,  and  they  are  coming  rapidly  across  the  meadow,  in 
this  direction.     They  are  certain  to  take  shelter  here,  and  we  are  losl." 

*'  Not  so  ;  you  must  come  up  here,  Jack." 

"  But— but— " 

"  Hang  it,  this  is  no  time  for  buts.  As  yet,  if  that  be  what  you  want  to  know, 
•we  have  seen  nothing  more  than  ourselves  up  in  this  loft,  so  don't  hesitate,  old 
friend,  I  beg  of  you." 

Jack,  notwithstanding  all  his  superstitious  fears,  could  not  help  feeling  that 
hh  only  safety  from  the  clear  and  tangible  dangers  below,  vi^as  by  scrambling 
as  well  as  he  could  through  the  trap-door.  This  he  succeeded  in  doing  pretty 
irell,  with  Duval's  assistance ;  and  that  he  did  so  without  putting  himself  to 
much  inconvenience,  was  a  pretty  good  proof  that,  however  he  m.ight  ^have  been 
shaken  by  the  fall  of  his  horse,  no  bones  were  broken. 

It  was  very  satisfactory  to  Claude  Duval  to  see  Jack  better. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXVI. 

a-HE    SOLDIERS    ARRIVE'    AT    THE      MILL,     AND    JUST    MISS     THE    HIGHWAYMEN. 

The  rain  had,  some  short  time  before  the  period  when  Jack  had  called  up 
through  the  trap-door  to  let  his  friends  know  that  the  soldiers  were  at  hand, 
ceased  in  a  great  measure,  and  the  friends  had  been  led  to  believe  that  the  most 
of  the  rain  was  over. 

That  belief,  however,  turned  out  to  be  completely  fallacious ;  and  in  so  desperate 
a  climate  for  changes  as  ours,  it  is  no  wonder  at  all  that  it  did  so. 

He  would  need  be  a  bold  man  who  in  England  would  take  upon  himself  to  say 
what  the  weather  was  about  to  be,  from  what  it  appeared  at  any  moment. 

Now  the  rattle  of  the  shower  upon  the  top  of  the  old  mill  made  such  a  racket, 
that  although  Claude  Duval  and  his  two  friends  were  j'et  one  story  removed 
Irom  it,  they  could  hardly  for  a  few  moments  hear  each  other  speak  for  the 
tunauU, 
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i  That  ?tate  of  thin>^s.  however,  did  not  last  very  long,  for  although  it  still 
rained  verv  fiercely,  the  wa'er  came  down  in  smaller  particles,  and  did  not  strike 
so  forcibly  against  the  building. 

f'  Oh.  but  the  trap-door,"  said  Jack;  "  shut  it  at  once,  or  we  shall  be  seen  by 
the  soldiers." 


THE    ATTACK    OF    THE    OFFICF.RS    UPON    THE    BAHaiCADT, 


"  Are  you  sure  now,  Jack,  that  they  are  really  coming  ?" 
"I  saw  them."  "" 

"  Well,  that  i?  proof  positive,  and  do'vn  goes  the  tmp-door.* 
"  Stav,"  said  Dick  Turpin.     "■  It  will   be  .x  v,Ty  easy  thing  to  leave   it  open 
just  so  far  as  to  enable  us  to  bear  what  is  going  on  below,  and  yet  not  8  >  far 
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thttt  it  can  be  supposed  to  be  otherwise  than  shut.     Allow  me,  Claude.     That 
will  do  it." 

Dick  placed  a  little  piece  of  wood  that  he   found  in  the  Mill-loft  in  such  a 

position  that  it  held  open  the  trap-door  to  the  extent  of  about  half  an  inch, 

{  wbich  was  quite  sufficient  for  the  purpose  of  reconnoitring  through,  or  iisfening 

to  the  occurrences  below,  but  yet  was  so  narrow  an  opening,  that  by  looking 

'  from  the  room  beneath  upwards  it  ■was  quite  out  of  the  question  that  it  should 

be  observed. 

All  was  now  complete  darkness  in  the  loft,  with  the  exception  of  an  occasional 
fitful  gleam  of  light,.tbat  made  its  way  through  the  small  space  that,  the  trap- 
door was  open  when,ft  flame  would  shoot  up  in  the  fjce  that;tkeyjhadi4ifljil^d 
below.  _  ■' 

"  Oh,  Claude/'  said  Jack  inraA;agitated  whi|per,  "  you. h^ve  seen  SQ:mething 
here,  although  yop  will  not  tell  me  that  you  have.  Is  it. not  so  ?  Teil:m,e.truly^ 
I  beg  of  you." 

"Weliav«." 

"  I  koewit !  ricnewit,     Hal" 

"  Th^e  it  is  again,"  said  Dicfc. 

The  same  figure  that  they  had  before  seen,  aAtl'^w^feich 'TCaa;.evidfJit]|y'pr0of 
against  a, pistol, bullet,, now  .presented  its.elf  to  tlmr  - HotiQe,  a.t;:the  fai;th.er,fefldj3f 
the  old  loft. 

Jack  sank, down, almo«t>to  the  floor  with,  terror,  and  his  teeth  chattered  in  his^ 
head,  ^  he,gaz,ed  at  the  awful  spectacle.  Claude  and  Dick,  too,  began  to  thijtic 
that  it  must  indeed  be  some  being  of  ariotlser  world,  however  unwillij^vife^iy 
■were  to  yield  to  such  a  fancy. 

"  Past !    past  !  pa^t  !"  saida  deep,  hollow  voice. 

Then  there  came  one  of  the  strange  and  terrible  screani;^,  .«uehi:^S?tfe«y  h.a^,.^' 
before  heard  with  feelings,  of  alarm,  and  the  figure  vanished. 

'•  Oh,  .Heaven  !"  exclaimed  Jack,  "  save  our;reaso:n.     It  is  said,  that Vit  i-ssMt- 
possible  for  aught  human  to  look  upon  a  being  of  another  world,  and  still  pjpie-..; 
serve  that  reasori  which  belongs  to  the  inhabitrntSiof  this  earth.;  and  nqw  -t^t-,: 
we  have  looked  upon  such  a  spectre,  weshall  go  mad— mad !" 

"  I:beg,.  your  pardon  Jack,"  ?aid  Claude.  "  Yoja. ma,y; go  ta?td~^m3^i  lit  ij&vt 
likej  but  I  don't  intend  to  do  any  sujch  thjng,  nqr  1  don't  tbiftk  Dici;vwiliyQJft^ 
withyouin  Bucli.  au  intention.!" 

"Certainly  not,"  said  Dick, 

"Hush!"  said. Claude.     "  Here  iS  some  tangible  dangerrat  last,     Ja.c^;,was 
;  right  about  the  soldiers.     The  soldiers  are  at' the  door  of. the- mill." 

"There  is  a  light  here,  my  men,"  said  a. voice  below.  "  Wemj^yfiii^ssjQjne 
one  who, can  give  us  shelter  till  the, weather, clears  a-little-     IVtarch  !" 

The  tramp  of  feet  in  the  lower  part  of  the  mill  now  proclaimed  the  fact  that 
the  soldiers  who  were  in  p.ufsuit  ,of  the  highwaymen. were  there,  .and,tlt?tt;3. 
little  dJiarp  voice  cried  out'-=-- 

^'It'^  quite  clear  tome,  Mr..Sejgieaii{i  thait».tke;.rEtscals  c&rxmi^hs=m<s^yifm'tfM; 
and  I:hop.e  you   will  rt^siumetbe-^sjch  for :thefla!as  soon  as  this  pelting  raittis; 
I  over." 

"  Plague  take  them  !"  said  the  sergeant. 

"  So  say  I,"  resumed  the  voice  ;  "but  as  I  am  a  professional  man,  I  assure 
you,  Mr.  Sergeant,  upon  my  reputation,  that  you  could  not  possibly  in  anywise, 
notwithstanding,  do  a  more  acceptable  service  to  society  as  aforesaid  than  by 
catching  these  thieves." 

"  Ah,  you  are  a  lawyer,  Mr.  White,"  said  the  sergeant,  "  and  it's  all  in  the 
way  of  your  business;  but  we  don't  like  it." 

"There's  no  one  here,"  said  the  corporal,  who  had  attentively  examined  the 
room;  "  but  there  wouldn't  be  a  fire  unless  some  one  had  been  here  recently. 
It's  a  shelter,  at  all  events." 

Claude  peeped  through  the  small  opening  in  the  trap-door,  and  he  saw  the 
soldiers    below,  and   a  little  meagre-faced  man  dressed    in    black,   and  whose 
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clothes  shone  very  much  with  the  rain,   who  he  rightly  conjectured  to  be  the 
Mr.  White  mentioned  by  the  sergeant  a  few  moments  before.  J 

The  soldiers  were  drying  their  accoutrements  by  the  fircj  and  swearing  dread- 
fully at  the  duty  they  were  upon. 

"  We  must  get  out  of  this,"  whispered  Dick. 

"Yes,  but  how?"  said  Claude. 

"Well,  1  don't  know  just  yet;  but  there  is  one  proposition  that  I  think  will 
be  pretty  evident,  and  that  is,  that  if  we  do  not  make  the  mill  too  hot  to  hold 
the  soldiers,  they  will  make  it  too  hot  to  hold  us." 

"  True  enough  ;  but  yet  I  own  that  I  am :  rather  puzzledto-know  what  to  be 
-at.    Where  is  Jack  ?" 

"Here,"  said  Jack,  faintly.     "It  has  gone." 

"He  can  think  of  nothing  but  that  ghost,"  said  Dick,  "It  is  ofno  lise  to 
-say  anything  to  him,  Giaude.  What  are  they  doing  helow  now  ?  They  are 
making  a  great  noise." 

"  They  are  breaking  ap  the  old  chairs  and  tables,  and  heaping  them  on  to  the 
fire.  They  don't  seeoi  very  particular  about  how  they  get  up  a  good  blaze,  I 
must  confess.  I  wonder  Mr.  White's  proiessSonal  feelings  are  not  outraged  by 
such  proceedings." 

One  would  almost  have  thought  that  the  attorney,  for  such  he  evidently  wa% 
had  heard  Claude,  for  he  said  at  once — 

*•  You  will  excuse  me,  1  am  sure,  in  what  I  am  going  to  say  to  you  ;  but  I 
cannot  help  remarking  that  this  conduct  is  very  illegal — I  may  say,  strikingly 
illegal— Hem  1" 

"  What  conduct,  Mr.  White  ?"  said  the  sergeant. 

"  What  conduct  ?  Why,  the  breaking  up  of  people's  furniture  to  feed  a  fire. 
I  can  assure  you  that  an  action  could  be  opened,  and  you,  as  the  defaulters, 
would  find  that  you  had  no  defence." 

"  Stuff !"  said  the  sergeant. 

The  fire  blazed  freely  in  the  old  chimney  of  the  mill ;  and  then  Dick  Turpin 
whispered  to  Claude  Duval — 

"I  say,  Claude,  I  have  thought  of  a  plan,  if  we  could  only  manage  to  carry 
it  out,  which  would  make  the  stay  of  these  fellows  below  in  the  mill  as  short  as 
.possible." 

"  What  is  it  ?"     ' 

"If  we  could  only  stop  the  draught  of  the  chimney,  they  would  soon  be 
half  smothered,  f  can  smell  the  odour  of  wet  straw  which  they  are  now 
heaping  on  to  the  fire-place." 

"  J t  might  be  tried.  Taere  is  one  other  story  above  this,  and  if  we  could  get 
there,  there  would  be  do  great  difficulty  in  reaching  the  top  of  the  mill,  surely. 
It  is  worth  making  the  efi^ort." 

"  It  is,  surely.     What  are  they  about,  now,  Claude?'' 

"  Ah,  one  of  them  has  lit  a  torch,  and  they  are  are  proceeding  to  make  a 
careful  examination  of  the  mill.  If  we  are  to  do  anything  like  what  you  hctve 
suggested,  it  ought  to  be  done  at  once." 

At  this  moment  a  tremendous  uproar  ensued  in  the  lower  part  of  the  mill, 
and  the  soldiers  who  were  clustered  round  the  fire  all  started  up  on  the  moment, 
and  ran  to  where  they  had  piled  their  firelocks.  The  fire  was  nearly  extin- 
quished,  and  the  apartment  was  filled  with  smoke  and  soot.  A  large  portion 
of  the  wall  just  abore  the  fire-place  feel  right  out  with  a  crash,  and  the  greatest 
confusion  prevailed  in  the  place. 

The  mill  appeared  to  be  shaken  to  its  foundations. 

"  What  on  earth  is  all  that  ?"  said  Dick. 

"  God  only  knows,"  said  Claude,  as  he  hastily  withdrew  the  piece  of  wood 
that  had  held  the  trap-door  a  little  way  open  and  let  it  close  cautiously. 

"  Don't  do  that,  Claude,"  said  Dick,  "we  can  neither  hear  nor  see  now. 
Open  the  trap  again." 

"We  shall  be  smothered  by  smoke  and  soot  if  we  do.     It  was  coming  up  thia  , 
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y^ay  in  dense  volumes.    Wait  a  little  until  it  ha&  cleared  somewhat,  and  then  I 
'will  open  the  trap  agaiD." 

Notwithstanding  that  the  trap-door  was  shut,  they  could  hear  tolerably 
distinctly  the  noise  of  the  soldiers  below.  The  little  cracked  tones  of  Mr.  White,, 
too,  came  pretty  plainly  to  their  ears; 

"  Oh,  dear — oh,  dear  I"  he  cried.  "  What  is  all  this  about  ?  What  is  taking 
place,  now,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  The  blessed  mill  is  certainly  falling  down, 
and  no  mistake." 

For  a  few  moments  even  Claude  and  Dick,  who  neither  of  them  lost  their 
presence  of  mind,  were  rather  at  a  loss  to  account  for  the  sudden  noise  and  con* 
,  fusion  that  had  occurred  ;  but  Dick,  after  a  few  moments'  consideration,  said— 

*' Claude,  that  was  an  explosion  of  gunpowder,  I  feel  quite  certain.  There 
can  be  no  mistake  about  it  now  ;  I  smell  it  quite  plainly." 

The  stale  of  affairs  was  now  anything  but  very  pleasant  to  any  of  the  parties 
in  the  old  mill.  That  some  gunpowder  had,  by  some  means,  been  lodged  in  the 
chimney,  and  had  suddenly  exploded  by  the  aid  of  the  large  fire  that  the  soldiers 
made  with  the  chairs  and  tables,  appeared  to  be  a  proposition  concerning  which 
there  could  be  no  doubt. 

The  unmistakable  smell  of  exploded  powder  pervaded  the  whole  structure. 

Such  an  odour  was  not  likely  to  escape  the  practised  noses  of  the  soldiers  |; 
and  after  the  first  surprise  had  gone  off,  the  sergeant  cried  out — 

**  Why,  it's  powder,  my  men.  We  have  hit  upon  a  mine.  I  suppose  we  shall' 
be  all  blown  to  Jericho  soon  if  we  don't  look  out." 

The  men  seized  their  muskets  and  mechanically  formed  in  line ;  but  as  there 
was  no  appearance  of  any  enemy,  they  could  only  look  at  each  other  with  in- 
quiring eyes  by  the  light  of  one  of  the  links  they  bad  with  them,  and  which  had 
withstood  the  concussion  of  air  caused  by  the  explosion. 

After  all,  the  principal  part  of  the  concussion  had  expended  its  fury  up  the 
ample  chimney  of  the  old  mill,  or,  no  doubt,  it  would  have  done  some  very 
serious  damage  to  those  who  were  assembled  in  the  room  so  immediately  con- 
tagious to  the  scene  of  it. 

Mr.  White,  though,  the  attorney,  who  was  with  t^e  soldiers,  and  who  had 
been  compelled  to  accompany  them  by  a  magistrate  to  whom  he  acted  in  the 
capacity  of  clerk,  was  in  the  most  abject  state  of  fear,  now,  and  considered  that 
his  life  was  scarcely  worth  a  moments  purchase  under  the  then  exciting  state  of 
things. 

*•  Ob,  goodness  gracious !"  he  said,  "do  come  away  out  of  this  place.  It's 
only  a  question  between  fire  and  water,  and  if  you  don't  prefer  the  latter,  I  don*t 
know  what  you  can  possibly  be  thinking  about.  Oh,  come— come,  my  good 
fellows  ;  isn't  it  better  by  far  to  be  carried  up  outside  than  to  be  blown  up 
inside?" 

"  It's  all  over,"  said  the  sergeant. 
i  "  Oh— oh  !  is  it  ?    You  don't  say  so  ?'* 

"Yes,  I  think  it  is,  by  Jove  !" 
*•  "Then,  good-bye,"  said  Mr.  White,  who  by  the  words  "  It's  all  over"  of  the 
sergeantthought  he  meant  that  there  was  no  hope  for  them  in  this  world;  and  as  he 
knew  that,  being  alawyer,  t^ere  was  no  hope  for  him  in  the  next,  he  gave  himself 
up  quite  to  despair,  and  fell  flat  on  bis  back  in  a  corner  of  the  room  on  a  great 
heap  of  damp  straw. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXVII. 

THE   SPECTRE   PUNEHAL   ACTUALLY   MAKES    ITS    APPEARANCE. 

Ip  the  situation  of  himself  and  friends  had  not  been  quite  so  criticeil  as  it 
was,  Claude  would  have  been  rather  amused  than  otherwise  at  the  abject  fears 
of  Mr,  White  ;  but  he  felt  that  he  had  other  things  to  attend  to  of  more  im- 
portance than  the  ludicrous  agitation  of  the  attorney. 
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After  what  had  happened,  it  was  quite  clear  that  the  soldiers  would  not  be 
content  to  sit  down  so  quietly  in  the  place  as  they  were  before.  The  sergeant 
soon  confirmed  such  an  opinion. 

*•  My  lads,"  he  said,  '•  this  little  bit  of  an  explosion  has  done  no  harm,  as  it 
happens,  to  any  of  us  ;  but  it  shows  us  that  there  is  something  else  in  the  place 
but  old  tables  and  chairs  and  rats — gunpowder  don't  get  into  a  chijaney  without 
hands  ;  and  it  is  just  possible  we  may  find  something  worth  looking  for  if  we 
bestir  ourselves,  for  we  ought  not  to  forget  that  we  are  promised  fifty  pounds 
among  us  if  we  bring  in  the  highwaymen,  dead  or  alive." 

The  soldiers  expressed  their  assent  to  this  proposition,  and  Mr.  White,  looking 
faintly  up,  said — 

"  What  was  that  you  said  about  fifty  pounds,  sergeant  ?  If  there  is  any 
money  going,  don't  forget  me,  Abraham  White,  Esq.,  an  attorney  of  the  Courts 
of  Westminster." 

"  Go  to  the  devil !"  said  the  sergeant. 

•'  Oh,  I  feel  that  I  am  going  there,"  sighed  Mr.  White,  as  he  sank  back  again 
upon  the  wet  straw. 

"  My  lads,"  added  the  sergeant,  "  in  such  an  affair  as  this,  I  know  you  will 
do  best  without  precise  orders  when  you  know  what  you  have  to  do ;  and  so,  I 
say,  search  the  mill  right  through,  and  let  us  see  if  we  cannot  find  these  gun-> 
powder  gentlemen." 
jy  "Ah,  we  will  have  them  !"  said  the  soldiers. 

*'  Hold !"  said  a  deep,  hollow  voice,  that  was  of  such  tremendous  violence 
as  regarded  sound,  that  it  might  have  come  from  a  giant  of  awful  proportions. 

Claude  and  Dick  both  started,  and  looked  around  them,  but  all  was  quiet 
and  solemnly  dark  in  the  loft,  and  yet  the  sound  seemed  wonderfully  close  at 
hand.  As  for  the  soldiers,  they  all  paused,  and  remained  in  precisely  the  same 
attitudes  m  which  the  sound  had  caught  them,  as  though  it  had  had  the  faculty 
of  turning  them  suddenly  to  stone. 

Mr.  White  pulled  some  of  the  wet  straw  right  over  his  face,  and  kicked  con- 
vulsively ;  for  now,  indeed,  he  thought  that  his  time  was  surely  come,  and  that 
Old  Nick  himself  had  taken  the.  trouble  to  fetch  him. 

"Hold!"  said  the  voice  again,  and  then  it  died  away  in  rumbling  echoes, 
through  the  old  mill. 

"  The  devil !"  said  the  sergeant. 

*'  That's  it,'*  groaned  Mr.  White. 

The  soldiers  handled  their  muskets,  and  looked  now  at  each  other  with 
doubt.  Each  one  sought  to  gather  from  the  face  of  his  neighbour  some  ex- 
planation of  the  strange  sound  that  had  seemed  to  come  from  no  mortal  lips. 

"Sergeant,"  said  the  corporal,  "  what  do  you  take  that  to  be?" 

" Some  trick  of  the  enemy,"  said  the  sergeant,  as  he  drew  his  sword,  "and 
I  don't  intend  to  let  it  scare  me  from  the  mill.  I  am  only  the  more  convinced 
that  we  shall  not  have  come  here  in  vain,  though  it  was  accident  that  led  ua  ta 
this  place." 

"Very  well,"  said  the  corporal.  "  I'm  willing  and  ready  for  anything." 
I.  ««  Will  you  all  follow  me  ?" 
^ .  "  We  will,  sergeant,"  said  the  men — '*  we  will." 

"  Come  on,  then." 

The  sergeant  turned  round  three  or  four  times,  now,  and  seemed  rather 
puzzled  to  know  where  to  lead  the  men  to,  now  that  he  had  got  their  consent 
to  follow  him.  He  seemed  rather  to  have  assumed  than  been  at  all  really  aware 
that  there  was  any  mode  of  leaving  that  apartment  of  the  mill  except  the  one  by 
•which  they  had  entered  it,  and  "which  led  out  into  the  open  air  again,  and  that 
was  not  where  they  wanted  to  go. 
,   '*  Hilloa !"  he  said,  "  I  don't  see  any  way  up  stairs." 

•'  Nor  I,  either,"  said  the  corporal. 

"  The  deuce  take  it !" 

Mr.  White  groaned  and  kicked  again,  as  he  murmured — 
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"They  are  speaking  about  him  again.  1  heard  him  say  something  about  the 
deuce.     I'm  an  undone  lawyer!" 

"Let's  have  a  good  look  about  the  place  with  the  aid  of  the  link,"  added 
the  corporal.  "  There  is  surely  some  way  of  getting  to  the  upper  story  of  the 
mill." 

The  link  was  held  high  up,  and  then  several  of  them  saw  the  trap-door  at 
once,  and  the  corporal  cried  out — 

"  Here's  the  way.  There's  a  door  in  the  ceiling,  and  it  isn't  very  liigh  ;  so 
we  shall  easily  enough  get  up  to  it." 

"  Come  on,'  then,"  said  the  sergeant.  "  On  with  you,  my  lads,  as  quick  as 
you  can." 

Now,  Claude  and  his  friends  heard  all  this  quite  plainly,  and  they  felt  that 
it  was  time  for  them  to  make  some  sort  of  movement  in  the  matter,  if  they 
did  not  want  to  come  into  actual  collision  with  the  soldiers,  which  they  certainly 
did  not. 

"This  won't  do,"  said  Dick.  "This  place  will  be  too  hot  to  hold  us  in  a 
little  time,  Claude." 

"  Yes,  we  must  get  out  of  it;  but  how  I  really  know  not.  You  must  light 
your  wax  tapers,  Dick,  and  see  if  there  is  any  ladder  or  trap-door  into  the  loft 
above." 

"Yes,  that  is  it." 

Dick  lit  a  taper,  and  held  it  up  as  high  as  he  could;  and  then  in  one  remote 
corner  they  saw  a  something  hanging  from  the  ceiling;  but  it  did  not  look  like 
a  ladder. 

"  There  is  something,"  said  Dick.     "  Come  on." 

"No,"  said  Jack,  suddenly  layitig  his  hand  upon  Dick's  arm.  "The 
soldiers  will  be  here  through  the  trap-door  before  we  can  detefttiine  what  to  do. 
I  can  hear  tiiem,  now,  piling  up  furniture,  so  as  to  get  up  to  it ;  and  if  they 
had  not  so  wantonly  knocked  to  pieces  the  table  by  the  aid  of  which  we  got 
here,  they  might  have  been  with  us  bj  this  time ;  but  they  have  used  that  for 
fire-wood" 

"  What  is  to  be  done  ?"  said  Claude.  "  We  have  no  means  of  making  the  trap 
fast,  that  I  can  see.  If  it  had  now  but  a  couple  of  good  bolts,  it  would  give 
them  some  little  trouble  ;  but,  as  it  is,  we  cannot  hold  it  down." 

"  Yes,  we  can,"  said  Jack.  "  I  will  soon  show  you  how.  You  and  Dick  can 
hold  down  the  trap,  while  I  go  and  look  for  some  means  of  leaving  this  place,  if 
such  are  to  be  found." 

As  he  spoke,  Jack  came  to  a  pile  of  wood,  that  was  in  one  corner  of  the  lofC, 
and  returned  with  a  long  flat  piece,  which  he  laid  over  the  trap-door.  It  extended 
some  three  feet  over  it  on  each  side. 

"  Now,  Claude,"  he  said,  "  do  you  stand  on  one  end  of  this  piece  of  timber, 
and  you,  Dick,  on  the  other ;  and  I  will  then  defy  any  force  that  they  have  below 
to  move  the  trap," 

"  Good,"  said  Claude,  as  he  stood  upon  one  end  of  the  piece  of  wood.  "  I 
rather  think  you  are  right  enough  there,  Jack.  The  pressure  they  will  have  to 
contend  against  will  be  immense." 

Dick  took  possession  of  the  ot&er  end  of  the  timber,  so  that  the  trap-door  was 
held  down  by  a  power  equal  to  their  united  weights — and  they  were  neither  of 
them  very  light  men.  The  piece  of  timber  was  quite  thick  enough  to  put  any 
doubt  of  its  being  broken  quite  of  the  question. 

They  could  hear  the  soldiers  making  of  the  broken  furniture  below  some  sort 
of  platform  to  stand  upon,  to  open  the  trap-door  from  ;  and  the  sergeant  called 
out — 

"  Now,  my  lads,  I  think  that  will  do.     Up  with  you." 

There  was  a  general  scrambling,  and  then  the  corporal  called  out— 

"  It's  as  fast  as  a  rock," 

"  The  devil  it  is  !" 

••  I  knew  it !"  said  Mr.  White.    "  He  says,  '  The  devil  it  is  1'    Oh!  oh!" 
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The  soldiers  paid  not  the  slightest  attention  to  the  condition  of  Mr.  White, 
nor  to  anything  he  said  or  did.  They  were  too  intent  upon  the  work  they  had 
set  themselves. 

"  It  can  but  be  bolted  above,"  said  the  sergeant.  "  A  blow  with  the  butt  of  a 
musket  will  open  it." 

Bang  !  bang!  came  two  heavy  blows  with  the  brass-bound  butt  of  one  of  the 
muskets.    But,  although  the  trap-door  creaked  and  shivered,  it  did  not  open. 

"  Why,  it's  got  a  house  a  top  of  it,"  said  the  corporal. 

"  Shall  I  send  a  bullet  through  it  ?"  said  one  of  the  men. 

"Ah.  do." 
'   Bang !  went  the  musket,  and. crack  throi^h  the  trap-door  came  the  bullet,  and 
lodged  in  the  ceiling  of  the  loft. 

Dick  and  Claude  did  not  utter  a  word  ;  but  they  looked  rather  anxiously  for 
the  return  of  Jack,  to  tell  them  if  he  had  found  any  means  of  reaching  the  upper 
floor  of  the  mill.  It  was  just  after  the  musket-shot  had  been  fired,  that  Jack 
came  back.     He  spoke  in  a  whisper — 

■  "  Come,"  he  said,  "there  is  a  rope  hanging  from  the  edge  of  an  opening  in 
yonder  corner,  that  leads  to  a  small  oddly  shaped  loft  above.  There  is  no  diffi- 
culty in  getting  up." 

"  All's  right." 

"  Stop,"  said  Dick  ;  "  if  we  leave  this  place  they  will  open  the  trap." 

"  No.  They  will' rest  contented  with  the  ascertained  fact  that  it  is  too  fast  to 
move.    Let  us  go." 

Dick  and  Claude  stealthily  stepped  off  the  piece  of  timber,  and  followed  Jack 
to  the  corner  of  the  loft,  where  the  rope  hung. 

"  Jt  is  quite  fast  and  strong,"  said  Jack.    "  I  have  been  up." 

"That  will  do.    We  will  follow  you.'' 

",No-^no  ;  1  will  follow  you  both." 

"This  is  no  time  to  dispute  about  precedence,"  said  Claude,  as  belaid  hold  of 
the  rope,  and  with  great  quickness  drew  hims#f  up  into  a  very  curiously  shaped 
little  chamber — a  loft  at  the  very  top  of  the  mill.  Dick  followed  him  ;  and  then 
came  Jack,  who  drew  up  the  rope  after  him,  and  cut  it  from  the  iron  hook  to 
which  it  had  been  securely  fastened. 

The  soldiers  were  now  in  deep  consultation  as  to  the  best  mod3  of  forcing  open 
the  trap-door,  which  they  thought  to  be  so  fast,  but  which  in  reality  would  now 
have  opened  with  a  touch. 

It  was  quite  ridiculous  tothink  how  they  must  be  eyeing  it,  and  shaking  their 
heads,  and  wondering  what  held  it  so  powerfullj',  for  no  bolts  could  have  resisted 
the  attack  they  had  made  upon  it. 

"  Now  for  a  light,  again,  Dick,"  said  Claude,  "  that  we  may  see  where  we  are. 
It  seems  an  odd  place,  rather." 

Dick  re-illumined  one  of  the  little  bits  of  wax  candle  that  he  had  with  him,  and 
then  they  saw  the  loft  that  they  were  in.  The  sides  of  it  were  nothing  but  what 
is  called  weather-boarding;  and  the  top  was  the  centre  of  the  mill.  Some  sliding 
panels- of  wood  at  the  sides,  something  in  shape  like  the  port- holes  of  a  ship,  let 
in  air ;  and  when  Jack  opened  one  of  tiiem,  he  found  that  it  let  in  a  great  deal 
more  than  air,  for  he  was  nearly  smothered  by  a  terrible  quantity  of  smoke,  that 
came  puffing  into  the  loft. 

A  little  exammation  let  them  see  that  the  top  of  a  chimney  was  just  at  that 
spot;  and  as  the  fire  in  the  lower  room  was  the  only  one  in  the  mill,  they  could 
come  to  no  other  conclusion  than  that  the  chimney  before  them  was  the  one 
communicating  with  it. 

Jack  shut  the  sliding  shutter  quickly  enough,  and  Dick  opened  one  opposite  to 
itj  which  soon  let  out  the  choking  vapour  that  the  other  bad  let  in,  owing  to  the 
wind  being  in  that  quarter.  .  The  rain  was  still  coming  down. 

Indeed,  whathaa  appeared  to  be  a  mere  storm  and  which  would  have  been  ex- 
pected to  be  soon  over,  now  seemed  to  have  altered  Us  character,  for  the  night  was 
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as  black  as  pitch,  and  the  rain  came  down  with  such  a  steady  pelt  that  it  promised 
continuance  for  an  unlimited  period  of  time. 

Yet  they  all  three  were  glad  to  lean  out  at  the  port-hole,  if  it  may  be  called 
9ucb,  in  the  wall  of  that  uppermost  story  of  the  mill,  and  breathe  the  cool  fresh 
air,  which,  loaded  with  moisture  as  it  was,  was  yet  very  refreshing  and  invigor- 
ating to  them. 

The  soldiersi  in  the  meantime,  were  not  idle. 

By  the  advice  of  the  corporal,  four  of  them  brought  their  muskets  to  bear  upon 
the  trap-door  in  the  ceilmg  all  at  once,  and  they  gave  it  such  a  blow,  thinking 
that  it  was  of  course  as  fast  as  it  was  before,  that  when  it  suddenly  yielded,  as 
-it  of  course  did,  and  flew  open,  they  all  four  outstretched  themselves,  and  down 
they  fell  off  the  tables  and  chairs  they  had  piled  up  on  to  the  floor  of  the  lower 
room. 

•'  Murder !"  cried  Mr.  White. 

*'  What's  the  matter,  now  ?"  said  the  sergeant. 

The  coporal,  who  was  one  of  the  four  who  had  fallen,  sab^ip  and  rubbed  his 
head,  as  be  said—  '  » 

"  The  devil's  in  the  trap-door !  Why,  it  yielded  this  time  to  a  touch,  and 
^ew  right  away  as  if  it  had  never  been  fastened  at  ali.  I  can't  make  it  out.' 

The  others  who  had  come  down  with  such  a  crash  looked  at  each  other  rather 
ruefully,  and  felt  anything  but  composed  by  the  circumstance. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXVIII. 

THB   CONFEDERATES  MAKB  THEIR   ESCAPE     FROM:   THE     HAUNTED   MILL. 

Claude  Duval  and  his  two  friends,  in  the  uppermost  story  of  the  old 
haunted  mill,  heard  that  something  had  gone  rather  amiss  with  their  foes  upon 
the  basement  by  the  noise  that  had  come  upon  their  ears ;  but  what  it  was  that 
was  so  much  amiss  they  had  no  means  of  exactly  coming  at. 

•'  You  may  depend  that  they  have  had  a  fall,"  said  Dick  Turpin,  "  or  they 
would  not  make  all  that  noise." 

"  No  doubt  of  it,"  said  Jack,  *'  and  I  only  wish  it  had  been  from  the  top  of 
the  mill  to  the  bottom  of  it,  for  then  they  would  get  rather  sick  of'  the  job  of 
hunting  as  in  the  vray  they  are  now  doing." 

"We  will  sicken  them,"  said  Claude,  "in  a  quicker,  but  yet,  I  doubt  not, 
quite  as  effectual  a  way,  as  if  they  had  the  fall  you  talk  of.  Jack." 

"  How  so,  Claude  ?  I  can't  exactly  see  how  you  are  ro  get  at  them  from  here." 

"  Then  I  will  show  you,  Jack.  In  the  first  place,  I  think  that  with  a  very  little 
trouble  we  might  get  out  of  one  of  these  openings — or  windows,  I  suppose  we 
may  from  courtesy  call  them— and  get  right  on  to  the  top  of  the  old  building. 
When  there,  I  don't  think  it  is  at  all  likely  they  will  see  us,  or  even  suspect  that 
"we  are  there." 

"  Well,  that  will  do  for  one  thing ;  but  if  they  take  a  fancy  to  stay  till  daylight 
in  the  room  below,  why,  then,  I  fancy  they  will  be  able  to  see  us," 

"  That  I  don't  at  all  intend  to  let  them  do,  unless  they  are  more  independent 
of  ordinary  comforts  than  I  think  they  are.  What  do  you  say  to  smoking  them 
out  ?" 

"  Smoking  them  out  ?" 

"  Yes,  Jack,  There  is  the  chimney  top,  within  arms-length  of  us ;  and  it 
strikes  me  that  if  we  stop  it  up,  the  smoke  will  make  its  way  anywhere  but  up 
here  ;  and  that  the  soldiers  will  find  it  not  the  most  pleasant  sort  of  atmosphere 
to  breathe  in.    What  do  you  say  ?" 

"Doit." 

**  And  you,  Dick  ?'» 

"  Anything  to  annoy  the  enemy.   If  they  are  at  all  prudent,  even,  they  will  go 
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after  such  a  smother  as  they  wil!  soon  find  themselves  in.  Let  us  now  set 
about  it."  J 

I  They  commenced  looking  about  the  o'd  loft  of  the  mill  to  see  if  they  coyld  find 
anythinsr  that  would  answer  the  purpose  of  stopping  the  chimnev;  and  after 
awhile,  Dick  sai  I  in  a  cheerful  Voice  — 

I  "  Here  are  the  means  all  capitally  at  han.l  Now,  I  have  lit  uion  a  heap  of 
old  corn  sacks.  They  are  so  damp  by  lying  lung  here,  that  they  quite  stick  to- 
gether,  and  arj  as  inouldering  as  it  is  possible  to  conceive  ihera  to  be.  They  are 
the  very  thing." 

"  H  ush  ! "  said  Jack  ;  "  I  hear  our  enemies  m  the  room  below  this.  Be  careful 
now  you  move  and  speak." 


No.  171. 
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Thejr  all  three  listened  now  attentively,  and  they  heard  the  voice  of  the  sergeant 
say — 

"Come  en,  ray  man.  There  is  nobody  here.  Come  on.  You  must  have  loosened 
the  trap  before,  and  that  was  what  made  it  give  way  so  easily  now.  Up  with 
you." 

"  They  eome,"  said  Dick,  "  Quick,  Claude !  Open  the  casement  opposite  to 
the  chimney  top,  and  I  will  lower  the  sacks  into  it.    Quick  !  quick  !" 

Claude  opened  the  shutter  that  closed  the  opening  by  the  chimney,  and  a  paft 
of  horribly  thick  smoke  from  the  v.et  straw  that  the  soldiers  had  imprudently 
flung  on  the  fire,  came  in  their  faces. 

Dick  held  his  breath  for  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  he  thrust  one  of  the  sacks 
into  the  chimney  ;  but  it  disappeared. 

'•  D — n  it !"  said  Dick  5-  "  that's  gmie  down.'.', 

"  All  the  better,  Dick.  It  will  carry  with  it. a  capital  dose  of  soot  and  smoke. 
Picice  another  over  the  top," 

"It-is  done.  Fuff!  what  a  smother!  Ahl  it  lis'clemno;  off  from  us,  now.  I 
will  Warrant  that  no  more  of  the  smoke  will  get  Gut  this  way." 

A.curretit  of  clear  cold  air  set  now  in  at  the  open  casement,  and  it  was  very 
grateful  to  the  senses  of  Jack,  and  Dick,:and  Claude,  after  the  terrible  smother 
of  smoke  that  they  had  had  to  endure  for  the  few  moments  before-. 

Ther  effest  upon  the  soldiers  of  sendio?  all  the  smoke  into  the  mill,  instead.of 
up  the  chiraney,  now  hadtobe  waitedfof:?  but  it -wats^quite  out  of .  the  qufestion. 
that  raanv  minutes  mast  ^elapse  before  it  took  place;  , 

The  ne'xtobject  that  Claude,  and  his  friends  hsd  wa3:to  fo^dwap:|bh■e^c;pl^tE.oi-r 
operations,  and  geinout^at  the  top  of  th-€!  mfil>  so  that  wb^n  the  topipoMsMfc  ■ 
should  be  searched;iJth*dy:'8h<iuld  not  be  found. 

It  was  not  a  veryjea&yithihg  tO'do  in  the  dark,  but  yet  there  were  many  places::- 
for  the  foot  to  get'^a  fittmriiold,^!and  for  thehands  to  gripe  ;  and  if  there  had  beett:- 
but  a  gleam  of-light^uffiiJient  to  enable  them  io  see  what-they  were  abtiut,:  ihef  y 
would  have  fouadiiihe  task- to  turn  more  easy. 

As  it  was,  however;  ,th'^re.  was  no  time  to  think.  ofo<iifiidulties,:^a!dth'^y;  set: '. 
about  it  with  right  good  will.  -  -  ~ 

They  all  tbMerffelt  thiti their  only  chaxiee  of-.safetyr ky  in  the.fact  that^tte: 
soldiers  did;  hot --knowthtiy  were  there,  howeventh^irisRrgeant  might  suspect  suchdi 
a  thing  to^  be  possibie:  '  If:  they  were;  once:8eeninoP.;e.flirse5 there  would  bsjoo;--' 
hope  of  escape,  for  the  soldierawo.uJdset.about;thBir  destruction  or  their  captratere 
in  sucha  professional  manner,  that^ne^ofjtteotfadrfwf  suchcontingeacies  wouiriid 

"L^-megff  first,"  said  Claudei-  *' T  irnra  pretfej^good  handatelimbiagii^ndJ 
I  will  take  th^  rope  with  mE;thatvwe'''.cat-i!away ..from  the  iron  hook  atathi^iea*- 
trance  to' this  loft:  I  tnay  possibiJ'ifiifth'Somir  place  to  fasten  it  to,  so  thatitJwiHi'i 
be  of  tteS: greatest  possibife  assistance. toiyou> both J^ 

"Do3<%:Claude,"saidTarpinv" and; be  quick,  whatever  j'oado;';' 

Thus  Qrged,  not  that  indeed  he  wanted  any  urging  at  all  in  tberaat^ter,  Claude 
Duvalgotout;t)fth6  window  on  the  opposite  side  to  where  the  chimney  was 
situated  ;;  and  then  he  found,  the  moment  he  got  on  the  outside,  that  there  was 
a  rude  kind  of  railing  there,  bj  the  aid  of  which  it  was  an  easy  enough  matter 
to  reach  the  top  of  the  mill,  where  there  was  a  flat  spice  of  about  eight  feet 
square,  likewise  protected  by  a  railing. 

"Dick!  Dick  I"  he  said. 

"Yes.  Claude?"  .^   •  , 

"  You  and  Jack  can  come  up  at  once  ;  it's  as  safe  as  anythmg  can  possibly  be. 
Indeed,  it  is  a  little  too  safe,  for  our  foes  may  take  it  into  their  heads  to  have  a 
look  here." 

Dick  followed  Claude,  and  Jack  came  after  him,  so  that  in  a  few  moments, 
without  any  danger  at  all,  they  were  on  the  top  of  the  mill  ;  and  as  the-r  eyes 
got  accustomed  to  the  dim  night  light,  they  could  see  with  what  facility  the 
post  which  they  had  chosen  might'be  reached,  and  they  felt  that  if  there  was  to 
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hz  a  real  search  of  the  building,  they  had  hardly  bettered  their  position  by 
getting'  where  they  now  were. 

"  Tliis  won't  do,"  said  Claude. 

"Not  at  all,"  said  Dick.  "If  they  choose  to  come  after  us,  why  they  can  ; 
and  when  they  can  find  us  they  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  go  down  below  and 
pop  at  us  with  their  muskets  till  they  hit,  or  until  we  give  in  and  let  them 
take  us." 

"That  they  shall  not,"  said  Claude, 

'■  Stop  a  bit,"  said  Jack.  "  It  is  that  bit  of  railing  th-at  makes  it  so  easy  to  get 
up  here." 

"It  is." 

"  Then  I  will  put  an  end  to  that  pretty  quickly.  It  is  as  rotten  as  it  can  be, 
and  I  thought  it  would  have  given  way  with  me." 

As  he  spoke,  Jack  sat  down  on  the  extreme  verge  of  the  roof  of  the  mill,  and 
v.'hcn  in  this  position,  he  could  just,  with  the  heel  of  his  boot  reach  one  of  the 
principal  supports  of  the  railing. 

■'Now,"  he  said,  "  one  kick  and  it  is  gone," 

"Do  it,"  jjaid  Dick. 

Jack  gave  the  kick,  and  ihe  railing,  although  it  did  not  go,  only  hung  on  by 
a  small  portion  of  the  fastening.  The  weight  of  a  cat  would  have  sent  it  down 
ia  one  mass. 

"  Hush  I  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "that  noise  will  betray  us.;  Don't  do  that  again, 
you  can't  think  how  that  will  .sound  in  the  mill,     lie  quiet^^whatever  you  do." 

"  I  did  not  think  of  that,"  said  Jack.  "  I  'WiU  not  touch  it  again,  but  it  will 
be  no  help  to  any  one,  for  woe  be  to  him  who  trusts  to  it." 

"Corne  back,  Jack,"  said  Turpin,  in  a  low  voice.  "I  can  hear  the  soldiers  in 
the  loft  quite  plainly." 

They  now  all  three  crouched  down  on  the  top  of  the  mill,  so  that  they  could 
not  have  been  seen  against  the  night  clouds,  and  they  watched  the  course  of 
evenis  with  no  small  degree  of  interest. 

Upon  the  occurrences  of  the  next  ten  minutes  hung  the  question  to  them  of 
life  and  death — for  capture  was  death,  and  escape  only  was  life. 

The  soldiers,  in  ihe  meantime,  had  recovered,  fi^om  the  panic  that  the  fall  from 
the  trap  door  had  occasioned  them,  and  had  followed  the  sergeant  into  the  room 
above  ;  but  there,  although  they  brought  a  lighted  link  with  them,  they  found  no 
traces  of  the  men  whom  they  sought. 

The  sergeant  called  to  the  attorney — 

"Mr.  VVh  te— Mr.  While,  I  say." 

"  Yes,  if  you  please,"  groaned  the  attorney,  "  I  am  heie.  Don't  put  me  in  a 
very  hot  place,  I  beg  of  yon." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?'' 

"  Oh,  dear,  good  Mr.  Devil,  you  know  what  I  mean  well  enough,  I  mean  that 
I  am  a  professional  man,  if  you  please — I  mean  that.  Oh,  dear,  have  the  good- 
ness to  spare  ray  feelings.  If  1  can  give  you  any  advice  ac  any  time  I'm  sureJ 
should  be  most  happy,  my  dear  sir.  I  am  not  absolutely  on  the  grill,  now,  in  a 
manner  of  speaking,  but  I  am  quite  warm  enough,  I  beg  to  assure  you,  sir." 

"  The  fellow  is  mad,"  said  the  sergeant. 

"  He  thinks,"  said  the  corporal,  "  that  it's  ail  up  with  him,  and  that  he  has 
gone  down  below  to  a  certain  old  gentlemaa's  dominions,  and  nothing  will  root 
it  out  of  his  head." 

"  Then  let  him  be  where  he  is." 

"  Yes,  it's  the  best  thing." 

'■  Now,  my  men,"  said  the  sergeant,  "I  don't  mean  to  go  so  far  as  to  say 
that  those  rascals  we  are  looking  for  are  in  the  mill,  but  that  there  are  some 
persons  hare,  I  think,  we  have  heard  enough  to  feel  pretty  well  convinced,  and, 
at  all  events,  we  will  search  it.   Hold  the  light  higher,  and  Lt  us  look  about  us." 

The  soldier  who  carried  the  link  held  it  high  up  above  his  head,  and  it  cast  a 
livid  and  uncertain  glare  over  the  whole  chanaber. 
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That  room  was  of  the  same  size  as  the  one  below  it,  for  it  was  not  until  the 
building  got  higher  than  that  that  it  began  to  taper  towards  the  top.  One  of 
the  walls,  however,  was  oflF  the  perpendicular  considerably,  so  that  it  seemed  as 
if  that  side  of  the  mill  were  built  very  much  inwards. 

"There's  nothing  here,"  said  the  corporal,  as  shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand 
from  the  too  great  glare  of  the  link,  he  looked  carefully  about  him. 

A  deep,  hollow  groan,  coming  as  if  from  some  one  actually  in  the  room,  now 
filled  up  the  pause  Immediately  succeeding  the  corporal's  brief  remark. 

They  all  started. 

"  What  is  that  ?"  said  the  sergeant. 

**  None  of  us,"  said  the  soldier  with  the  link.  "  The  groan  seemed  to  come 
from  over  in  yonder  corner." 

The  sergeant  drew  his  sword,  and  stepped  boldly  forward,  and  made  a  thrust 
at  the  wall. 

"  Now,  you  cowardly  rascals,'*  he  said,  *'  come  out,  if  you  are  hiding:  here 
anywhere— come  out  and  show  yourselves,  and  don't  be  trying  any  of  your 
mountebank  tricks  upon  us." 

A  shriek  of  terrible  laughter  rang  through  the  place,  and  the  soldiers  looked 
at  each  other  with  dismay,  while  he  who  held  the  link  stepped  two  steps  towards 
the  trap-door,  as  though  he  meditated  making  his  escape  from  the  place. 

'*  Halt !"  said  the  sergeant. 

The  men  all  stood  perfectly  still. 

"  Why,  my  men,"  he  then  added,  "  you  are  not  quite  so  foolish,  surely,  as  to 
believe  that  there  is  anything  supernatural  in  this  mill,  I  hope  i  All  these  are  but 
tricks  to  scare  us  from  our  pursuit.*' 

The  corporal  coughed  and  whiped  his  eyes,  and  the  men  began  to  breathe 
with  difficulty  ,  and  then  one  of  them  said — 

"  Why,  the  place  is  filling  with  smoke  as  fast  as  it  can,    1  am  half  choked.'  J 


CHAPTER  CCCXXIX. 

CLAUDE  DUVAL   MAKES   MR.   WHITE   VERY  USEFUL  IN   AN  EMERGENCY.  ) 

The  effect  of  the  stoppage  of  the  chimney  was  now  beginning  to  be  but  too 
apparent  to  those  who  had  to  endare  it.  The  atmosphere  was  becoming  im- 
pregnated  with  dense  volumes  of  smoke,  that  not  only  impeded  the  breath  by 
its  acrimonious  nature,  but  affected  the  eyes  of  the  soldiers  very  sensibly. 

Mr.  White,  who  still  lay  upon  his  back  in  the  room  below,  escaped  much  of 
the  effects  of  the  smoke  that  was  now  coming  out  of  the  fire-place  in  volleys, 
because  it  had  a  tendency,  of  course,  to  ascend,  and  the  open  trap-door  acted 
almcst  like  a  fiue,  in  drawing  it  up  to  the  loft. 

'»  "  What  the  deuce  is  all  this  ?"  said  the  sergeant  coughing,   and  holding  a 
handkerchief  to  his  mouth.     "  Is  the  mill  on  fire  ?" 

"  I  shouldn't  at  all  wonder,"  said  the  corporal.  "  That  explosion  of  powder 
in  tflie  chimney,  I  daresay,  has  done  it.'' 

**  Ah,  no  doubt— no  doubt.     Run  down  and  see  what  it  is." 

The  corporal  hastily  went  to  the  trap-door,  but  when  he  tried  to  descend  by 
it,  he  was  met  by  svich  volumes  of  dense  smoke,  that  he  found  it  impossible  to 
get  through  there,  and  he  was  half  smothered  in  the  attempt  to  do  so. 

The  soldiers  were  all  coughing. 

*•  It's  coming  in  faster  than  ever,"  said  one. 

"  Let  it  out,"  said  the  sergeant,  and  he  took  a  musket  from  one  of  the  men, 
and  commenced  hammering  away  at  one  of  the  walls  of  the  mill.  Several  of  the 
soldiers  followed  his  example  at  the  same  spot,  and  they  soon  broke  a  hole  in 
the  side  of  that  loft,  through  which  the  smoke  forced  itself  in  a  dense  volume. 

This  had  the  effect  of  relieving  them  a  little,  for  a  regular  current  now  set  in 
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from  the  trap,  door  to  the  hole  in  the  wall,  and  that  carried  by  far  the  greater 
portion  ot  the  smoke  with  it.  The  sergeant  pointed  to  the  opening  in  the  roof 
leadine  to  the  upper  story,  and  cried  out — 

"  We  must  get  up  this  way  now,  and  I  suppose  that  is  as  high  as  we  can 
get." 

"  Come  on,"  said  the  corporal. 

•«  Hold  !"  cried  one  of  the  soldiers.     "  What  is  that :" 

They  all  looked  in  the  direction  he  pointed,  and  they  saw  standing  a  few 
paces  from  one  of  the  walls  a  skeleton,  with  one  hand  outstretched,  and  the  other 
resting  upon  its  head.  ' 

A  feeling  of  horror  came  over  them  all  as  they  looked  upon  this  figure,  which 
shed  around  it  from  its  festering,  yellow -stained  bones  a  kind  of  phosphorescent 
light.  It  was  profoundly  still,  but  ♦^here  was  no  mistake  m  the  fact  that  there  it 
was. 

"  Who  sees  it?" gasped  the  sergeant.     "Do — you — alii" 

"  All— all  I"  said  the  soldiers.     "  It  is  death." 

"  No— no." 

The  soldiers  made  a  hasty  rush  towards  the  trap-door,  but  the  corporal  cried 
out-^ 

*'  Stop  I  halt !  Are  we  to  be  scared  from  our  duty  by  such  a  sight  as  this 
here?     I,  for  one,  will  not.    A  musket — give  me  a  musket  oae  of  you." 

"  Here,"  said  a  soldier.     "  It  is  loaded." 

The  corporal  placed  the  musketto  his  shoulder,  and  pointed  it  at  the  skeleton 
figure. 

''  I  swear,"  he  said,  "  be  you  angel  or  devil,  that  I  will  fire  at  you  if  you 
don't  speak  and  let  me  krow  why  you  come  here.  I  don't  pretend  to  say  that 
you  are  alive,  because  that  don't  seem  possible ;  but  you  have  not  come  here 
without  a  purpose.     Speak  !" 

"  Beware  !"  said  a  deep,  hollow  voice. 

"  Beware  of  what  ?"  said  the  corporal.  "  Of  what  would  you  warn  us  to 
beware  ?    Speak  again,  I  charge  you !" 

^  "  Hence — hence — hence !"  said  the  figure,  apparently,  although  they  could 
see  no  movement  of  its  fleshless  bones. 

"Fire  upon  it!"  cried  the  sergeant. 

•'Shalll?" 

"To  be  sure.    That  will  try  it." 

Bang !  went  the  musket  with  a  tremendous  uproar  in  that  confined  space, 
and  when  the  noise  a  little  subsided,  and  the  soldier  with  the  link  stepped 
forward,  and  held  it,  although  with  trembling  hands,  in  the  direction  of  the 
figure,  it  was  gone. 

"Gone!"  said  the  corporal.  "  I  have  scared  it  off  by  the  shot,  that's  quite 
certain." 

"  No,"  said  the  sergeant — "  no.     Look  !" 

The  figure  appeared  again  in  precisely  the  same  spot  that  it  had  before 
occupied  ;  but  it  was  only  for  a  moment,  and  as  if  for  the  purpose  of  showing 
how  futile  had  been  the  musket-shot,  for  there  came  a  peal  of  the  same  yelling 
laughter  that  before  had  broken  upon  their  ears  with  such  a  stunning  effect,  and 
then  all  was  still,  and  the  spectre  vanished. 

Even  the  corporal,  who  certainly  had  the  most  courage  upon  the  occasion, 
rushed  back,  and  grounded  the  musket,  with  a  look  of  consternation  and  horror 
upon  his  face. 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  said,  "  what  to  say  to  this  exactly." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  the  sergeant. 

The  men  crept  towards  the  trap-door,  and  one  of  them  said— 
"  I  don't  see  any  gooJ  in  staying  here.     Let's  go." 

"Yes,"  said  the  others.  "The  rain  has  all  but  given  over;  let's  go.  Our 
horses  are  out  in  the  open  air,  and  will  be  all  the  better  for  a  canter.  Let's  go 
at  once,  sergeant." 
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"  Hold  !"  said  the  sergeant.  "  We  ought  not,  my  meoi  to  think  of  what  we 
had  rather  do,  or  not  do  just  now ;  but  of  what  we  shall  have  to  say  about  this 
affair  to  others.  When  the  question  is  put  to  us  of  '  Did  you  search  the  old 
mill?'  and  we  have  to  reply  that  we  had  meant  to  do  so,  but  were  frightened  out 
of  it  by  a  ghost,  we  shall  look  rather  foolish." 

«'  Rather,  indeed,"  said  the  corporal,  "  and,  for  my  part,  I  will  go  all  over 
the  building,  if  1  go  alone." 

«  I  will  be  with  you,"  said  the  sergeant,  "  of  course." 

The  men  wavered  ;  and  then  one  said— 

"  We  will  all  do  our  duty." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  others  ;  "  we  obey  orders,  sergeant." 

"  No,  ray  men,"  said  the  sergeant;  "  this  is  not  by  any  means  regular  duty, 
so  1  will  not  order  you  upon  it ;  but  if  with  good  will  you  will  all  follow 
me,  do  so." 

"  We  will— we  will." 

'•  Come  on,  then.  I  don't  suppose  that  there  is  more  than  one  room  or  loft 
above  this  one  that  we  are  in,  and  when  we  have  fairly  looked  at  that,  1  think 
we  may  take  upon  ourselves  to  say  that  we  were  not  frightened  from  searching 

the  place."  i  •  ,  /-.i      i        a 

They  now  advanced  to  the  opening  in  the  roof,  through  which  Olaude  and 
his  friends  had  made  their  way  by  the  aid  of  the  rope;  but  as  rope  there  was 
none  now.  it  did  not  seem  so  easy  as  it  might  have  been  to  ascend  to  it. 
:  The  soldiers  were  tall  men,  though,  and  one  of  them  proposed  to  stoop  down 
and  let  a  comrade  stand  upon  his  back,  and  so  scramble  up,  when  the  next 
could  do  the  same  for  him,  and. so  on,  until  one  was  only  left  below,  who  might 
be  considered  as  on  duty  there  in  the  capacity  of  sentinel. 

This  was  a  proposition  at  once  so  feasible  and  so  easy  to  carry  out,  that  they 
all  acceded  to  it.  The  only  little  difficulty  consisted  in  who  should  ascend  to 
the  unknown  loft  above  first ;  but  the  corporal  put  that  at  rest  by  proposing 
his  willino-ness  to  do  so  ;  and,  a€Cordin-:;ly,  one  of  the^men  went  on  all- fours,  and 
the  corporal,  when  he  stood  upon  his  back,  found  that  he  could  just  reach  the 
sides  of  the  hole  in  the  roof,  and  drew  himself  up  by  his  hands,  which  his 
military  exercises  enabled  him  to  do  with  considerable  ease  and  dexterity. 
"  Is  all  right?"  said  the  sergeant. 

"  Yes.  Nobody  seems  to  be  here  ;  but  it  is  very  dark.  Come  on  with  you, 
and  bring  the  torch." 

"Yes;  comir^."  •  u    u 

In  the  course  of  a  few  moments,  now,  the  whole  of  tne  party,  with  the 
exception  of  one  man  who  remained  below  on  guard,  was  in  the  upper  part  of 

the  old  mill.  .        .,,1.1  u 

Several  of  them  crowded  to  the  window,  or  opening  in  the  wall,  through 
which  Claude  and  his  party  had  made  their  way  to  the  roof  of  the  building, 
and  they  did  so  more  from  the  sausfaction  they  experienced  from  getting  a 
mouthful  of  fresh  air  than  for  any  ath-^r  cause,  for  the  atmosphere  of  the  mill 
was  full  of  smoke,  notwithstanding  they  had  by  making  an  outlet  from  it 
succeeded  in  letting  a  sufficient  quantity  escape  to  make  the  air  just  enduraole. 

The  soldiers  were  now  so  close  to  Ciaude  Duval  and  his  triends.  that  they 
might  have  tourhed  each  other;  and  then  the  corporal  s^id—  _ 

"  There   seems  to   ba  a   kiad  of  balcony  witli  rails  oacside   here,  is  there 

''°"  Yes,"  said  the  man,  with  the  link.  "  One  of  you  hold  the^light,  and  I  will 
get  out,  and  have  a  look  about  me  at  what  sort  of  a  place  it  is. 

The  corporal  took  the  light,  and  the  soldier  scrambled  out  of  the  wmdow  ; 
but  the  moment  he  let  much  of  his  weight  rest  upon  the  little  bal.tony,  and  is 
light  r.iiling,  down  it  all  went  with  a  crash  to  the  ground— a  depth  ot  nearly 
fifty  feet.  ,  ,.        ,     ,        ,    .,  „ 

This  would  certainly  have  b^en  a  fatal  accident  to  the  soldier  had  not  the 
corporal  caught  him  by  his  belt  and  held  him   by   it  agamst  the  ledge  ol  the 
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window  till  three  or  four  of  his  camracles  got  a  good  hold  of  hitn  and    pulled 
him  in. 

"A  narrow  escape  that,"  said  the  corporal. 
I      The  soldier  looked  quite  white,   and  was   for  some  few  minutes   unable  to 
speak.     Then  with  a  shudder,  he  said — 

"  I  thought  I  was  gone,  corporal.     I  owe  j^ou  my  life." 

"  Pho — pho  !     Don't  mention  it," 

"  Yes,  but " 

"  Oh,  stuff.  These  things  always  happen  in  service,  you  know.  All  I  wish 
of  you  is,  that  if  you  see  me  ever  going  in  the  same  way,  you  "will  hold  tight, 
my  man,  that's  all." 

"  Indeed,  I  will." 

The  corporal  had  dropped  the  torch  in  the  anxiety  to  save  the  man,  but  it  had 
not  gone  out,  and  one  of  the  soldiers,  by  waving  it  in  the  air,  got  it  mto  a  flame 
again. 

The  nearly  fatal  accident  that  had  occurred  had  had  tbe  effect  of  clamping 
the  ardour  of  the  soldiers  a  little  ;  and  after  satisfying  themselves  that  there  was 
no  one  m  the  loft,  they  proposed  to  get  away  again  as  quickly  as  possible,  which 
the  sergpant  did  not  oppose. 

"  I  don't  see,"  he  said,  "  that  we  can  do  any  more  good  here.  We  have 
searched  the  whole  building." 

"  We  have,"  said  the  corporal.  "Let  us  leave  it  now.  The  smoke  that 
cannot  get  out  at  the  hole  in  the  wall  seems  to  find  its  way  up  here,  and  the 
sooner  we  get  out  of  it  the  better.'" 

"  Come  on,  then." 

The  men  were  not  at  all  sorry  to  leave  that  loft,  and  they  sprang  down  one 
by  one  into  the  room  below  very  quickly.  The  sentinel  reported  that  he  had 
seen  nothing,  but  that  a  rushing  noise  of  something  on  the  outside  of  the  mill 
had  rather  startled  him.  They  let  him  know  that  it  was  the  fall  of  the  little 
balcony  and  its  railings  that  had  produced  that  noise,  and  then  they  hurriedly 
walked  to  the  trap-door  to  descend  to  the  basement  sfory  of  the  place. 

"  1  say,"  whispered  the  sergeant  to  the  corporal.  "  it's  an  infernal  old  den,, 
this,  and  worth  nothing." 

"  Not  a  mag." 

"  Well,  then,  it's  only  a  harbour  for  such  fell  )W3  a=!  those  we  have  been  after, 
and  there  is  but  one  way  to  prevent  it  from  being  such  in  the  future.  Do  you 
throw  the  link  into  a  coraer  amo'ig  the  straw  when  we  come  out,  and  the  con- 
founded place  will  be  burnt  down  before  the  morning,  and  all  the  ghosts  along 
with  it." 

*'  It  wouldn't  really  be^a  bad  thing  to  do  to." 

*' A  had  thing  !  It  would  be  a  good  thing,  I  tell  you.  Come,  mind  you  do 
it  now." 

"  I  wilL" 

"  That's  right.  You  needn't  say  anything  to  the  men  about  it.  I  will  march 
them  out,  and  as  you  follow  you  can  do  it.  They  won't  know  what  you  have 
done  with  the  link,  you  know." 

"  A ll'ii  right,  I'll  manage  it.  It  will  make  a  nice  bon-fire,  at  all  events,  if 
nothing  else      I  will  do  it,  you  may  depend." 

The  sergeant  was  quite  satisfied  with  this  ready  acquiescence  of  the  corporal 
in  the  idea  of  setting  fire  to  their  enen?,v's  quarters  before  leaving,  and  he  ordered 
the  men  to  ma'ch  out  of  the  mill.  Tnev  obeyed  hira  with  all  the  readiness 
poss'ble,  for  they  were  by  no  means  euamoured  of  ihat  place,  and  were  glad  enough 
to  get  out  of  it. 

The  corporal  remained  last,  and  then  he  threw  the  link  into  a  corner  of  the 
room,  saying  as  he  did  so — 

"  I  sincerely  hope  that  it  will  soon  burn  down  the  old  dea,  for  I  don't  know 
when  1  have  had  such  a  fright  as  that  skeleton  ghost,  if,  indeed,  it  were  such, 
gave  me,  thougii  I  did  manage  to  fire  at  it." 
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He  then  left  the  mill,  and  it  may  be  here  remarked  that  they  all,  either  unin- 
tentionally or  wilfully,  it  is  rather  hard  to  say  which,  forgot  that  there  was  such 
a  person  as  Mr.  White,  attorney  at  law,  lying  upon  his  back  in  the  lower  room 
of  the  old  building. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXX. 

CLAUDE   AND    HIS   PRIENDS    ARE    IN    GREAT    PERIL    IN    THE    MILL,   AND   'sO     IS 

MR.    WHITE. 

While  all  this  was  going  on,  Claude  and  his  two  friend's  were  snug  enough 
at  the  top  of  the  mill,  but  they  little  suspected  the  nice  little  design  that  the 
sergeant  and  corporal  had  concocted  between  them. 

They,  the  highwaymen,  had  thought  of  smoking  out  the  soldiers,  but  in  a 
much  more  effectual  manner  the  latter  had  thought  of  burning  thena  out  by 
setting  fire  to  ihe  building. 

Claude  did  not  think  it  exactly  prudent  to  say  anything  for  some  little  time 
after  the  soldiers  had  left  the  upper  lolt,  for  neither  he  nor  his  friends  could 
possibly  take  upon  them  to  be  quite  sure  that  that  was  not  a  mere  ruse,  or 
that  they  were  really  gone. 

After  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  more  had  lapsed,  and  when  by  the  most 
intense  listening  nothing  could  be  heard  of  any  one  in  the  narrow  apartment 
immediately  below  the  roof  of  the  mill,  they  began  to  conclude,  as  was  the  fact, 
that  their  foes  had  really  gone. 

"  Jack,''  said  Claude,  "where  are  you  ?" 

"  Here,  all  right." 
^   "  And  you,  Dick?" 

"I  am  here,  Claude,"  said  Turpin,  "and  I  do  think  those  fellows  are  gone 
at  last." 

«'  So  do  I." 

"  Be  careful,  though,  yet,"  said  Jack.  "  They  may  be  lurking  about,  and 
we  must  not  throw  a  chance  away." 

'' Certainly  not.  Ah! -what  is  that  below?  I  see  some  figures,  and  I  hear 
voices,  too.     They  are  tired  of  it,  and  are  leaving  the  mill." 

From  the  position  he  occupied,  Claude  could  see  pretty  well  over  a  ledge 
to  the  meadows  below,  and,  dark  as  it  was,  he  saw  that  the  little  troop  of 
soldiers  were  on  the  move  from  the  spot.  The  rain  still  came  down  ;  but  it 
was  only  in  a  light,  scattering  kind  of  waj^,  now  ;  so  that  beyond  the  great 
discomfort  that  the  wet  state  of  the  meadows  would  be  sure  to  inflict  upon, 
them,  there  was  nothing  in  the  condition  of  the  weather  that  could  be  any 
valid  excuse  for  the  soldiers  seeking  further  shelter,  merely  for  the  sake  of 
shelter. 

Their  horses  had  been  picketted  close  to  the  mill,  under  cover  of  some  trees, 
which  had  in  some  measure,  though  not  to  a  great  extent,  protected  them  from 
the  storm.  The  saddles  and  housings  of  the  steeds  were  saturated  with  water; 
but  the  soldiers  set  about  drying  them  as  well  as  they  could  with  such  means 
as  were  at  their  disposal. 

Situated  as  the  highwaymen  were,  the  sounds  of  the  voices  of  the  men  below 
came  quite  clearly  up  to  them.and  they  had  no  diflacu  ty  in  hearing  every  word 
that  was  uttered.  Indeed,  the  sounds  came  to  them  in  quite  a  startlingly 
distinct  fashion,  as  i  fthey  had  been  close  at  hand. 

"  Who  can  lead  to  the  high  road  by  a  short  cut  ?"  said  the  sergeant.  "  We 
shall  be  up  to  our  necks  in  these  meadows  soon,  if  we  don't  get  out  of  them."       j 

"  I  know  the  way,"  said  the  corporal.      •'  It  is  directly  past  yonder  clump  of  , 
trees,  and  then  we  are  on  level  ground." 
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~"Come   on,   then,"   said   the  sergeant.     "  We  have  done  all  we  can  ;  and  ao 
I  shall  make  away  t6  head-quarters  again." 

The  soldiers  followed  the  sergeant  and  corporal,  an  das  they  went,  they  swore 
dreadfully  in  their  anger  at  the  whole  affair;  for  ihey  iooUed  forward  to  the 
serious  job  it  wou'd  be  in  the  cleaning  line  on  the  rEorrow  after  the  draggling  ride 


CLAUDE    AND   THE    PRINCESS    DANCING    A    MINUET, 

through  those  meadows  before  they  coa!d  present  themselves  f<\r  inspectim  to 
their  officers.  Moreover,  several  of  tliem  had  raJier  serious  bruises  from  the 
fall  they  had  experienced  durin'^  the  attempts  to  open  the  trap-door. 

"They  are  gone,"  sa  d  Claude. 

"The  devil  go  with  them  !"  said  Turpin. 

No.  172. 
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"  Well,  I  think  you  are  mistaken  there,"  added  Claude,  "  for  I  doa't  see  tha 
lawyer  anywhere ;  and  the  old  gentiemao  you  have  mentioned  is  more  likely  to 
stay  behind  and  keep  him  company." 

"  But  where  can  the  lawyer  be  ?"  said  Jack.  "  Surely  nothing  has  happened 
to  him  in  the  mill  ?" 

"  There  is  no  saying  just  yet,'*  said  Claude  ;  "  but  the  most  likely  thing  is, 
that  whea  he  found  there  was  likely  to  be  anything  in  the  shape  of  danger,  he 
ran  off,  and  left  the  soldiers  to  encounter  it  alone,  ile  was  certainly  not  with 
them  when  they  came  up  so  nearly  to  us  just  now." 

"Do  yoa  think  not?" 

"  Certainly  ;  he  would  have  said  something  if  he  had  been.  I  am  glad, 
by-the-by,  that  the  soldier  was  saved  from  falling  from  top  to  bottom  of  the 
mill  along  with  the  balcony  and  its  appendages," 

"  So  am  I,"  said  Jack. 

"And  I,  as  it  has  turned  out,"  said  Dick  ;  "  although  I  doubt  if  they  would 
have  said  as  much  concerning  us.  Bat  what  is  that  odd  crackling  noise  that  I 
he&r?     Just  listen  to  it,  Claude." 

•'A  crackling  noise  is  it?" 

**  Yes.    There  it  is  again." 

"  Ah,  I  hear  it  now  quite  plainly." 

"And  I,  too,"  said  Jack;  "  but  I  cannot  think  what  it  can  possibly  be." 

Tbey  aU  three  now  listened  with  the  most  marked  attention  to  the  odd 
crackling  noise  that  seemed  to  come  from  the  lower  part  of  the  mill,  and  it  is 
just  possible  that  they  mighthave  listened  to  it  fur  a  still  longer  period  than  they 
did,  without  being  able  to  come  to  anything  hke  a  just  conclusion  concerning  it, 
but  that  a  circumstance  took  place  that  had  the  effect  of  opening  their  eyes, 
both  literally  and  metaphorically  speaking,  to  the  exact  truth  of  what  was 
going  on. 

A  dull  red  light  began  to  show  itself  in  the  air,  and  to  impart  a  strange 
radiance  to  the  old  mill. 

It  was  Jack  who  exclaimed — "  Why,  that  is  fire  !" 

The  moment  he  pronounced  the  one  word  "  Fire  !"  it  gave  to  Glance  Du"val 
and  Dick  Turpin  a  Clue  to  the  whole  mystery  of  the  strange  crackling  noise 
that  had  so  much  pnzzled  them,  and  they  cried  out  with  one  voice— 

"  The  mill  is  on  tire  !" 

This  was  a  state  of  things  that  required  the  most  prompt  and  decisive  actioDf 
and  Claude  was  upon  his  feet  in  a  moment. 

"  We  must  get  out  or  it,"  he  cried,  "  as  quickly  as  we  can.  It  is  all  wood, 
and  \-A\l  burn  like  a  match." 

"  Yes;  but  how?"  said  Jack,  who,  after  leaning  over  the  side  of  the  roof 
they  were  on,  rushed  back  coughing  from  a  mouthful  of  dense  smoke  that  he 
had  inhaled. 

"How  ?'  cried  Claude.     "  Whj'',  the  way  we  got  here,  to  be  sure." 

"Always  forgetting,"  said  Jack,  "that  the  little  balcony  and  railings  that 
helped  us  up  here  are  now  gone." 

'•  But  you  don't  mean  to  say.  Jack,  that  we  are  to  stay  up  here  and  be  roasted 
in  this  infernal  mill  ?" 
,:  "  It  would  be  a  hard  case." 

"  Rather,"  said  Dick,  "and  one  that  I  don't  intend  shall  be  mine  if  I  caa 
possibly  help  it." 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Claude.  "  Where  is  that  rope  that  we  brought  with  us  ? 
Who  has  it?'  ' 

"  I  have  it,"  said  Jack,  "  and  four  or  five  yards  more  to  add  to  it,  if  they  are 
at  all  liiiely  to  aid  us  ;  but  if  your  idea  is  to  descend  by  its  aid,  I  think  you  will 
find  it  to  go  about  half  way,  that  is  all." 

"  Halfway  is  something." 

•'  Yes,  but  not  enough  jClaude.  I  must  confess,  that  IthinkweVe  rather  in 
what  may  be  called  a  fix  here." 
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There  was  at  this  moment  a  loud  crash,  and  from  one  side  of  the  mill  that  had 
taken  light,  there  came  rushing  up  a  monstrous  flame,  hissing  and  crackling 
against  the  wet  wood-work. 
"  Here  it  comes,"  said  Jack. 

"  It  does  indeed,"  said  Dick.     "  I  can  feel  the  hot  glow  of  it  even  now  upoa 
my  face.    Claude,  what  do  you  propose  now  ?" 
"Escape."  * 

"  Escape^  is  the  word,  hut  it  seems  one  more  easy  to  utter  m  the  present  state  of 
affairs,  than  to  carry  out.     I  don't  seem  at  all  to  like  the  position  of  things  here,** 

"  We  are  lost."  said  Jack. 

'*  Not  so,"  cried  Claude.  "  I  have  tied  one  end  of  the  rope  securely  to  a 
strong  iron  ring  that  is  here.  Now,  Jack,  produce  the  supplementary  piece  of 
cord  that  you  spoke  of.     Is  it  strong  ?"  / 

•'  Here  it  is,"  said  Jack.  "  I  had  it  round  my  waist,  in  case  of  an  emergency, 
as  at  times  a  bit  of  cord  is  of  inestimable  value  .•  and  as  for  its  strength,  it  would 
hold  us  all  three." 

"  Good." 

Claude  took  the  rope,  and  firmly  tied  it  to  the  end  of  the  piece  he  hftc} 
already. 

"  That,"  he  said,  "with  the  other  goes  about  half  way  down."  ^ 

"  How  consoling  !"  said  Jack. 

"  So  that  it  leaves,"  added  Claude,  "  only  twenty  five  feet,  or  thereabouts, 
below  the  end  of  it," 

"  Ah  !"  said  Jack,  "  a  pleasant  drop.*'  * 

"Dick?" 

"  Yes,  Claude.  I  know  you  have  some  idea  of  saving  us  all.     What  is  it?" 

*'  Lend  me  your  coat !" 

"  My  coat?  Oh,  to  be  sure.  Yes— yes,  my  coat  tied  to  the  cord,  and  your 
coats  tied  to  mine,  will  go  the  distance,  or  so  near  to  it  that  the  drop  will  be  nothing 
at  all  to  speak  of.  All's  right  1  By  Jove,  we  shiU  get  the  better  of  this  bout. 
Jack,  ofi"  with  your  coat,  man,  and  I'll  warrant  we  shall  be  on  the  ground,  safe, 
in  another  five  minutes." 

There  was  not,  in  good  faruth,  much  time  to  spare  now  in  the  matter,  for  the 
flames  had  fairly  laid  hold  of  one  side  of  the  mill,  and  were  roaring  and  crack- 
ling at  a  fearful  rate.  If  there  had  not  happened  to  have  been  such  heavy  rain 
recently,  the  whole  building  would,  as  Claude  said,  have  blazed  up  like  a  match; 
but  it  took  some  time  for  the  heat  generated  by  the  fire  to  dry  the  weather- 
boarding,  of  which  the  external  sides  of  the  building  were  composed. 

It  was  to  that  circumstance  alone  that  Claude  aud  his  two  friends  upon  that 
eventful  occasion  owed  their  lives. 

"  Quick  !  quick  !"  said  Jack.  » 

"  Yes  ;  steady  and  safe  !    All  is  well.   Your  coat.  Jack.*' 

"  Here." 

"  That's  it." 

"Ob,  Claude,  I  can  feel  the  mill  shake." 

"The  devil  you  can  I"  said  Dick.  "I  didn't  think  that  it  had  come  to  that 
just  yet.    How  are  you  getting  on,  Claude  ?" 

"Well." 

Claude  Duval  would  not  allow  himself  to  be  hurried  in  tying  the  coats  together. 
He  felt  how  much  would  depend  upon  the  ability  and  security  with  which  he 
performed  tbat  part  of  the  business ;  and  he  was  resolved  to  do  it  well.  Jt  would 
be  of  little  importance  to  gain  a  few  moments  in  time,  and  to  lose,  as  a  conse- 
quence, everything  in  the  mefBciency  of  the  apparatus  of  escape. 

Claude  tied  the  coats  together  by  the  arms,  and  he  found  that  he  could  do  so 
with  a  feeling  of  perfect  security,  and  then  he  Sung  them  over  the  roof  of  the 
mill. 

"  Now,  Jack,"  he  said,  "  go." 

"  No." 
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"What  do  you  mean  by  no  ?     We  will  follow  you." 
"  No  ;  I  will  follow  both  of  you." 

*' This  is  no  time  for  nonsense,"  said  Dick  Turpin.  "  While  you  two  are 
jsettling  which  shall  go  first,  I  will  goj  and  when  I  get  to  the  ground  I  can  per- 
liaps  help  you." 

Dick,  without  another  moment's  hesitation,  descended,  and  found  that  the 
coats  brought  him  within  a  few  feet  of  the  damp  ground  by  the  side  of  the  mill. 
Jack  was  firm  in  being  the  last,  so  Claude  called  out  to  Dick — 
*'  Is  it  all  right  ?" 

"Quite,"  said  Dick  ;  and  then  Duval  himself  descended ;  and,  although  one  of 
the  coats  tore  a  little,  and  he  thought  that  the  mill  itself  shook,  he  did  reach  the 
ground  in  safety ;  but  he  was  much  alarmed  for  the  safety  of  his  friend  above. 
"  Safe  !  safe  !"  said  Jack. 

"Don't  cry  out  till  you  get  of  the  wood,"  said  Claude;  "or  rather  out  of  the 
mill." 

"  Well,  but  ail  is  well  now." 

"  I  hope  so.  Come  on.  Jack.  I  have  hold  of  the  coats.  Come  steady,  now, 
old  friend.    Slow  and  steady." 

Claude  Duval  really  had  the  greatest  appiehensions  that  poor  Jack  would 
33€ver  reach  the  ground  in  safety,  and  yet,  what  to  do  in  the  world  to  aid  him  he 
Teally  knew  not. 

There  were  two  dangers  to  guard  against. 

In  the  fi  st  place,  after  the  passage  of  kimself  and  Dick  down  the  rope  and  the 
coats,  Claude  Duval  did  not  think  they  were  anything  so  secure  as  they  had 
l>een  ;  and  in  the  second  place,  he  felt  as  certain  as  possibly  he  cou'd  be  that  the 
aoill  itself  shook,  and  showed  some  symptoms  of  topping  completely  over.  Should 
vsuch  a  catastrophe  as  that  happen,  it  would  be  likely  enough  to  involve  him, 
Claude,  in  destr:  ction,  as  well  as  Jack.  It  was,  truly,  a  moment  of  fearful  sus- 
pense. 

Jack  came  sliding  slowly  down. 
"^tecdy.  Jack!" 

*'  Yes,  Claude;  yes.     The  rope  is — is " 

"What?" 
"  Only  cracking." 

Even  as  Jack  spoke,  the  rope  parted  and  down  he  came ;  but  Claude  was  resolved 
4o  save  him,  and   with  great  dexterity  he,  without  actually  catching  him  in  his 
arms,  broke  his  fall;  so  that  what  with  the  coats  and  ihat  friendly  interposition 
as  well,  Jack  reached  the  ground  without  sustaining  any  injury  at  all. 
*'  You  are  safe,  Jack  !" 
"  Quite.   Thanks  to  you,  Claude,  otherwise  I  had  been  a  dead  man." 


CHAPTER  CGCXXXI. 

THE    FUNERAL    CORTEGE   ARRIVES   JUST    A    LITTLE   TOO   LATE. 

Scarcely  had  Claude  and  his  friends  time  to  congratulate  each  other  upon 
reaching  the  ground  in  safety,  when  a  most  singular  spectacle  met  their  eyes,  and 
for  a  time  transfixed  them  to  the  spot  with  astonishrrient. 

Turning  just  round  a  corner  of  one  of  the  outhouses  belonging  to  the  barley  mill, 
came  one  of  the  most  singular  cavalcades  that  they  ht'd  ever  seen — a  cavalcade, 
too,  which  at  such  a  moment  was  of  strange  and  significant  moment. 

J'irst  there  came  two  men  in  long  black  clothes — such  as  are  worn  at  funerals— 
and  with  hat-bands  hanging  down  their  backs,  after  the  absurd  fashion  of  under- 
takers' men.  Immediately  following  them  came  one  man,  with  a  white  cravat, 
similarly  attired  to  the  others  ;  and  then  came  four  supporting  a  cofiin,  with  a 
pall  over  it. 

Following  the  coffin  there  were  six  mourners,  who,  if  one  might  judge  at  all 


if' 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD  1373 


from  their  appearance,  were  in  a  great  state  of  afHictiou,  for,  according  to 
the  most  approved  mode  among  mourners,  they  each  held  a  crumpled  up  white 
handkerchief  to  his  mouth  ;  for,  strange  to  say,  mourners  at  funerals  al'vays  do 
hold  their  handkerchiefs  to  their  mouths  instead  of  their  eyes,  thus  leading  to  the 
idea  in  some  cases  as  though  they  were  trying  to  smother  their  laughter,  instead 
of  stem  the  correut  of  their  grief  for  the  departed. 

Where  on  earth  such  a  cavalcade  as  this  had  sprung  from  was  the  mystery, 
and  in  the  dim  light,  cast  by  a  lantern  that  was  placed  upon  the  coffin  near  to 
the  head  of  it,  they  certainly  looked  extremely  spectral  and  mysterious  to  Claude 
Duval  and  his  two  friends. 

"  Good  gracious  !"  said  Dick  Turpm, 
"This  is  surely  our  last  moment,"  said  Jack. 
"  Confound  it,  don't  be  frightened  ac  a  funeral,"  said  Claude. 
"  The  devil  !"  said  Dick. 

"  If  it  be  his  funeral  it's  a  good  job,  Dick,  so  don't  put  on  such  an  appearance. 
Where  are  they  all  going,  I  wonder  ?" 

The  funeral  cortege  did  not  pause  nor  appear  as  if  its  members  saw  or  paid 
the  smallest  attention  to  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends,  but  on  it  went  past  the 
door  of  the  mill  with  a  slow  and  solemn  step,  and  then  took  a  course  towards 
one  corner  of  the  meadow. 

The  solemn  and  slowly  moving  figures — the  dim  spectral  kind  of  light,  and 

DOW  and  then  an  odd  wailing  noise  that  came  upon  the  ears  of  the  listeners,  all 

combined  to  render  the  scene  striking  and  picturesque  in  the  extreme,  while  it 

I  invested  it,  too,  with  an  aspect  of  terror,  and  was  significant  of  thoughts  of 

i  another  world. 

j      No  doubt  if  it  had  depended  upon  Jack  or  Dick  to  stop  the  cortege  of  death, 
neither  of  them  would  have  done  so  ;  but  Claude  was  there,  and  he  was  really 
not  a  likely  person  to  allow  such  a  mysterious  cavalcade  to  pass  unquestioned. 
I      "  They  are  goin^,"  he  said.     "  Let  us  follow." 
I      "  Oh,  no — no  I"  said  Jack. 

"  Well,"  said  Dick,  *'  I  hardly  know  what  to  say." 
I      "  But  I  do,"  said  Claude.     "  I  hate  to  have  anything  to  think  about  after- 
,  wards  to  puzzle  me.  1  will  follow  them,  I  tell  you.    You  can  come  with  me  both 
of  you  or  not,  as  you  feel  inclined." 
;      *'  If  you  go,"  said  Dick,  '*  I  go." 
I      "  No — no,''  cried  Jack  again. 
I      "  Then  you  stay  here,  Jack." 

"But,  Claude *' 

j      "  Nay,  Jack,  1  know  as  well  as  possible  what  you  would  say.    All  your 
superstitious  fears  are  fully  awakened  in  this  matter,  and  you  who  would  look 
{  upon  possible  danger  as  nothing,  would  shrink  from  interfering  with  yonder  caval- 
cade; but  1  have  made  up  my  mind  to  it." 
"  Come  on,"  said  Dick. 

"  I  will;  and  be  they  ghosts  or  living  beings  like  ourselves,  they  shall  find  that 
1  am  not  one  to  be  trifled  with  with  impunity." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  Duval  dashed  forward,  followed  clasely  by  Dick  ;  and 
Jack,  rather  than  be  left  alone  probably,  likewise  followed  them. 

When  Claude   Duval  got  a  little  nearer  to  the  funeral  procession,  he  called 
out,  in  a  clear,  bold  voice— 
•'  Halt  1     Stop,  I  say.     You  do  not  pass  on  unquestioned." 
No  attention  was  paid  to  him,  and  the  funeral  passed  on  at  the  same  solemn 
pace. 

Claude  would  not  be  baffledj  but  passing  the  cortege,  he  turned  abruptly  and 
faced  the  two  men  at  the  head  of  the  procession  with  a  pistol  in  his  hand,  saying 
as  he  did  so — 

'*  Advance  another  step  and  I  will  test  the  vitality  of  some  of  you.  I  am  a 
man  of  my  word." 

The  procession  stopped,  and  the  two   men  held  up  their  arms  in  an  attitude 
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deprecatory  of  his  interference  with  them.  One  in  a  deep  hollow  voice  spoke — 
*' Rash  man,  forbear!  The  valour  that  would  be  great  as  against  those  who 
are  mortal  as  yourself  is  useless  when  directed  against  us.  Depart  in 
peace  !" 

"Not  till  I  know  who  and  what  you  are," 

"Beware — beware  !"  said  the  other  man,  and  in  ihat  deep  aJid  solemn  voice 
Claude  could  well  imagine  the  one  who  had  uttered  the  same  word  at  the  old 
mill. 

"  Thank  you,  my  friend,"  he  said.  "  I  heard  you  say  '  Beware'  once  before,  and 
I  don't  know  that  anything  came  of  it ;  so  I  don't  mean  to  let  you  go  on." 

"Nor  I,"  said  Dick. 

"  Unless,"  said  Jack,  who  by  that  time  was  by  the  $ide  of  Claude  and  Turpiu. 
"Unless  you  declare  who  and  what  you  are." 

"There  is  one  who  may  declare  it,"  said  the  one  with  the  wand,  as  he  slowly 
advanced,  "  but  we  may  not.  Let  the  dead  declare  the  secrets  of  the  dead  to 
these  men.  If  they  survive  not,  it  is  not  the  fault  of  our  erring  souls.  That 
■will  not  sit  heavy  upon  our  frail  natures.     Let  the  dead  speak  !'" 

Thoie  who  carried  the  coffin  now  set  it  down,  and  one  lifted  the  lantern  from 
it.  Then  as  Claude  and  his  friends  looked  on  with  interest,  and  Jack  at  least  of 
the  three  with  alarm,  there  was  a  strange  commotion  under  the  pall. 

Jack  stepped  back. 

"  Hold  !"  said  Claude  in  a  whisper.  "  Don't  let  them  see  fear  or  hesitation. 
Jack." 

Jack  advanced  again,  but  he  shook  with  agitation  as  he  looked  upon  what  was 
passing. 

The  pall  became  each  moment  more  and  more  agitated,  and  those  who  had 
been  bearing  the  coffin  shrunk  down  almost  to  the  ground,  as  if  they  dreaded 
what  was  about  to  take  place,  while  the  others  forming  the  funeral  proqessioa 
koelt  down  upon  the  moist  grass  and  uttered  low  wailing  sounds. 

The  man  with  the  wand  spoke. 

"  The  body  of  the  murderer  cannot  rest,"  he  said.  "  It  lies  in  unconsecrated 
earth,  and  till  the  great  day  when  the  sons  of  man  shall  arise  and  look  again 
upon  the  light  of  day,  will  his  frail  dust  agitate  the  folds  of  the  covering  that 
should  hide  it  from  mortal  view.  It  is  in  vain  that,  chased  through  a  world,  the 
skeleton  form  is  brought  to  a  resting-place.     It  cannot  rest— it  cannot  rest." 

The  agitation  beneath  the  pall  still  continued. 

"  Claude  ?"  said  Jack. 

".Well." 

**  This  is  the  spectre  funeral." 

"You  don't  say  so  ?" 

"  Oh,  Claude,  do  not  oppose  this  fact,  for  it  is  one.  The  body  that  lies  in 
that  coffin  is,  without  doubt,  that  of  the  brother  who  killed  his  brother.  The 
body  of  the  fratricide  cannot  rest.  Oh,  let  us  away  from  this  dreadful  scene. 
I  implore  you  to  fly  from  it." 

•'  Nat  yet." 

"  But,  Claude — Claude,  and  you,  Dick,  too — .only  consider  I" 

"  Only  do  you  consider.  Jack,  if  you  please,  that  I  am  really  very  much  in- 
terested, and  if  you  will  do  so,  I  am  sure  that  you  will  not  ask  me  to  leave  this 
place.     Come — come,  be  quiet,  that  is  all  I  ask  of  you." 

Jack  saw  that  it  was  useless  to  contend  with  Duval  upon  this  point,  as  he 
had  made  up  his  mind  to  stay,  so  he  only  retired  a  step  or  two,  and  in  a  crouch- 
ing attitude,  awaited  the  result  of  the  extraordinary  scene. 

"  You  see,"  said  the  man  with  the  wand. 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  Claude. 

"  Depart,  then,  in  peace."  ^  , 

"Thank  you,     I  would  rather  stay." 

**0h,  fool— fool  !" 
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"  Upon  my  life,  you  are  very  complimentary.  Allow  me  to  return  ic,  by 
saying  that  in  my  opinion  you  are  an  ass." 

*'  Ah  !     Dread  my  vengeance  !" 

"  I  won't." 

The  agitation  in  the  coffin  under  the  pall  increased  each  moment,  and  the  pall 
itself  was  shaken  violently  to  and  fro.  The  man  with  the  wand  raised  it  in  the 
air,  and  rautiered  some  words  that  were  not  intelligible  to  Claude,  and  then  he 
touched  the  coffin  with  the  end  of  it.  The  mourners  raised  another  wailing  cry, 
and  the  curtain  of  the  pall  began  to  rise  up,  and  it  was  quite  clear  that  some 
figure  in  the  form  of  humanity  was  rising  trom  the  coffin  and  taking  the  pall 
with  it  as  it  did  so. 

The  scene  was  rather  an  excitmg  one,  and  had  it  not  been  that  terror  really  at 
the  moment  deprived  him  of  the  use  of  his  limbs,  the  probabiliy  is,  that  Jack 
would  have  justified  all  that  could  have  been  expected  from  the  affair,  and  taken 
to  flight. 

Neither  Dick  Turpin  nor  Claude  Duval,  though,  were  so  affected. 

"  Beware !  beware !"  said  the  man  with  the  wand — "  beware  !  No  mortal  eye 
has  ever  looked  upon  this  sight  and  left  the  brain  of  the  sad  spectator  free  from 
the  wild  madness  that  such  a  spectacle  must  produce." 

"Very  good,"  said  Claude.  "This  is  a  fellow  of  some  education,  Dick. 
He  uses  very  tolerable  language." 

Dick  was  siknt.  Without  affecting  him  as  it  had  done  Jack,  the  scene 
certainly  did  in  a  manner  take  a  hold  of  his  iraag;ination,  and,  perhaps,  it  did 
the  same  in  a  lesser  degree  to  Claude,  only  he  would  not  show  it. 

The  figure  in  the  coffin  still  rose  up  under  the  pall  higher  and  higher;  and 
being  carefully  covered  by  the  black  velvet  of  that  funeral  covering,  it  was 
left  entirely  to  the  imagination  to  conceive  what  it  could  possibly  be  Use,  and 
the  effect  of  it  so  rising  was  truly  shocking. 

Up— up  it  went,  till  it  had  got  to  such  a  height,  that  the  pall  on  its  edge 
rested  upon  the  ground,  and  finally  upon  the  coffin,  and  then  it  paused ;  and 
the  man  with  the  wand  said — 

"  Oh,  enough — enough  1  Rest — oh,  rest,  perturbed  spirit!  Sufficient  of  thy 
awful  presence  is  now  apparent.     Kest — oh,  rest!" 

"  I  beg  to  differ  from  you,  my  friend,"  said  Claude  Duval. 

The  man  with  the  waBd  looked  sternly  at  Claude. 

"  Mortal,  begone !" 

"  Oh,  dear,  no.  That  gentleman  under  the  pall  has  quite  roused  my  curiosity, 
as  he  raised  himself,  and  I  don't  intend  to  go  till  I  have  had  a  good  look  at 
him ;  so,  as  it  is  beginning  to  rain  again,  the  sooner  he  indulges  me  the 
better," 

"  Claude,  are  you  mad  V  said  Jack. 

"  No,  Jack  ;  but  you  be  quiet." 

"  Let  me  speak  to  you  in  kindness,"  said  the  man  with  the  wand.  "Pass 
on,  and  do  not  further  interfere  with  this  awful  ceremony.  It  can  leal  you  to 
no  good,  be  you  what  you  may  ;  and  it  is  possible  that  to  your  dying  day  you 
would  repent  of  a  foolish  obstioacy  in  such  a  case." 

"  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  kind  advice;  but  I  am  one  of  the 
most  obstinate  fellows  living." 

f  He  is— he  is  1"  s-dd  Jack. 

"  And,"  added  Claude  Duval,  "when  I  take  a  thing  into  my  head,  there  is 
no  such  thing  as  getting  it  out  again." 

The  man  with  the  wand  muttered  a  curse,  and  then  he  called  out— » 

"  Arms— arms' !" 

The  six  mourners  upon  this  advanced  along  with  the  men  who  had  borne  the 
body,  and  Claude  saw  that  they  had  pistols  in  their  hands;  so  he  stepped  back 
a  pace  or  two,  as  he  said — 

"  So— so,  it  has  come  to  this,  has  it  \    This  is  the  very  firat  time  that  I  ever 
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heard   of  ghosts   who  used  gunpowder ;  but  if  you  have  a  mind  for  anything  of 
that  sort,  1  and  tiiy  two  friends  here  are  welt  armed." 

"D — n  it!"  said 'a  voice,  "  I'm  nearly  smothered!"  and  then  the  figure 
under  the  pall  suddenly  threw  it  off,  and  sprang  out  of  the  coffin,  exhibiting 
to  the  eyes  of  Claude  and  his  friends  a  very  ordinary-looking  man  in  his  shirt 
sleeves,  and  with  a  very  red  face. 

"  It's  all  up,"  said  the  man  with  the  wand.  "  One  word — Are  you 
oificers  ?" 

"  Officers  1"  said  Claude.     "  To  be  sure  not.'" 

"  Then  what  the  devil  are  you  ?" 

"Permit  me,  first  of  all,  as  your  conduct  and  appearance  is  much  more 
Qjysterious  than  that  of  ra^  and  my  friends,  to  ask  you  that  question." 

'Smashers  !"  said  the  man  with  the  wand. 

*'  Oh,  c-oiners  of  base  money  ?" 

*'Not  at  all  base  when  it  goes  ;  but  base  enough  when  any  one  won't  take 
it.     So  now  you  know  all  about  it,  and,  perhaps,  you  will  say  who  you  are?" 

"  I  will.     In  tiie  first  place,  my  name  is  Duval  !" 
■  "What,  Duval  the  highwayman  ?" 

"  Well,  they  do  call  me  a  highwayman,  T  rather  think." 

'•  HiUoa,  comrades  !  it's  all  ri^ht.  Oh,  my  eye!  if  we  had  but  known  this 
before,  v?bat  a  trouble  we  might  have  spared  ourselves !  Wh^,  it's  Claude 
Duval,  the  great  highwayman,  after  all !" 

The  strange  assemblage  crowded  round  Duval,  and  looked  at  him  with 
interest. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXXri, 

DUVAL     AND      HIS      FaiENDS      MEET      WITH      AN      ADVBNtuaE      AT     BERnVMEAD 

PRIORY,  , 

Jack  was  now  so  thoroughly  ashamed  of  the  fears  that  he  had  shown  in  the 
matter,  that  he  quite  shrank  back,  and  Duval  had  to  call  hira  to  persuade 
him  to  appear  at  all. 

"  Come— come,  Jack,  come  forward,  and  you,  Dick,  too." 

"I'm  here."  said  Turpin.     "  Upon  my  word,  this  is  a  good  jok2." 
'    "And    who  may   you  be,   sir  ^"    said    the   man  with   the  wand,    who  was 
evidently  the  chief  or  leader  of  the  party. 

"They  call  me  Richard  Turpin !"  said  D?ck,  as  he  Slightly  raised  his;  hat. 
and  bowed.  '  . 

"Dick  Turpin!"  shouted  the  coineis.     "  Then  who  is  the  oil. er?'  . 

"Sixteen-string  Jack,  at  your  service,"  said  Jack,  advancing,  and  putting  on 
as  gond  a  face  as  he  could  on  the  matter. 

"Yes,"  said  Claude,  "  and  you  did  manage  to  frigii'.en  Jack." 

'•  No,  I  was  only  pretending." 

"Oh!  oh!"  laughed  everybody  ;  and  Claude  and  Dick  looked  at  each  o'her 
and  laughed  ;  but  Jack  pretended  now,  if  he  had  not  before,  for  he  afft^cted  not 
to  be  at  all  aware  that  what  he  had  said  had  been  received  with  any  degree  of 
incredulity,  although  it  was  so  apparent  that  such  was  the  case. 

"  L  can  assure  you,  gentlemen,"  said  the  man  with  the  wand,  "that  if  wji 
had  had  the  least  idea  such  illustrious  visitors  as  yourselves  were  in  the  mill, 
we  should  have  tried  to  do  the  honours  of  it  better  than  we  did ;  but  we  mistook 
you  for  three  officers  from  Bow-street." 

"  Nothing  could  very  well,"  said  Claude,  *'be  a  greater  mistake  than  that,  I 
take  it.    But  I  suppose  now  that  the  mill  is  doomed?" 

"As  how,  sir?" 

"  Why,  it  is  burninf ." 

<'  Oh,  no.    We  put  that  out.    As  soon  as  we  found^that  the  flamea  were  get- 


GF?.TLIMA\  JACK;  01^,  LJfE  ON  THE  ROAD.        1377 


T:1E    two     FI'.IENDS    BtAKIXG    JACK  INTO  THE   DESERTED  MItL. 


ting  to. a  height,  we  managed  to  quench  them,  and  the  old  mill  is  safe  enough 
no^v.  It  is  stronger  a  great  deal  than  it  looks.  And  now,  as  the  rain  is  coming 
down  again,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  come  back  to  it,  and  we  will  try  what  we  can 
do  in  the  w^y  of  hospitality."  | 

"Well."  said  Claude,  "  I  am  willing,  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  there  are  some 
matters  connected  with  what  we  saw  and  heard  in  the  place  that  I  cannot  un- 
derstand. Of  course,  we  know  that  all  was  delusion,  but  we  don't  know  how 
the  delusion  was  managed."  j 

j      "  You  shall  know  all."  I 

!     "  Thar.k  you  ;  1  and  my  friends  much  wish  it." 


^0.  173. 
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"Of  course,  we  have  no  secrets  from  you  now,  Claude  Duval,  nor  from  your 
friends,  Turpin  or  Jack  ;  and  we  will  show  vou  our  raagic-lantern." 

"Your  what?" 

"  Magic-lantern,  by  the  aid  of  which  we  can  easily  produce  the  appearance 
of  what  kind  of  ghost  we  like." 

"  It  is  all  explained,  then,"  said  Claude.  "If  that  was  the  way  it  was  done, 
you  need  not  say  another  word  about  it.     Do  vou  hear  that,  Jsuzk'i" 

«  I  do." 

"  And  you,  too,  Dick  ? ' 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  and  I  may  say  that  I  suspected  it  before.  The  effects  that  so  sur- 
prised us  could  very  well  be  produced  by  such  means  ;  and  1  do  believe  that  a 
great  many  of  the  capital  ghost  stor'-es  that  we  hear  are  to  be  accounted  for  by 
the  powers  which  those  who  are  acquainted  with  science,  and  who  are  in  pos- 
session of  scientific  apparatus,  have  over  those  y^ho  are  ignorant  of  such  subjects, 
and  who  have  no  such  means  by  them." 

"  No  doubt." 

"  But  still,"  said  the  man  with  the  wanf', "  I  hope  you  will  re-enter  the  mill, 
although  there  is  nothing  now  to  explain  to  you." 

"  Yes  ;  lead  on.  But  what,  in  the  name  pf  all  that's  troublesome,  made  you 
hit  upon  this  affair  of  the  funeral  ?" 

"  Why,  the  fact  is,  we  had  a  great  quantity  of  coined  money  in  the  mill,  and 
our  object  was  to  g^et  it  away  v  ithout  suspicion ;  and  when  we  got  tup  this  funeral 
set  out.  Vie  still  had  our  doubts  about  whether  we  had  ptit  out  the  fire  or  not. 
Those  doubts  are  now  resolved,  and  the  mill  is  saved.  We  thought  that  you  had 
set  it.  alight  to  burn  as  out."  ' 

"  No.    It  was  the  soldiers." 

"  Ob,  we  can  easily  understand  all  ihat  now  ;  but  our  suspicion  was  that  you 
were  fiow-street  officers,  and  that  you  had  a  magistrate  with  you,  who  had  pro- 
cured the  assistaoce  of  a  company  of  soldiers,  in  case  we  shoaMfei  iaeliaed  to 
resist  you." 

"  We  have  been  all,  then,  going  at  cross  purposes  it  seems."  , 

"  It  does,  indeed." 

"But  there  was  a  slceJetnn  hand  and  arm,"  said  Jack.  "' I  saw  it  rayself 
appear  down  the  trap-door.     What  do  you  say  to  that?" 

"Oh,  this  is  it." 

The  m?,n  dived  his  liand  into  his -pocket  as  he  spoke,  and  produced  the  very 
hand  and  arm  that  Jack  mentioned,  and  held  it  so  close  io  him,  that  the  long 
bony  fingers,  appeared  to  clasp  !  is.  Jack's,  wrist. 

"  Murder  I"  said  Jack ;    "  murder  !     Don't  put  it  near  rae.'', 

"  Oh,  well,  I  didn't  know  you  were  afraid  of  such  things." 
■  •"  I  ain't  afraid  of  them.    But — but — " 
':"■"'''  But  he  don't  like  them,"  added  Claude. 

<'M^ny  people  share  with  you  tha  dislike,"  said  the  man  with  the  wand,  as  he 
replaced  the  hand  and  arm  of  the  s^leton  in  his  pocket.  "I  suppose  it  had  a 
pretty  good  effect  from  below  ?" 

"  Very  good,  indeed,"  said  Claude.  "  But  you  must  not  judge  of  my  old 
friend.  Jack,  by  what  he  says  or  does  now,  for  he  has  had  a  serious  fall  from  his 
ho'-se,  and  has  been  very  much  shaken,  indeed ;  and  is,  I  have  no  doiibt,  now 
struggling  against  the  pain  of  his  hurts  upon  that  occasion." 

Jack  felt  grateful  to  Claude  for  saying  this  much,  as  it  in  a  manner  saved  him 
from  the  reproach  of  cowardice,  which,  otherwise,  might  to  some  degree  have 
been  attached  to  him. 

They  all  now  re-entered  the  old  mill,  which,  although  it  had  had  a  good  v/arm- 
ing  from  the  tiames,  had  yet  in  its  principal  parts  escaped  the  destruction  that  at 
one  time  had  really  seemed  to  be  inevitable. 

"There  is  a  story  connected  with  this  mill,"  said  the  man  with  the  wand, 
"which  enables  us  easily  to  frighten  any  of  the  country  people  who  come 
to  it." 
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"  V\''e  know  all  about  it,"  said  Dick.  "It  is  of  tlie  wo  brotlierSj  one  of  whom 
murdered  the  other  here  ?" 

"  It  is  so.  And  so,  every  now  and  then  we  take  care  hat  such  sights  should 
be  seen  here,  and  such  sounds  be  heard,  as  shall  keep  up  the  delusion  that  the 
place  is  hatinted  by  the  spirits  of  the  murderer  and  his  victim.'" 

"Then  it  is  not  so  haunted  ?"  said  Jack. 

Claude  gave  him  a  nudge  with  his  elbow,  as  he  whispered-^ 

"  Don't  ask  such  questions,  Jack." 

"  Wh}',  no,"  said  the  man  ;  "  you  did  not  suppose  it  was,  did  you,  now, 
really?" 

''  Oh,  no — no." 
.  '•  Of  course  not.  Confound  tliese  fellows  ot  soldiers  !  they  have  not  left  us 
a  table  or  a  chair  in  the  place,  I  declare.  And  how  it  does  smoke,  too.  Fuff  !  It 
is  enough  to  smother  one.  What  on  earth  have  they  done  to  the  chimney? 
The  explosion  of  the  few  ounces  of  gvinpowder  that  were  put  into  it  could  not 
have  stopped  it  up.     It  ought,  on  the  contrary,  to  have  cleared  it." 

Claude  1-iughed, 

"  You  have  us  to  thank  for  the  condition  of  the  chimney,"  he  said.  "  We 
tried  to  smoke  the  soldiers  out  of  the  mill  by  stopping  it  up  with  some  old  sacks 
from  above,  but  they  can  easily  be  moved." 

The  man  lau^'hed,  as  he  cried  out — 

"  You,  Jem  Brown,  go  up  and  clear  the  top  of  the  chimney.  You  hear  that 
it  is  stopped  with  some  sacks."    - 

"  Yes,  Mister  Blue,"  said  the  man. 

"  What  an  odd  name,"  said  Jack  to  Claude.     *'  His  name  is  Blue." 

"  That  is  to  sh«w  that  I'm  anything  but  green,"  said  the  man,  who  overheard 
Jack's  whisper. 

"' Excuse  mc,"  said  Jack,  "  I  meant  no  offence.' 

"  And  none  is  taken.  Of  course.  Blue  is  not  my  name  ;  but  a  man  must  .call 
birnseU  something;  so  that  is  short,  and  answers  the  purpose  here  quite  as  well 
as  any  other ;  so  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  know  me  as  Mr.  Blue," 

"  Very  well,"  said  Claude.  "Ah,  I  can  see  the  smoke  going  up  the  chimney 
again  all  right.     The  mill  will  soon  be  clear  enough." 

."It  will,"  said  IMr.  Blue  ;  "  and  in  the  meantime  allow  me  to  offer  you  such 
refreshment  as  I  can  command.  Come,  ray  men,  do  the  best  you  caa  in  honour 
of  our  illustrious  visitors  upon  this  occasion." 

Thus  urged,  the  coiners,  for  whose  society,  however,  Claude  Duval  by  no 
means  evinced  the  greatest  longing  in  the  world,  set  about  propping  up,  as  well 
as  they  could,  one  of  the  broken  tables,  and  then  they  spread  the"  pall  upon  it 
by  way  of  a  cloth,  which  made  Jack  look  rather  askance  at  it,  for  he  did  not 
•  exactly  like  the  idea  of  eating  or  drinking  on  such  a  funeral-looking  emblem  a3 
that. 

From  a  concealed  cupboard,  then,  the  coiners  produced  various  good  things 
in  the  eating  and  drinking  way,  so  that  the  table  was  soon  well  spread  ;  and  then 
Mr.  Blue  said — 

"  I'm  afraid  I  cannot  say  sit  down,  for  those  fellows  of  soldiers  have  broken 
all  the  chairs,  but  we  must  just  manage  the  best  way  we  can.  Ah,  that  will  do 
—  that  will  do." 

One  of  the  coiners  had  managed  to  lay  a  flat  piece  of  board  across  two  of  the 
b.'-oken  chairs,  and  so  to  extemporise  a  very  tolerable  form,  upon  which  Claude 
and  his  friends  could  rest  themselves  with  ease,  and  they  at  once  did  so,  and  fell 
to  work  upon  the  eatables  and  drinkables  before  them. 

Mr.  Blue  called  to  his  gang  of  coiners,  who  seemed  to  be  completely  under 
his  control,  to  come  to  the  table,  and  the  whole  party  was  soon  quite  jolly  and 
as  friendly  as  if  they  had  known  each  other  for  twenty  years  at,  the  very  least, 
instead  of  only  half  an  hour. 

"  It  gives  me  great  pleasure  "  said  Mr.  Blue,  as  he  rose  with  a  glass  in  his 
hand.     *'  It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  propose  to  this    highly  talented  and 
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honourable  company,  the  health  of  our  illustrious  visitor,  Claude  Duval,  whose 
name  in  the  annals  of  adventure  must  be  familiar  to  you  all  as  one  who,  under 
all  conditions " 

"  Amen!"  said  a  voice. 
'\      Mr.  Blue  dropped  the  glass  that  he  had  been  holding  by  its  rather  slender 
stem  between  his  thumb  and  fore-finger,  and  looked  around  him  in  surprise. 

"  What  is  that?"  he  said,  "oh  !  what  is  that  ?* 

The  coiners  all  looked  at  him,  and  so  did  Claude  and  his  friends,  and  then 
Jack  said,  in  rather  a  tremulous  voice — 

*'  I  don't  see  any  good,  now,  in  playing  off  any  of  your  tricks  to  try  to 
frighten  us." 

*'  It  is  not  with  my  good  will,"  said  Mr.  Blue,  **  that  anything  of  the  sort  is 
done," 

•' But,  there  was  something." 

"  Yes,  there  was.   Somebody  said  Amen  t" 

**  Amen  !"  said  the  voice  again. 

They  all  now  sprang  from  their  seats,  and  Mr.  Blue,  in  a  very  angry  voice, 
cried  out — 

"  Which  of  you  is  pthying  this  foolish  trick?     I  won't  have  it !" 

"  It's  none  of  us,"  said  the  coiners  all  in  a  breath,     "  It's  none  of  us." 

Mr.  Blue  himself  looked  a  little  put  oUt  of  the  way,  but  he  managed  to  get 
over  his  surprise  in  a  few  moments,  and  then  hesaid —      v  '  ,'  ,''J'-  ',    ' 

"  Well— well,  I  suppose  it  is  nothing,  after  all."  ''''  "'^  ^^  '  ;''^ 

"  We  all  heard  it,"  said  one. 

"  And  so  did  we,"  said  Claude. 

Dick  smiled,  and  Mr,  Blue  looked  rather  suspiciously  at  him,  as  he  said,  in  a. 
tone  of  reproach — 

"  Ah,  Turpin,  so  it  was  you  who,  after  all,  was  playing  us  this  little  trick  ?'* 

"  Not  I." 

"  Then,  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  it.     But  come  what  may,  I  will  finish 
the  toast  that  I  was  about,  with  anotVier  glass,  as  that  one  is  broken  j  so  now 
again  I  say,  that  if  the  devil  himself—" 
/*  Oh,  lor  !"  s|iid  the  voice  again. 

The  coiners  looked  at  each  other  with  apprehension,  and  it  was  quite  evident, 
from  the  expression  upon  their  faces,  that  they  had  nothing  to  do  with  the 
sounds  that  disturbed  the  harmonyof  the  feast. 

"  This  is,  quite  inexplicable,"  said  Mr.  Blue.  **  I  cannot  make  it  out.  Where 
did  the  noise  come  from  V 

"  There!"  cried  half  a  dozen  voices,  and  as  many  fingers  were  all  at  once 
pointed  to  one  corner  of  the  spacious  apartment,  in  which  there  was  a  quantity  of 
straw.     "  There  !" 

Dick  laughed  again.  -■ "~ 

"  Ah,  Turpin,''  said  Blue,  *'you  know  something  of  this,  I  am  certain.*' 

Dick  Turpin  made  no  answer  to  this  supposition,  but  Mr.  Blue  at  once 
went  to  a  corner  of  the  room  and  got  a  toasting-fork  that  hung  thfere,  which  he 
brandished  over  his  head,  saying — 

"  If  any  one  be  crouched  there  among  the  straw,  I  will  give  him  a  hint  to 
come  out.'' 

With  this.  Blue  stepped  up  to  the  straw,  and  gave  two  or  three  such  well- 
directfd  thrusts  with  the  toasting-fork  among  it,  that  a  voice  yelled  out — 

*'  Murder  !  Oh,  don't  !  Murder!  Oh — oh  !  Put  me  in  some  cool  place,  do, 
and  I  will  give  you  lots  of  advice  for  nothing.     Oh,  murder!"  ^ 

There  was  a  great  commotion  among  the  straw,  when  Mr.  White,  the  lawyer, 
who  had  been  completely  forgotten  by  Claude  Duval,  rolled  on  to  the  floor. 

'*  Oh,  spare  me !"  he  cried.  "  Oh,  dear— oh  dear !  If  you  are  the  devil,  pray 
recollect  that  I  have  done  youi  work  for  a  good  many  years  in  this  world,  and 
you  ought  to  have  some  mercy  upon  me.'* 
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CHAPTER  CCCXXXIII. 

UR.   WHITE  MAKES   RATHER   AN  IMPORTANT  KEVELATIOK   UNKNOWINGLY. 

When  Claude  Duval  and  Jack  saw  the  attorney,  and  heard  how  he  bawled 
out  his  appeal  for  mercy,  they  joined  Dick  in  a  roar  of  laughter,  in  which  the 
coiners  soon  joined,  \fhen  they  saw  there  was  really  no  danger. 

"  Laugh— laugh,  ye  fiends!''  cried  the  lawyer,  as  he  discumbered  his  face 
from  the  straw,  "  I  appeal  to  your  master,  the  devil,  himself." 

Upon  this,  they  only  laughed  more,  and  Claude,  turning  to  Dick,  6aid  '      ■ 

•' You  recollected  this  fellow,  but  really  I  did  not." 

**  Oh,  yes,"  said  Dick.   "The  moment  he  said,  *Amen'  1  knew  his  voice  again." 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  White,  "  allow  me  to  remark,  that,  although  even  in 
such  a  place  as  this,  to  which  1  have  been  blown  by  a  very  unexpected  explosion 
of  a  quantity  of  gunpowder,  I  yet  hope  that  you  will  £eel  disposed  to  treat  me 
with  liberality  and  respec(."  i  jfeml  ,|i; 

"  Certainly,' said  Mr.  Blue.     "  Who  are  you  ?" 

"  John  Doubleday  White,  Esq.''  ^gj-jj  jiailooH  3Jdl  ;5S!i?/lf|  sj-pnj?  In;  :■■ 

*'  And  what  are  you  l"  .  ,.   ^s,  r;  Ua  i'v.^^vyy  ^:i^'  ■:fef  ^'r^^  "^o  ''"'■■ 

"  Well,  I  suppose,  these  questions  are  matters  of  form  in  these  courts,  for,  of 
course,  you  know  very  well,  gentlemen  fiends,  who  and  what  I  am ;  but  I  do 
not  at  all  wish  to  be  contumacious  or  unpoUte,  so  I  admit  at  once  that  I  am 
an  attorney." 

"A  lawyer!" 

"Yes,  coatmonly  and  vulgarly  called  a  lawyer,  which,  I  suppose,  accounts 
for  ray  being  here,  though  I  must  confess  I  never  believed  there  was  such  a 
place  at  all  till  now,  as  there  was  no  evidence  of  tlie  fact  that  I  could  ever  find 
concerning  it." 

*•  And,  pray,  where  do  you  suppose  yourself  to  be,  Mr.  White  ?" 

•'*  Don't  mention  it ;  but  it  is  cOiumonly  considered  to  be  a  very  warm  place, 
that  is,  down  below — Hem  J" 

*'  Why,  you  don't  mean  to  say  you  take  this  for——  Eh  ?" 

"I— do— Hem  1" 

Another  roai  of  laughter  from  the  coiners  awakened  the  echoes  of  the  old 
mil],  and  Mr.  White  said,  with  a  dubious  look — 

"  You  <i  1 1't  mean  to  tell  me  that  1  am  mortal,  do  you  ?  Laugh— laugh,  you 
finds!     L>li,  dear,  no !" 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  Blue  ;  *'  you  are  quiie  right,  sir." 

"  Ah,  I  knew  it ;  but  still  I  must  say  that,  considering  the  place  has  the 
reputation  of  being  rather  a  warm  climate,  I  don't  find  it  very  oppressive  just 
bow  ;  and  if  it  should  be  no  warmer,  I — oh,  lor  ! — oh,  murder!  Don't  do  that 
again.    Oh,  dear! — oh,  dear  !" 

One  of  the  coiners,  upon  finding  that  Mr.  White  conceived  himself  to  be  in  a 
certain  place  of  a  hot  description,  had  crept  behind  bira  with  a  lighted  piece  of 
stick,  and  held  it  against  his  lateral  anatomy  until  the  flame  reached  his  skin, 
and  caused  him  to  give  a  mo&t  alarming  jump,  and  to  ulter  the  exclamatory 
expression  we  have  recorded. 

'*  Who,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  odd,"  said  Blue,  "  is  this  person  ?" 

"  We  know  but  little  of  him,"  said  Claude. 

"  And  that  little,"'  added  Dick  Turpin,  "is,  I  am  aorry  to  say,  not  at  all  to 
his  advantage." 

"  Oh,  dear ! — oh,  dear !  Good  devils,  have  some  sort  of  consideration  for  a 
poor  fellow,  who,  although  he  always " 

"  Be  quiet,"  said  Blue. 

"  Yes,  sir,  if  you  please ;  but  I  was  going  to  tell  you  all." 

"Perhaps,"  said  one  of  the  coiners,  "  it  would  be  as  well  to  let  him  go  on 
with  his  tale  ?" 
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"  Oh,  sir/'  aaid  White,  "  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  have  not  got  that  length 
yet.  Your  own  tale,  I  suppose,  sir,  you  mean,  humbly.  I  am  only  an  attorney, 
sir,  if  you  please,  and  not  a  devil.'* 

Claude  aud  his  frieads  had  to  turn  aside  to  conceal  their  laughter  upon  this 
occasion,  for  it  was  quite  evident  that  poor  Mr.  White  was  in  a  very  sad  state 
of  mental  confusion  with  regard  to  his  whereabout  in  particular,,  add  things  in 
general.  The  explosion  of  gunpowder  in  the  chimney  of  the  old  mill,  wh'ch 
had  prostrated  him  in  the  first  instance,  had  so  thorou^jhly  and  confusedly 
impressed  him  with  the  idea  that  he  had  gone  direct  to  that  region  where  such 
as  he  are  supposed  eternally  to  luxuriate,  that  nothing  of  an  ordinary  character 
sufficed  to  get  him  rid  of  the  rather  extraordinary  nation. 

The  coiners  were  excessively  pleased  with  the  state  of  mind  that  Mr   White 
was  in,  and  they  consulted  with  each  other,  not  as  to  the  means  of  awakening 
him  to  a  sense   of  his  real  position,    but  as  to  the  best  way  of  thoroughly 
strengthening  him  in  his  delusion. 
Blue  whispered  to  Claude. 

"  I  suppose  it  is  in  pursuit  of  you,  and  not  of  us,  that  this  lawyer  came  here  ?" 
*' Precisely  so." 

"  Well,  then,  you  can  do  as  you  please  in  the  matter.  Only  say  what  you 
propose,  and  my  men  will  assist  you  in  it." 

K'A^*'  Very  well,  do  so,  and   1  will  take  care  that  if  he  should  prevaricate  in  any 
way,  some   means  shall   be   resorted  to  to  convince  him  that  that  is  a  policy 
which  here  brings  with  it  rather  a  prompt  and,  perhaps,  uncomfortable  retribu- 
tion.    Leave  that  to  me." 
"  I  will." 

Claude  now  stepped  up  to  Mr.  White,  and  Blue,  with  a  look  of  gratification, 
whispered  to  one  of  his  gang  of  coiners   who  went  to  a  corner  of  the  room,  and 
after  some  seeking,   returned  with,      ivirof  iron  nippers,  or  pincers,  which 
he  handed  to  Blue,  who  then  station    •.   aunself  exactly  bahind  Mr.  White,  wiio 
had  been  lifted  from  the  floor  an.i   pUced  upon  a  chair,  to  which  the  coinera 
had  bound  hira  tightly. 
Claude  spoke  to  him  in  a  .leeo  clear,,  distinct  voice. 
"  Your  name  is  White,  and  y^a  aie  au.attorney  i" 
"  I — I  am.     Oh,  a  jar  !  I  am." 
"Silence!" 

"  I  only " 

"  Pefice,  I  say,  or  else  it  will  be  the  worse  for  you." 

"A  great  deal  the  -vorse,"  said  Blue,  as  with  the  pincers  he  gave  Mr.  Wh.ifce  ' 
a  rap  that  made  him  jutnp  again. 
"  I  am  a  dead  ms  i !"  said  White. 

"  I  know  that,"  said  Claude.  "  Now  tell  me.  Whom  came  you  to  seek  to 
the  old  mill  ?" 

"  Claude  Duval,  and  the  other  thieves,"  said  Mr.  White. 
This  was  a  sincerity  of  expression  that  Blue  would  have  rewarded  by  a  rather 
severe  pinch,  bu:   Claude  motioned  him  not  to  do  so  ;  and  as  Mr.  White  saw 
him,  he  thought  that   it   was  some  conjuration  that  was  being  practised  against 
him,  and  of  which  he  would  soon  feel  the  efifects,  and  he  groaned  accordingly. 

"  You  say  you  came  here  in  search  of  Claude  Duval  and  others.  Who  are 
the  others?" 

'•  Ur.e  is  Dick  Turpin." 
"  And  who  else  ?" 

"  There  is  another,  most  gracious  gentleman  fiend,  but  I  don't  know  who  he 
is,;SQl  V  M:)ot  te!l  you.    You,  however,  know,  without  a  doubt." 
"I  do." 

"  Of  course  you  do.  But  situated  as  I  am  now,  that  is  all  past,  and  there  is 
no  further  interest  in  the  affairs  of  the  world  thatJ  am  upon  and  have  belonged 
to,':'.  .  - 

"None  whatever.     Have  you  anv  oapers  or  documents  about  you  ?"  I 
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"  Yes,  a  few." 

"Give  them  up." 

"  With  great  pleasure.  I — I— that  is,  if  you  please,  of  course  I  will  give  them 
up.  Here  is  a  little  packet  of  letters  and  other  raaiters,  only  interesting  to  those 
whom  they  may  concern.     Hem  !     I  have  nothing  else." 

From  the  manner  of  Mr.  White,  the  man  who  had  the  rather  odd  name  of 
Blue,  thought  that  he  had  something  else  that  he  wanted  to  conceal,  so  he 
gave  him  a  nip  with  the  pincers,  as  he  said — 

"  Liar  and  slave  !     You  need  not  attempt  to  deceive  us.'' 

Mr.  White  gave  a  yell  of  agony,  and  would  have  bounded  up  from  the  chair 
only  that  he  Wtis  tied  tolerably  firmly  to  it,  and  then,  while  the  tears  came  to 
his  eyes,  he  said — 

"  Oh — oh,  you  might  as  well  have  said  that  you  wanted  to  see  young  Mr, 
Beachera's  letter,  without  pinching  a  piece  out  of  the  small  of  my  back  at  the 
same  time.     Here  it  is.     Oh — oh,  here  is  the  letter."' 

Claude  Duval  had  not  the  remotest  idea  of  what  Mr.  White  meant  by  an 
allusinn  to  young  Mr.  Beachem's  letter,  but  he  did  not  let  him  see  that  the 
name  and  the  existence  of  such  a  letter  was  to  him  perfecc'y  new,  so  he  merely 
held  out  his  hand,  saying— 

"  Give  it  to  me." 

"  It  is  here,  worthy  sir — it  is  here  ;  and  there  is  my  memorandum  of  private 
instructions,  hkev/ise,  if  you  please." 

Claude  Duval  took  the  memoraQdatn,  and  read  as  follows — • 

"  Mr.  VVhite, — You  will  have  no  difficulty  at  all  ia  finding  Barryraead  Prioi^', 
as  it  U'-ed  to  be  called,  in  Acton.  It  is  now,  as  I  told  you,  a  nunnery,  and  there 
you  will  find  Alicia.  The  letter  that  you  have,  you  will  give  to  the  Lady  Abbess, 
who  will  find  from  that  that  we  entirely  trust  you  in  the  matter,  and  that  if  you 
say  that  the  deed  is  properly  signed,  we  shall  be  satisfied.  After  that,  she  has 
her  further  instructions  regarding  Alicia. 

"  It  is  very  probable  that  you  will  be  introduced  to  Father  Garvey,  and  if  so, 
you  will  find  him  a  very  amiable,  pleasant  man,  indeed.  He  is  the  confessor  of 
the  young  ladies  at  the  nunnery,  and  quite  in  our  interest,  as  he  is  to  get  a 
thousand  pounds  wholly  to  himself. 

"  As  soon  as  ycu  have  successfully  carried  out  this  affair,  you  will  be  so  good 
as  to  come  to  London  aga  n,  and  let  me  and  my  father  and  mother  know,  when 
the  reward  that  we  promised  you  will  be  paid  to  you  without  fail. 

'  Till  then,  believe  me  to  be  j'ours  truly,  "  B." 

When  Claude  Duval  had  read  this  letter  through,  he  v/as  not  much  wiser  than 
before,  bat  he  could  well  understand  that  some  villany  was  intended;  and  he 
said,  in  a  cold,  severe  tone  to  Mr.  White — 

"You  mijsttell  all." 

"Yes,  gracious  dev — T  icean,  sir,  I  wi'l  tell  all.  You  see.  Miss  Alicia  Horton 
is  the  niece  of  Sir  John  Beachera,  who  is  a  catholic  baronet,  and  because  she 
will  not  marry  his  son,  Henry  Beachem,  they  popped  her  into  the  nunnery ;  and 
there  they  intended  to  force  ber  to  sign  a  deed  conveying  half  her  propertv  to 
the  nunnery  and  the  other  half  to  themselves,  as  she  will  be  of  age  directly  ;  and 
the  abbess  assists  them,  of  course,  and  so  does  the  confess.ir,  and  the  only  person 
they  are  afraid  of  is  young  John  Field,  who  is  in  love  '-vith  her,  and  whom  she 
loves,  and  who  is  a  gentleman,  although  not  a  rich  one." 

"  How  much  money  has  the  girl,  Alicia  Horton  ?" 

"  About  fifty  thousand  pounds.  Her  mother  was  Sir  John's  sister,  and  ^he 
married  an  officer  in  the  Indian  army,  who  was  poor  at  that  time,  but  to  whom  a 
rich  relation  left  that  sura.  He  was  killed  in  battle,  and  the  mother  died  of  grief 
for  his  loss,  leaving  her  child,  Alicia,  to  the  ^aie  of  hgr  uncle  and  aunt.  Sir  John 
and  Lady  Beachem,  and  their  whole  object  has  been  to  force  her  to  marry  their 
son,  Henry  ;  but  she  loves  John  Field,  and  so  refuses,  and,  therefore,  they  are^ 
Irving  what  I  told  you." 
■"But ." 


1384 


GENTLEMAN  JACK. 


Before  Claude  could  say  more,  two  of  the  cointTs  who  had  been  keeping  walch 
on  the  outside  of  the  mill  came  in,  dragging  with  them  a  man,  whom  thsy  had 
.made  prisoner,  and  who,  in  a  strongly  marked  Irish  accent,  called  out — 

"  Och,  then,  murder,  you  villains  i  Eedad,  an'  what  is  it  myself  has  done 
that  I  should  be  kilt  entirely  any  way,  and  my  young  master  murdered  m  cold 
blood?" 

"  What  is  this  ?'  said  Blue. 

"We  found,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  scouts,  "two  men  lurking  ab'^ut  the 
meadow,  and  thinking  them  spies,  we  tried  to  frighten  them  av\  ay,  but  cafe  of  them 
knocked  down  Joe  Ellis,  so  we  hit  him  with  our  cudgels  and  he  lies  outsi^de. 
This  is  the  other," 

"  Lies  outside,  does  he,  you  spalpeen  ?"  said  the  Irishman.  "It's  yourself 
that  lies  inside.  Oh,  the  poor  master,  who  is  only  looking  for  the  nunnery  and 
lost  his  way,  to  be  took  up  for  a  spy  !" 

"  The  nunnery  V  said  Claude,     "  What  nunnery,  and  «ho  is  your  master  ?" 

"  Bedad,  then,  I'm  Dennis,  his  man,  and  me  master  is  Mr.  Pield,  aud  he  is 
looking  for  the  nunnery,  where  the  swate  darlint,  Miss  Alicia,  is  after  feeing  smug- 
gled up." 

"  Is  this  possible  V 

"  Ii's  myself  that  can't  say  that,  but  by  the  holy  poker  it's  true." 

"  Follow  me,  some  of  you." 

Claude  and  Dennis  and  his  friends  and  some  of  the  coiners  rushed  out  into  the 
open  air,  and  there,  by  the  aid  of  a  t^rch,  they  found  a  ycung  man,  elegantiy 
dressed,  lying  in  a  state  of  insensibility  on  the  ground 

"This  deeply  interests  me,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  Ifear  that,  quite  unwittingly, 
we  have  stopped  one  whom  we  would  readily  have  permitted  to  proceed  upon 
his  course  ;  and  yet,  after  all,  it  may  be  for  the  best,  for  all  we  know  to  the  con- 
trary." 

"  It  is  so,"  said  Jack. 

"  1  am  of  the  same  opinion,"  said  Turpin  ;  "and  if  we  can  but  rouse  this 
young  man  to  a  state  of  consciousness,  we  maybe  able  to  do  much  n.ore  for  him 
in  the  furtherance  of  his  object  than  he  could  by  any  possibility  have  done  for 
himself.' 

"  We  will  try  it,  at  all  events,"  said  Claude.  "Come,  Mr.  Dennis,  you  be  so 
good  as  to  hold  your  master  from  the  damp  ground,  and  we  will  get  some  water 
and  dash  it  in  his  face."  . 

"  Bedwd,  it's  myself  will  do  that  same." 

Claude  Duval  was  much  afraid  that  young  John  Field,  as  the  attorney  had 
named  him,  was  severely  injured,  and  so,  ticking  him  right  vp  in  his  arms,  he 
carried  him  into  the  mill. 

"it's  a  strong  chap  that,  by  gor !"  said  Dennis,  "for  the  master,  though  he 
isn't  as  fat  as  a  piece  of  bacon  without  any  lean,  is  heavy  enough." 

Mr.  White  looked  at  all  that  was  happening  with  the  dreamy  look  of  a  man 
who  is  only  half  awake,  and  when  he  saw  Claude  Duval  come  in  with  the  insen- 
sible form  of  young  field,  he  said — 

"Oh,  dear,  there's  another!  I  wonder  if  that's  a  professional  man  that  they 
have  caught  this  time.     Oh,  dear — oh,  dear!" 

Claude  asked  for  some  wine,  asd  Mr.  Blue,  from  the  mysterious  cupboard, 
which  really  seemed  to  contain  something  of  everything,  produced  some,  and  a 
little  had  the  effect  of  reviving  Mr.  Tield,  who  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  about 
him. 

"  Are  you  a  professional  man  ?"  said  Mr.  White. 

"Be  quiet,"  said  Claude.     "  Ask  no  questions." 

"  Bedad,  then,  he  ain't  quite  dead,  though  he  is  kilt,"  said  Dennis.  "It's  how 
do  ynu  (eel  yourself  now,  .\!r.  Field?"  ^ 

"  Field— Field  ?"  said  Mr.  White.  *'  Oh,  dear,  who  would  have  thought  of 
his  coming  here!" 
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THE    ADVENXrREES    ALAKMED    ON    BEHOLDING    THE    SKELETON    HOUSEMAN,  | 

Chapter  cccxxxiv.  i 

TAKES    A    GLANCE    AT    EERRYMEAD    PRIORY,    ACTON,  AT  EARLY    DAWN.  | 

It  was  quite  evident  that  Mr.  Whi^e,  attorney-at-law,  thought  every  one  who' 
WQs  brought  into  the  mill  were  consigned  to  the  keeping  of  a  certain  elderly 
gentleman  in  the  infernal  regions. 

Hfnce  was  it  that,  although  the  name  of  Field  ha i  shuck  him  as  nol:  ex- 
actly belonjrtng  to  his  party,  he  thought  he,  too,  hiid  foun;!  a  home  in  the  inlcrnui 
regions  for  s^me  act  or  ac  s  o''  wh'c     he,  Mr'.  White,  vf.a  not  cogtiizi  nt.  I 
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"Do  you  mean  to  say,  sir,'  he  said,  addressing  the  young  man,  who  was  now 
fast  recovering  from  the  state  of  stupor  into  which  a  blow  upon  the  head  with  a 
bludgeon  had  thrown  him.  "Do  you  mean  to  say,  sir,  that  your  name  is 
Field  ?" 

"It  is." 

"John  Field?" 

"  Yes,  John  is  my  name." 

"Oh,  dear,  then  perhaps  you  are  the  very  individual  who  was  looking  after  a 
certain  Miss  Alicia  Horton,  as  aforesaid  V 

"  Alica  Horton  !"  cried  the  young  man,  starting  to  his  feet.  *'  What  have 
you  to  say  of  her  ?  If  aught  that  it  will  give  me  joy  to  hear,  speak  quickly  ; 
but — but  if  your  news  be  sad,  it  is  better  that  you  speak  it  not  at  all.'' 

"  Well,  it  don't  much  matter  to  either  of  us,  now,  sir,"  groaned  Mr.  White, 
*'  does  it  ?" 

"  How  do  you  mean  ?* 

"  Why,  situated  as  we  'are,  yoa  Irnow,  sir — oh,  dear,  in  such  a  place  as  this, 
you  know,  sir,  where,  if  you  are  fond  of  a  good  roaring  fire,  I  suppose  it  may 
always  be  had — eh  ?" 

"  Are  you  some  madman." 

"  I  don't  think  so,  but  I  believe  sir,  we  are  both  in——'* 

"  Silence !"  said  Claude,  who  had  only  allowed  the  attorney  to  go  this  far,  in 
order  that  he  might  be  certain  of  the  identity  of  the  young  gentleman  as  the 
lover  of  Alicia.  "  Silence,  Mr.  White ;  you  are  not  yet  permitted  to  speak,  except 
in  answer  to  a  question." 

"  Yes,  but—" 

"I  warn  you^  You  will  find  yourself  in  the  centre  of  the  lake  of  burning 
brimstone,  if  you  don't  be  quiet,"  , 

Upon  this,  Mr.  White  was  so  deeply  affected,  that  over  he  -went  backyards,, 
chair  and  all. 

Young  Field  looked  at  Claude  inquiringly,  as  much  as  to  say,  "What  is  the  mean- 
ing of  all  this  strange  talk  ?"  and  then  Duval  said  to  him,  in  too  low  a  tone  to 
reach  the  ears  of  Mr.  White — 

"  Sir,  are  you  sufficiently  recovered,  do  yoathmk,  to  take  an  active  part  in  any 
enterprise?" 

"  (Jh,  yes,  if  it  concerns  Alicia  Horton." 

"  It  does  so." 

"  Then,  I  pray,  sir,  that  you  may  consider  me  as  quite  well." 

"  Stop  a  bit.     How  came  you  in  this  neighbourhood  at  all  ?" 

"  I  will  tell  you  presently.  I  received  an  anonymous  note,  saying,  that  Alicia 
was  a  prisoner  in  Berrymead  Priory,  which  is  at  the  corner  of  a  lane  close  to 
Acton,  and  J  set  off  at  once  for  the  place,  and  my  servant,  Dennis,  here — " 

"  That's  myself,"  said  Dennis, 

"  He  thought  that  by  going  across  the  fields  we  should  save  a  great  extent  of 
roadl;  but,  as  is  commonly  the  case  when  people  try  to  take  a  near  cut  to  any 
place  where  they  are  not  well  acquainted  with  the  country,  we  lost  ourselvesj., 
and  were  attacked  in  the  fields  by  two  men,  one  of  whom  struck  me  on  the 
head.    I  know  no  more." 

"  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Blue,  "  How  me  to  say,  how  deeply  I  regret  that  my  men 
should  have  made  the  mistake  of  thinking  you  an  enemy." 

"  Your  men?      Who  and  what  are  you  ?" 

"  That,  sir,  permit  me  to  say,  is  a  secret  that  I  must  still  keep  to  myself,  for 
the  present,  if  you  please." 

"  Pardon  me.  Nothing  can  be  further  from  my  intention  than  to  seek  to 
intrude  upon  your  secrets." 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  that,  sir;  and  I  can  onlyadd,  that  if  this  gentleman,"  alluding 
to  Claude,  "thinks  proper  to  interfere  in  your  affairs,  or  is  of  opinion  that  any 
effectual  assistance  can  be  rendered  to  yoa,  I  shall  be  most  willing  to  aid  him 
to  the  extent  of  mv  abilities  in  the  matter." 
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"  I  am  deeply  obliged." 

"  I  do  think  proper,"  said  Claude,  "  From  what  I  have  heard,  I  think  that  it 
is  our  duty  to  aid  you,  sir." 

"  What,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  have  you  heard  ?"  said  Mr.  Field.  '•  All  this 
so  amazes  me,  that  I  may  vreW  doubt,  even  now,  if  I  am  in  my  right  senses.  For 
Heaven's  sake,  sir,  tell  me  if  you  know  anything  concerning  Alicia  Horton,  for 
it  is  to  her  your  speech  seems  to  refer." 

"  Small  blame  to  me,"  said  Dennis,  "if  J  don't  think  so  too." 

"  Peace — oh,  peace  !'' 

"  Peas  is  it  you  are  after  wishing  for,  sir  ?  Bedad,  me  grandfather,  who  was 
one  of  the  ould  rale  stock,  and  descended  from  theouUl  kings  of  Munster,  had  as 
illigant  a  crop  of  peas  as  you  would  wish  to  see,  and  one  day  he — " 

"  Dennis,  1  wish  to  hear  this  gentleman,"  said  Mr.  Field. 

"  Oh,  well,  I— oh  !" 

Dennis  was  silent,  and  then  Claude  said — 

"You  love  Alicia  Horton.  Her  aunt  and  uncle,  she  being  an  orphan  and 
possessed  of  considerable  propertj',  wish  her  to  wed  their  son,  and  her  cousin, 
Henry  Beachem  ;  she  loves  you,  and,  therefore,  refuses  to  wed  him,  and  they,  in 
revenge,  and  being  solely  actuated  in  the  whole  matter  by  the  grossest  cupidity, 
have  placed  her  in  a  convent." 

''  Yes — yes,  all  that  is  true." 

"  Well,  your  object  is  to  get  her  away  from  it." 

«'  It  is." 

"  And  to  marry  her." 

"  Delightful  thought !  Oh,  if  I  could  but  call  Alicia  mine,  I  should  be  the 
happiest  of  human  beings ;  and  I  think,  too,  she  would  be  happy  in  my  care,  for 
I  would  strive  to  make  her  so." 

"  No  doubt  of  it." 

"  But,  believe  me,  sir,  whoever  you  may  be,  that  I  am  not  actuated  by  any 
motive  connected  with  the  property.  If  she  had  not  one  farthing  in  the 
world,  she  would  be  as  dear  to  me  as  she  is  now,  and  I  should  still  consider  her 
as  a  priceless  treasure." 

There  was  such  a  tone  of  heartfelt  sincerity  about  the  young  gentleman  as  he 
spoke,  that  it  would  have  been  quite  impossible  to  doubt  him  for  a  moment,  and 
Claude  re'plied  to  him — 

"  Sir,  it  is  an  accident  which  has  brought  down  privations  upon  her.  That  Alicia 
Horton  is  possessed  of  money,  but  that  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  your  affection 
for  her,  I  can  well  believe  ;  and  yet  I  am  glad  thai  she  is  so  well  endowed,  for 
money  may  be  a  great  good,  if  in  proper  hands." 

"  That  is  true,  sir," 

"  Well,  read  this,  and  it  will  give  you  some  further  insight  into  the  affair  in 
Tvhich  you  are  so  deeply  interested." 

Claude  Duval  handed  him  the  letter  of  instructions  which  had  been  given  up 
by  Mr.  White,  and  Mr,  Field  read  it  through  with  contempt  and  indignation. 
Then  turning  a  melancholy  gaze  at  Claude  Duval,  while  the  letter  trembled  in. 
his  grasp,  he  said — 

"  Are  you — that  is — am  I  to  believe  that " 

"  That  what,  sir  ?" 

"  That  this  letter  was  addressed  to  you,  and  that  you  repent  of— of  the  part 
you " 

Claude  laughed,  as  he  cried  out — 

**  Oh,  dear,  no  !  I  have  not  the  honour  of  being  a  confidant  of  the  Beachem 
family,  I  assure  you.  There  is  the  gentleman  from  whom  1  got  the  letter,  and  to 
whom  it  was  addressed." 

Claude  pointed  to  Mr,  White,  who,  with  his  eyes  fast  shut,  and  his  hands 
crossed  upon  his  chest,  was  lying  on  the  floor,  with  his  leg  ovei-  the  chair, 
expecting  each  moment  to-  find  himself  in  the  brimstone  lake  that  had  been 
mentioned,  and  the  horrors  of  which  had  taken  a  firna  hold  of  his  imagination. 
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"  That  the  man  F'  .  (« 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Field,  that  is  the  lawver."  ^5 

"  His  name  is  White  I"  '  ii 

"it  is."  ^  ■  ■  f3 

"The  rascal!     Why,   I  can  assuie  you,  sir,  that  there  is  not  a  more  cold-   ll 
blooded,  thorough  scoundrel  than  this  man.  White,  in  the  whole  profession  to? 
which  he  belongs." 

"I  can  very  well  believe  that,  Mr.  Field;  but  it  is  quite  a  fortunate 
circumstance  that  we  have  got  hold  of  him,  and  got  possession,  too,  of  his 
despatches.  What  do  you  say,  Dick  ?  You  have  heard  all  this  affair.  Do  you 
feel  inclined  to  assist  Mr.  Field  in  it  to  recover  the  Lady  Alicia  from  the  hands, 
of  those  who  hold  her  in  bondage  ?" 
'*  Indeed  I  do,"  said  Dick. 
"  And  you,  Jack  ?" 

"  Command  my  beet  services."       ^,=^  -.  „,-^- 

*'Then  I  have  to  inform  you,  Mr.  Field,  that  we  three  will  assist  you,  and  I 
do  think  that,  with  your  own  resolution  and  our  aid,  much  may  be  done.  In. 
fact,  I  do  not  believe  but  that  we  shall  be  able  to  wrest  her  from  the  hands  of 
her  persecutoi-s.    Do  you  accept  of  our  aid  ?"  i 

.    "  Oh,  my  friend,  how  can  I  thank  you  P"  ;,jvw  tC 

"  Reserve  all  that  till  we  have  done  you  some  goodi     The  morning  i8.,iiDWti 
approaching,  and  it  is  time  that  we  lett  this  place.     There  is  one  thing,  thoogh,.   i 
s  that  I  have  to  ask  of  you,  sir." 

'      "Name  it."  • 

"It  is,  to  be  content  that  we  will  befriend  you,  and  not  to  seek  to  extend    ! 

your  knowledge  of  who  and  what  we  are,    beyond    what  you  know  of  ua>  i 

already.'*  ! 

^  And  that  is  Doihiog.    But  I  give  my  word  freely."  } 

"  Very  well ;  then,  we  quite   understand  each  other.     And  now,  Mr.  Blue,    | 

"where  are  you  f  j 

"  Will  you  send  one  of  your  men  to  look  after  our  horses,  if  you  please  ?" 
"Certainly." 

"And  will  you"— Claude  here  lowered  his  voice  to  a^  whisper — "willyoa  { 
take  good  care  of  Mr.  White  till  you  hear  from  me  again  ?" 

"that  I  will."  j 

"Very  good.    That  is  all,  then,  that  I  shall  ask  of  you,  Mr.  Blue,  for  the  I 
present ;  but  from  the  kind  and  gentlemanly  manner  in  which  you  have  treated 

I  me  and  my  friends,  I  hope  that  1  may  have  the  pleasure  of  at  another  time  \\ 

I  resuming  our  acquaintance ;  and  if  ever  it  should  be  in  my  power  to  do  yoa  a  I  j 

1  good  turn,  you  may  depend  upon  me."  | ' 

L     " I  am  sure  of  that."  <.j,f^-ys^  v  .  |i 

I      There  was  a  tone  of  great  dejection  about  this  man,  Blue,  as  he  ehooks  hands  \\ 

'  and  so   spoke  to   Claude  Duval.     It  was  quite  evident  that  he  was  a  man  of  i ! 
'.  superior  education,  and   it  was  a  sad  thing  to  think  that  he  should  have  come 

"  to  such  a  pass  as  to  adopt  such  a  line  of  life  as  he  had,  and  which,  sooner  of  j  | 

later,  would  be  quite  certain  to  end  in  disgrace  and  death.  I ! 

The  coiners  who  had  been  sent  out  to  look  for  the  horses  came  back  to  say  j  j 

that  th»y  were  all  right,  and  Jack  hurried  now  to  the  shed  where  they  were  to  j  j 
see  if  his  own  steed  had  suffered  anything  from  the  fall  it  had  had.      He 

hoped  that,  as  he  had,  after  all,   received  no  injury  but  a  good  shaking,  from  1 1 

which  he  had  nearly  recovered,  that  the  horse  was  no  worse  off.  U 
Claude  now  said  to  Mr.  Field,  appealing  by  a  glance  to  Dick  as  he  spoke—  i 

"  I  think  that  the  best  thing  we  can   all   do  now   is  to  go  to  some  quiet  intv  |  j 

not  very  far  from  Acton,  and  there  breakfast,  where  we  can  consult  as  to  the  best  j  j 

mode  of  proceeding  at  the  nunnery  ?"  | 

"  I  will  be  wholly  guided  by  you,**  said  Mr.  Field,  j 
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•'  I  think  it  is  the  best  way,"  said  Dick.  "  Have  you  a  horse,  Mr.  FieKi,  or 
are  vou  on  foot  r" 

"On  foot,  sir." 
'    "  Well,  it  don't  matter  much  ;  we  shall  all  have  to  wait  till  nightfall  again,  I 
expect,  before  anything  can  be  done." 

"No  doubt,"  said  Claude.  '•  Oh,  here  is  Jack.  He,  too,  has  been  to  see  after 
the  cattle.    Well,  Jack?' 

"All's  right.  The  horses  are  in  good  condition,  and  only,  I  suppose,  woukl 
look  a  little  grateful  for  half  a  peck  of  com  each." 

"That  they  shall  soon  have.  Now,  Mr.  Field,  if  you  will  come  with  us  we 
will  see  what^w^e  can  do  to  aid  you  ;  but  you  must  keep  your  servant  from  getting 
us  all  into  any  difficulties  by  his  blundering,  and  there  is  but  little  chance  of  our 
failing  in  rescuing  Alicia  Hortoa  from  the  convent  in  which  she  >s  naw 
confined."  ■  -'^^  ^^f^  "'l;'i^  ^  ' 

CHAPTER  CCCXXXV. 

CLAUDE  AKD   HIS   FRIENDS   HAVJB  RATHBR,  A  KABROW   ESCAPE. 

It  was  rather  a  hinderance  to  Claude  Duval  and  bis  friends  that  Mr.  Field 
and  Dennis  bad  not  borses,  as  they  were  obliged  to  go  at  a  walking  pace  for  the 
purpose  of  accommodating  them. 

Claude  preferred  walking  on  foot  witb  tbe  bridle  of  bis  horse  over  his  arm. 
for  in  that  way  he  could  converse  with  the  young  lover  with  mucb  greater  ease 
than  as  if  be  bad  been  in  the  saddle  and  Mr.  Field  on  foot. 

They  soon  reached  th«  high-road,  and  as  the  sun  was  just  above  the  horizon, 
and  tbe  morning  after  the  stormy  character  of  the  night  was  beautifully  fine  and 
fresh,  it  was  quite  a  delightful  thing  to  see  inature,  as  it  were,  awakening,  and  ths 
glow  of  the  sunlight  slowly  but  surely  creeping  over  all  things,  both  animate  and 
inanimate. 

Tbe  birds  flew  bither  and  tbitber,  apparently  in  a  wild  tfelirium  of  joy,  and 
filled  the  air  with  their  joyous  tones  ;  and  from  every  wild  flower  in  the  hedge- 
rows there  exhaled  some  perfume  more  or  less  grateful  to  tbe  senses. 

"Tliis  is  truely  beautiful,"  said  Claude,  as  they  reached  arising  spot  of  ground 
from  tbe  summit  of  wbicb  they  could  command  rather  an  extensive  view  around 
them. 

"It  is,'*  said  Mr.  Field.  ''^ How  astonishing  it  is  that  people  residing  ir> 
London  fancy  tbat  it  is  necessary*  before  they  can  get  natural  and  pleasing 
scenery,  togo  to  great  distances,  while  tbe  suburbs  of  tbe  great  city  really  present 
as  many  natural  beauties  as  any  part  of  the  country  can  show  to  the  eye  of  tbe 
lover  of  nature." 

"It  is  a  prejudice,"  said  Dick,  **  and  it  is  one  that  enters  into  our  feelings 
with  regard  to  all  things.  That  wbicb  is  at  band  and  easily  attainable  is  never 
much  prized." 

*'That,  I  suppose,  is  about  tbe  solution  of  tbe  mystery,"  said  Duval.  "  But 
bowever  delightful  the  undulating  country  may  be,  and  those  dark  patches  of  wood, 
and  tbat  pretty  winding  stream,  which  is  the  Brent,  I  suppose,  aud  those  fields 
witb  their  rich  luxur'iance-^yet  there  is  one  thing  wbicb,  just  now,  we  should 
all  find,  I  do  believe,  quite  as  delightful." 
"What  is  that?" 
"Breakfast." 

They  laughed,  and  then  Mr.  Field  said — 

"  It  is  I  who  impede  your  progress,  being  on  foot;  but  if  you  will  'say  where 
Dennis  and  I  can  find  jou,  we  will  come  after  yon  as  soon  as  we  can  get  over  the 
ground." 

"  Oh,  no,"  said  Claude,  *'  let  us  keep  together.  What  is  that  j-onder,  Dick, 
in  tbe  middle  of  the  road  apparently  ?" 
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"It  is  a  sign,"  said  Dick;  "but,  I  suppose,  the  -winding  of  the  road  makes 
it  seem  to  us  in  the  middle." 

"  No  doubt — no  doubt.     Well,  suppose  we  make  up  our  minds  to   go  to 
that  inn,  be  it  what  it  may,  to  breakfast  ?" 
,,  '^Agreed— agreed'" 

Upon  this  they  rather  quickened  their  pace,  and  Dennis  said,  in  his  rich  un- 
sophisticated brogue — 

"Bedad,  then,  I  have  just  thought  of  a  wonderful  plan  of  getiing  on  mighty 
quick." 

"  How  is  that,  Dennis?" 

"  Why,  sir,  it's  as  easy  as  kiss  your  hand.  You  see,  sir,  there's  only  three 
beastes  here." 

"  Three  what  ?"  said  Claude. 

"  He  means  horses,"  said  Mr.  Field. 

"1  beg  to  inform  you,  Dennis,"  said  Dick  lurpin,  as  he  patted  the  neck  of 
his  beautiful  and  intelligent  steed,  "  that  I  think  there  are  very  many  creatures 
upon  two  legs  that  are  much  more  beasts  than  this  one  upon  four." 

"No  offence,  sir,"  said  Dennis.  "  The  same  to  you,  sir,  and  many  of  them. 
But  as  I  was  a  saying,  the  way  to  get  on  quick,  would  be  for  you  to  gallop  on  at 
a  mighty  great  rate,  and  for  us  to  walk  aisy  and  quiet  after  you  ;  and  then,  when 
you  get  on  a  mile  or  two,  you  can  wait  for  us,  and  when  we  reach  you  we  can 
mount  and  gallop  on,  and  you  can  walk  after  us,  you  know,  and  so  on," 

"  And  you  fancy  Dennis,  that  by  that  system  we  should  make  greater  pro- 
gress—eh V 

"  Bedad,  then,  of  course  we  should." 

"  Permit  me  to  doubt  the  fact,  Dennis.  But  it  don't  much  matter,  for  here  is 
a  turn  of  the  road,  which  will  take  us  at  once  to  the  inn  yonder,  which  sign  we 
have  had  in  sight  now  for  some  time." 

The  moment  they  turned  the  corner  in  the  road  and  got  fairly  in  sight  of 
the  inn,  Dick  reined  in  his  steed,  and  said  in  a  tone  of  alarm — 

"Halt,  Claude!'' 

*'  What  is  it  ?" 

"  Look  !  look !     Are  you  blind  :" 

"  Oh,  I  see  now.     Th^s  way — this  way  I" 

Claude  turned  his  horse's  head  in  a  contrary  direction  at  once,  and  went  off  at 
a  swinging  canter,  followed  closely  by  his  two  friends,  and  leaving  Mr.  Field 
and  Dennis  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  staring  about  thera  in  wonder  and  amaze- 
meat  at  such  extraordinary  proceedings. 

When  Claude  had  got  some  little  distance  on  the  other  side  of  the  corner  in 
the  road  again,  he  pulled  up,  saying-— 

"  By  Jove,  that  was  a  narrow  escape." 

"  But  what  was  it  ?"  said  Jack.  "  I  saw  nothing  to  give  us  any  alarm.  What 
was  it,  Claude?" 

"  You  were  not  forward  enough  to  see  the  entrance  to  the  inn.  Jack,"  said 
Claude,  "or  you  would  have  observed  that  our  friends,  the  soldiers,  were  there 
before  us." 

"  The  deuce  they  were  !" 

"  It  is  a  fact.  If  we  had  only  advanced  a  little  more,  they  must  have  seen  us  ; 
but  as  it  is  they  did  not." 

"  Are  you  sure  of  that,  Claude  ?" 

"  Quite,  or  they  would  have  been  at  our  heels  before  now.  But  do  you  just  lay 
your  hand  upon  the  bridle  of  my  horse,  Jack,  and  I  will  go  back  on  foot,  and 
get  Mr.  Field  and  his  servant  to  follow  us." 

*'  You  need  not.     Here  they  come." 
^  Mr.  Field,  as  soon  as  he  had  recovered  from  his  first  surprise  at   the  sudden 
disappearance  of  his  new  friends,  had  run  on  after  them,  for  he  could  not  suppose 
that  they  meant  to  desert  him,  after  in  so  kind  a  manner  proposing  to  befriend 
him  in  the  way  they  had. 
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*•  Dick,"  said  Claude,  "  and  you,  Jack,  listen  to  me.  I  think  it  will  be  better, 
and,  in  fact,  it  is  but  right  and  proper,  to  let  that  gentleman  know  who  and  what 
we  are.  If,  then,  he  has  any  scruples  about  an  association  with  us,  or  about 
accepting  our  services,  we  can  bid  him  good  morning  ;  but  if  he  has  none  such, 
it  will  be  much  more  agieeable  to  us  that  he  should  know  us  from  our  own  lips, 
than  find  it  out  by  some  accident." 

"  I  think  so  too,'"  said  Dick. 

"  Claude,"  said  Jack,  "  tell  him  now,  by  all  means,  but  keep  the  informa- 
tion from  the  servant.  .  There  is  no  occasion  to  fill  Mr.  Dennis's  mouth  with 
such  news." 

•'  None  in  the  least.  He  shall  know  nothing.  I  will  take  his  master  apart^ 
and  let  him  know." 

Mr.  Field  now  reached  the  spot  at  which  the  three  highwaymen  bad  halted, 
and  he  said— 

"  Gentlemen,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  I  have  no  doubt  of  your  good 
faith  to  me,  for  a  moment,  but  this  is  rather  au  extraordinary  start,  is  it  not  ?" 

"  It  is,  sir,"  said  Claude.  *'  Pray  come  closer,  and  1  will  tell  you  all  about  it. 
You  must  know,  sir,  there  were  soldiers  at  the^inn  to  which  we  were  approaching,, 
and  that  is  the  reason  why  we  rather  declined  going  to  its  door." 

"  But,  you  are  not  desertels  ?" 

"  Oh,  no.    I  am  a  highwayman  !" 

Mr.  Field  reeled  a  step  or  two,  as  he  repeated  the  word,  "  Highwayman  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  am  a  highwayman,  and  those  two  friends  of  mine  follow  the  same  pro- 
fession. And  now,  sir,  knowing  what  we  are,  if  you  feel  that  you  compromise 
either  your  safety  or  your  feelings  by  keeping  farther  company  with  us,  just  say 
30,  and  we  will  wish  you  good  morning." 

"  I  know  not  what  to  say.    Is  this  a  jest  V* 

"  Oh,  no,  sir.     It  is  the  sober  truth." 

Mr.  Field  looked  from  one  to  the  other  of  them,  with  rather  a  scrutinizing 
gaze,  and  then  he  said— 

"  I  have  frequently  heard  of  a  highwayman  who  has  done  the  most  kind  and 
generous  acts  to  those  who  have  been  suffering  from  privation  and  misfortune. 
The  name  of  that  man  is  Claude  Daval.     Do  either  of  you  own  that  name  ?" 

Dick  and  Jack  looked  at  Claude  and  smiled;  and  then  Duval,  lifting  his  hat 
just  a  few  inches  from  his  head,  said — 

"  I  am  that  person,  sir,  and  I  think  that  there  are  two  sorts  ot  people  who 
do  me  an  injustice  in  this  world.  One  of  them  make  me  out  much  worse  than 
I  am,  or  ever  can  be,  and  the  other  much  better." 

"  So,  you  are  Claude  Duval,  the  famous——" 

"  Say  highwayman,  sir.  I  am  not  at  all  offended  at  being  called  by  such  a 
name.  Alter  a  lawyer  feels  no  way  hurt  at  folks  calling  him  one,  surely  the 
the  more  honest — because  more  straightforward  and  truthful — calling  of  a  high- 
wayaian  need  not  be  thought  such  a  disgrace.  But  a  truce  to  badinage.  Mr.  Field, 
I  am  Claude  Duval,  the  highwayman,  I  feel  an  interest  in  you,  and  in  the 
young  lady  to  whom  you  are  attached.  It  is  ever  a  great  pleasure  to  me  to  go 
a  little  out  of  the  way  now  and  then  to  do  a  good  action,  and  to  frustrate 
viilany  and  chicanery.  It  seems  to  me  something  like  a  kind  of  set-off^  against 
my  own  ill  deeds  ;  and  so  I  will  assist  you,  if  you  like ;  but  if  you  object  to  the 
source  from  which  the  aid  comes,  say  so,  and  we  part  as  we  met,  and  for  the 
future  are  strangers  to  each  ottier." 

"  I  should  be  both  foolish  and  ungenerous,  Duval,  in  the  extreme,  were  I  to 
do  such  a  t,hing." 

"  You  accept,  then,  our  services  ?" 

"With  many  thanks,  I  do,  and  with  far  greater  hopes  of  success  than  I  had 
before.  If  there  be  a  man  in  the  worlil  who  can  really  aid  me,  it  is  surely  you, 
with  your  courage  and  perseverance,  and  doubtless  resolution,  in  whatever  you 
undertake." 

"Don't  flatter  me,"  said  Claude. 
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"By  heavens.  I  do  rot!     I  speak  the  genuiaa  sentiments  of  my  heart  in 

\vhat  i  say,  I  assure  you,  sir."  ,      .  .       ^.  •,    „  t     •  t. 

"  Well,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  good  opuiion,  then,  and  all  1  wish 
is  that  you  do  not  enlighten  Dennis  as  to  who  and  what  we  are  ;  because, 
^il'though"  we  might  easily  enough  depend  upon  his  fidelity,  we  might  not 
upon  his  discretion."  >,  ,      „       ,  ,  ,•  ,,      ^  , 

"  There  is  no  necessity  to  tell  him  ;  although,  Duval,  you  know  little  of  the 
Irisb^peasant  if  you  are  not  aware  that  bis  natural  cunning  is  quite  sufficient 
always  to  guard  him  from  saying  that  which  he  wishes  not  to  say.  But,  now, 
will  you  take  me  yet  a  little  farther  into  your  confidence  by  telling  me  who  your 
ir.'o  friends  are  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  this  is  Dick  Turpin."  : 

"  What,  the  famous  Turpin,  who,  they  say,  has  a  mare  that  is  quite  a  fiend, 
and  capable  of  anything,  and  which  understands  every  word  he  says  to  her  ?" 

"  I  am  certainly  Turpin,"  said  Dick,  laughing,  "  and  this  is  my  mare.  Black 
Bless,  bless  her  heart  I  I  do  believe  at  times  that  she  does  know  what  one 
says  to  her.  Only  look  at  her  ears,  now— she  knows  as  well  as  possible  that 
we  are  talking  about  her.'*.  i      i.  i-       i 

The  intelligent  )ook  of  Bess  would  need  to  have  been  seen  to  be  believed ; 
but,  really,  to  judge  from  the  attitude  and  manner  of  the  creature,  Turpin's  idea 
that  she  knew  when  she  was  being  spoken  of  did  not  seem  to  be  at  all  out  of 

"You  have  yet  another  acquaintance  to  make,  Mr.  Field,"  said  Claude. 
"  This  is  Sixteen-string  Jack." 

Jack  bowed..  ^. 

•'  You— you  mean  some  successot-  of  that  person  ?     said  Mr.  l^ield. 

"  No  ;  this  is  the  veritable  Jack."  ; 

"  1  thought  he  was— was "  ,    .    .       „m    ^  ,        t 

"  Hanged,  you  would  say,"  said  Jack,  "long  ago;  but,  for  all  that,  here  I 
am.  It  is  a  long  story ;  and  at  some  other  time,  if  you  want  to  hear  it,  I  will 
tell  it  to  you,  sir,  and  in  the  meantime  rest  content  with  the  as5!.'rance  that  I 
ara  the  only  true  and  veritable  Sixteen-string  Jack." 

"  1  am  full  of  amazement,  1  confess,"  said  Mr.  Field. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXXVI. 

CtAJJDE   READS   THK   LETTER   TO   THE   ABBESS   OF   THE    NTrNNERY. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  during  this  time  the  three  highwaymen  had 
remained  standing  on  the  road  in  such  dangerous  contiguity  to  their  foes,  the 
soMiers.  On  the^  contrary,  they  had  walked  on.  so  that  they  were  nearly  a 
mile  from  the  corner  in  the  road  which  hid  them  from  the  f "'^'  ^^^'^^  so 
fortunately  was  situated  in  a  kind  of  hollow,  from  which  very  little  of  the  road, 
either  to  the  right  or  to  the  left,  was  visible.  ♦„  j^  „„ ,  u„e 

Dennis  kept  at  a  respectful  distance,  at  a  sign  from  his  master  to  do  so,  but 
he  was  terribly  curious  to  know  the  meaning  of  the  consultation  that  was  going 
on.  as,  from  the  quietn^»  of  the  party,  he  guessed  that  the  conversation  was 
very  curious  and  interesting,  indeed. 

How  to  satisfy  that  curiosity,  though,  ^as  a  Pf<>P03J.t»f  .*^^*  ^  f/°* 'f'"; 
at  all  easy  to  solve;  but  yet  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he  wouM  not  lose, 
anything  in  ths  shape  of  information  from  the  want  of  trying  m  an  oblique  waj 

^°  With  this  view  he  decreased  the  distance  between  himself  and  the  party,  which 
they  observing,  induced  them  to  adopt  .some  mean(3  of  disappomtmg  bim,  so 
Claude  said  loud  enough  for  him  to  hear — 

"  I  prefer  the  round  ones." 

"And  1,  kidneys,"  said  Dick. 
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DICK    MAKES   A    FIRE    IN    THE    OLD    MILL    TO   RESUSCITATE   JACK 


■^'Well,"  said  Jack,  "you  may  say  vhat  vou  like,   both  of  vou,  but  give  me 
Ihe  reds— the  old  original  reds." 

"Oh,  bedad  !"  cried  Dennis,  "and  it's  praties  they  are  talking  about  all  this 
time.     Och,  murder!  is  it  praties  you  mean,  sir?" 

"Yes,"  said  Claude. 
^."  Well,    then,   there   is  a   pratie   that  is   called  the  Oiild  Irish,  and  it's  the 
mahest  in  all  the  world,  and  grows  convanient  to  the  bof^s  in  ould  Ireland,  and 
is  so  big  by  the  same  token,  it  often  takes  a  whole  family  to  punch  one  of  them 
into  the  pot  to  boil." 
_   *' That's  nothing,"  said  Dick,  "  to  a  potato  we  have  in  Yorshire." 
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"  Nothing  ?" 

"Nothing  at  all.     There  is  a  potato  called  the  Old  Yorkshire  Wheelbarrow." 

"  The  what  ?" 

"  The  Old  Yorkshire  Wlieelbarrow,  and  it's  a  common  thing  to  put  awheel  on 
each  side  of  it  and  a  broom-stick  for  a  handle,  and  then  to  scoop  out  with  a 
spade  about  half  a  hundredweight  of  the  inside,  and  it  makes  an  excellent 
wheelbanrow." 

Dennis  looked  confounded  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  then  he  said— • 

"  Oh,  yes.  It's  myself  have  heard  of  them  sort  before.  But  the  Clare  praties 
bets  'em." 

"How?" 

"  Whj',  they  stick  up  on  an  end— mind,  they  are  kidHcysarethe  Clare  potatoes— 
and  then  they  get  all  the  neighbours  to  hold  them,  and  it  takes  a  couple  of  weeks 
to  scoop  out  the  inside,  leaving  the  walls  about  two  foot  thick,  and  it  makes  an 
elegant  cabin,  with  four  rooms  on  the  floor,  and  eight  up  stairs,  and  a^little  place 
on  the  roof  to  smoke  a  pipe  on,  quite  grand." 

"  That  will  do,"  said  Mr.  Field.     "  That  will  do,  Dennis.'*' 

"  Thank  you,  sir." 

They  all  laughed  at  Dennis's  stories  of  the  potato,  and  Dick  said  to  Claude 
in  a  whisper — 

"  It's  of  no  use  contending  in  lying  with  gentlemen  of  Dennis's  country. 
They  will  beat  you  out  of  the  field.  But  now,  what  do  you  advise  us  to  do,  and 
where  are  we  to  go,  for  the  cattle  want  corn  and  water,  and  we  want  breakfast  ?" 

"  I  think,  if  we  could  find  some  cottage  where  they  would  accommodate  us, 
it  would  be  better  than  going  to  an  inn." 

"  That  is  a  good  thoughts  It  would  be  much  better  if  we  could  only  find  such 
a  place  as  would  suit  us  to  go  to;  but  there  is  the  difficulty." 

"It  vanishes,"  said  Claude,  as  he  pointed  to  the  top  of  a  little  cottage- 
chimney  that  rose  up  from  amid  a  cluster  of  trees  at  a  short  distance  to  the  right 
of  (he  road-way.     "  The  difiiculty  vanishes,  for  there  is  a  cottage." 

''  Yes,  there  is  a  cottage,  but  you  don't  know  exactly  if  there  are  the  people 
in  that  cottage  who  will  make  us  welcome.'* 

"  Certainly  not ;  but  we  will  try,  at  all  events,  if  tliey  will  do  so-  They  may, 
you  knoW;i  But  does  this  mode  of  proceeding  meet  with  j^our  approval,  Mr. 
Field?" 

"Whatever  meets  with  yours  will  meet  with  mine,"  replied  the  young 
lover. 

"And  1  beg  to  say,"  cried  Dennis,  "that,  although  discended  from  the 
ou!d  kings  of  Ireland,  and  so  entitled  to  a  will  of  me  own,  1  give  in  to  you, 
jontilmen,  entirely." 

"  We  are  very  grateful,"  said  Claude ;  "  and  so,  now  that  that  issettled,  let  us 
push  on  for  the  cottage.  I  must  confess  that  the  smoke  rising  from  the  chimney 
looks  very  inviting  indeed." 

A  little  turning  of  about  eight  or  ten  yards  in  length  brought  them  to  the 
door  of  the  cottage,  which  was  as  pretty  a  one  as  anybody  would  wish  to  see. 

There  was  a  placard  in  the  window,  which  went  along  way  towards  justi- 
fying them  in  expecting  that  they  would  get  every  accommodation  there  that 
they  required,  for  it  announced  that  new  milk  and  eggs  were  to  bs  had 
within. 

"This  will  do,"  said  Claude.  "  If  they  sell  milk  and  eggs  here  they  will 
sell  other  things  besides.  The  only  doubt  is  concerning  the  cattle.  But  we  can 
see  sbout  that." 

Jack  held  Claude's  horse  while  he  dismounted,  and  entered  the  little  garden 
that  was  in  front  of  the  cottage,  and  made  his  way  up  a  gravelled  wallc  to  the 
door  of  the  place.  A  neatly  dressed  5'oung  woman  came  out  of  the  cottage  and 
asked  him  what  he  wanted,  upon  which  Claude  said — 

"We  want  some  of  the  new  milk  and  the  eggs,  and  some  fresh  butter   and 


bisadj  and,  in  fact,  anything  to  eat  and  to  drink  that  you  may  have  in  the  place 
tiat  is  likely  to  be  acceptable  to  hutigry  travellers,  such  as  we  really  are." 

'"Then,  gentlemen,  you  need  breakfast  ?* 

*'  I  rather  think  we  may  say  that  we  do." 

*'  Walk  in,  sir.  We  shall  be  very  happy  to  accommodate  you ;  and  if  you 
?ifl  let  my  son,  Benjamin,  take  the  horses  to  the  shed,  he  can  attend  to  them 
ikewise." 

Claude  was  quite  delighted  to  find  that  at  this  cottage  they  could  get  well 
accommodated,  and  he  called  to  his  friends  to  dismount  and  come  into  the 
garden.  We  need  not  pursue  minutely  all  that  Claude  said,  and  all  that  the 
young  woman  said,  and  all  that  her  sen,  Benjamin,  who  really  looked  much 
too  old  to  be  her  son  at  all,  did  to  make  the  horses  comfortable.  Let  it  suffice 
that  in  such  peace  and  comfort  as  he,  Claude,  had  not  enjoyed  for  many  a  long 
day,  he  breakfasted  with  his  friends  at  the  cottage. 

Mr.  Field  was  very  anxious  to  know  what  plan  of  operation  Claude  thought 
of  adopting;  and  after  a  while,  Claude  said  to  him— 

"  The  fact  is,  I  feel  in  a  little  difficulty,  for  I  have  a  letter  which  was  taken 
from,  or  rather  given  up,  by  Mr.  White,  and  which  is  addressed  to  the  abbess 
of  the  convent  J  but  it  is  sealed,  and  I  have  some  scruple  about  opening  it, 
although,  I  daresay,  it  contains  information  that  would  be  very  useful  to  us." 

"  Scruple  !"  cried  Dick.     "I  have  none." 

"  Well,  then,  do  you  open  it,  Dick." 

**  Stop  i"  said  Jack.  "  We  don't  know  yet  but  that  such  a  letter  may  be 
useful  in  an  evidential  way  ;  so  don't  destroy  the  seal  of  it,  Dick,  on  any 
account." 

"  That  is  well  thought  of." 

"'But yet,"  interposed  Claude,  "I  don't  know  whether  we  really  ought  to 
open  the  letter." 

Mr.  Field  was  silent,  and  Dick  thought,  as  he  had  the  letter  in  his  hand,  that 
it  was  incumbent  upon  him  to  say  something  concerning  it. 

"  Let  me,"  he  said,  *'  try  what  1  can  do  to  settle  this  question  of  gentlemanly 
morals  as  regards  the  opening  another  person's  letter  or  not.  Hem  !  In  the 
first  place,  to  open  a  letter  not  addressed  to  yourself,  or  even  to  read  one  that 
is  open,  and  placed  in  your  hands  otherwise  than  in  a  fair  way,  is  not  only  a 
breach  of  honour,  but  a  signul  guaraotce  of  bad  state." 

"  Granted,"  said  Claude.     "  What  else  V 

"  But " 

"Ah,  there  is  always  a  but." 

Dick  laughed,  as  he  proceeded. 

"But  when  the  opening  of  a  letter,  or  even  ten  thousand  letters— although 
that  would  be  rather  a  long  job,  I  admit,  and  one  that  I  by  no  manner  of  means 
for  myself  desire— may  have  the  eifect  of  defeating  some  very  great  villany,  I 
think  that  one  is  fairly  justified  in  doing  so,  as  in  this  instance." 

"  In  that  case,  then,  Dick,  you  think  that  the  end  sanctifies  the  act?" 

"  I  do  ;  but  mind  you,  Claude,  that  is  a  specious  doctrine  that  I  by  no  means 
give  way  to  on  all  occasions  ;  but  in  this  it  holds  good,  as,  after  all,  the  act 
only  consists  of  a  breach  of  courtesy  and  good  manaeis,  and  really  inflicts  nt? 
harm  upon  any  one  else." 

''  Bravo  I"  said  Jack.     «  Very  well  argued,  Dick." 

"  Thank  you.  Just  put  the  'blade  of  this  knife  into  the  fire,  and  let  it  get 
hot,  if  you  please." 

Jack  nodded,  and  placed  the  blade  of  a  small,  thin  knife  that  was  upon  the 
table  between  a  couple  of  red-hot  coals,  and  when  it  was  tolerably  hot,  he  care- 
fully wiped  it,  and  handed  it  to  Dick,  for  he  knew  very  well  what  he  meant  to 
do  with  it. 

With  great  dexterity,  then,  Dick  slipped  the  hot  knife  under  the  seal  of  the 
letter,  and  fairly  cut  it  off,  without  in  the  smallest  degree  injurino-  the  impres- 
sion opon  it.  -  o  -        o  r 
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"That  will  do,"  said  Jack. 

"  Yes  ;  and  here  is  the  letter  open.  Don't  let  the  seal  drop  on  to  the  flooi, 
and  we  can  easily  fasten  it  on  again  when  we  have  read  this  precious  epistle  U 
the  Ladv  Abbess.     Have  vou  any  objection,  Claude  i"" 

*'  None." 

«« Nor  you,  Mr.  Field?" 

«  Oh,  no.    They  say  that  in  love,  as  in  war,  all  is  fair.'* 

*'  So  it  is.     Here  goes,  then. 

•'  *  Beloved  mother — ' 

*'  The  deuce  !  who  does  that  mean  ?" 

•*  It  is  the  way  that  people  who  are  high  in  the  Catholic  religion  address  the 
superiors  of  ecclesiastical  establishments,"  said  Mr.  field.  "  It  is  only  a 
farce." 

*'  Well,  every  one  to  his  taste.  '  Beloved  mother,'  it  begins  with.  Sweety 
certainly." 

*'  But  who  is  the  writer  of  that  letter?" 
.    <*  We  will  soon  see  that." 

Dick  turned  to  the  bottom  of  the  page  ;  and  then  he  saw  the  name  of  John 
Beachem. 

"  It's  the  old  rascal  himself,*'  he  said—"  it's  Sir  John  Beachem  who  begins 
•with,  *  Beloved  mother.'" 

"  That  is  the  uncle,  then,  of  my  Alicia  ?'* 

"  Good  ;  and  this  letter,  no  doubt,  contains  the  villanous  and  rascally  iastraC' 
tious  as  to  how  the  beloved  mother  is  to  force  the  young  creature  into  a  com- 
pliance  with  the  designs  of  her  charming  relative." 
*  ";No  doubt— no  doubt." 

*'  And  yet,"  said  Claude  Duval,  with  indignation,  "  this  is  what  they  call  a 
civilised  country." 

"  But,"  said  Jack;  "th»;  lord  chancellor  is  the  proper  person  to  interfere  in 
this  matter,  and,  of  course,  he  WDuld." 

*'  If  he  were  forced  to  do  so  he  would,"  said  Mr.  Field ;  "  but  not  otherwise  ; 
for  you  must  know  that  the  lord  chancellor  dines  with  the  Beachems,  and  that 
they  helped  him  up  the  road  to  fortune  ;  and  that  it  is  suspected  that  he  has  in 
secret  professed  the  Catholic  faith  for  the  sake  of  getting  business,  when  he  was 
an  attorney  and  a  barrister,  from  the  people  of  that  persuasion." 


CHAPTER  CCCXXXVII. 

THE  ADVENTURERS   FIND   ADMISSION   TO  THE  OLD   PRIORY. 

"  Oh,  what  villany  there  is  in  this  world  !"  said  Claude,  "  when  even  those 
in  the  highest  places  are  not  exempt  from  such  iniquities ;  but  the  time  will 
surely  come,  when  there  will  be  greater  purity  among  public  men." 

*'  I  doubt  it,"  said  Dick.  "  But  if  you  w^ant  to  hear  the  letter  read,  attend  at 
once,  for  I  have  £jot  as  yet  no  further  than  '  beloved  mother.' " 

"  Go  on — go  on,  Dick." 

*' '  Beloved  mother '  " 

"  Good  gracious !  don't  say  that  again  f  The  expression  makes  me  quite  ill," 
said  Jack.      • 

'* '  Beloved  mother — ^The  bearer  of  this  epistle  is  one,  who,  albeit  he  is  not, 
perhaps,  exactly  the  sort  of  naaH  with  whom  we  should  like  to  have  much  to 
do,  is  yet  extremely  useful  in  his  vocation.  He  is  a  man  who  may  be  bought 
as  you  would  buy  any  other  commodity;  and  let  the  work  be  what  it  may  that 
has  to  be  done,  this  man  will  do  it,  provided  j'O'i  agree  with  him  as  to  terras. 

'•  *  I  need  not,  beloved  and  highly  religious  mother,  expatiate  upon  the  ita- 
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portance  and  tjie  great  benefit  to  be  derived  to  the  true  faith  from  such  an 
acquaintance. 

"  '  The  name  of  this  person  is  Mr.  White,  and  he  is  an  attorney-at-Iaw,  and. 
therefore,  quite  competent  to  act  in  the  little  affair  which  has  been  entrusted  to 
him. 

" '  He  -will  place  documents  before  Alicia  to  sign,  which  will  have  the  effect  of 
dividing  her  property  equally  between  me  and  the  blessed  convent.  I  shall  find 
many  uses  for  my  share,  and  the  convent's,  of  course,  will  be  divided  between 
you  and  the  beloved  Father  Garvey,  the  confessor. 

"  '  And  now,  beloved  mother,  it  is  for  you  to  adopt  such  means  as  may  have'the 
effect  of  forcing  the  rebellious  girl,  who  might  have  obliged  us  very  much  by 
marrying  Henry,  to  sign  the  papers  that  Mr.  White  will  lay  before  ber.  Those 
means  will  be  such  as  in  your  wisdom  will  be  su£Bci«nt ;  and  when  she^has  signed 
these  papers,  it  will  be  just  as  well  that  she  should  not  go  out  into  a  sinful 
world  again. 

f$f  *  Beloved  mother,  I  have  no  doubt  that  you  perfectly  comprehend  your  sin- 
cere frit  nd,  "'John    Beachem.' 

"  That's  all,"  said  Dick. 

After  the  reading  of  this  precious  epistle,  the  friends  looked  at  each  other, 
as  well  they  might,  with  both  surprise  and  indignation,  ft)r  a  more  hypocritical, 
Jesuitical  letter  could  not  possibly  have  been  indited 

It  was  Mr.  Field  who  broke  the  silence,  and  rising  hastily,  while  a  flush  of 
colour  spread  itself  over  his  face,  he  cried — 

"  The  villain,  John  Beachera,  would  destroy  Alicia  entirely,  if  he  could  but 
force  the  signature  he  requires  to  the  deed.  Why,  the  letter  first  counsels 
coercion  in  obtaining  that  signature,  and  afterwards  hints  at  her  murder  !" 

"  It  is  very  like  it,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "  But  I  pray  you  to  be  calm,  sir." 

"  Calm  !  Can  you  or  any  man  ask  me  to  be  calm,  after  listening  to  such  an 
epistle?" 

"  Yes,  for  I  can  give  you  the  best  reason  in  the  world  why  1  ask  you  ;  and  that 
is,  that  if  you  wish  to  save  Alicia  from  her  foes,  it  will  only  be  by  calmness  and 
resolution.  Violence  ill-directed  is  sure  to  defeat  itself.  We  will  aid  you  ;  and, 
although  I  confess  to  feeling  great  indignation  at  such  an  epistle  as  this,  yet  I 
feel  likewise  that  if  I  were  to  give  way  to  its  impulses,  I  should  do  no  good  in 
affair." 

"  You  are  right,  sir — you  are  right.  My  judgment  tells  me  that  you  are 
right,  and  I  am  thankful  that  I  have  one  by  me  who  can,  and  who  will,  step 
between  me  and  my  agitated  spirit." 

"  Be  satisfied,  Mr.  Field.    This  young  lady  shall  be  rescued." 

"  You  promise  me  that  ?*• 

"  Upon  my  faith  I  do." 

••  But — but,  it  may  be  too  late." 

"  Not  so.  I  think,  if  you  consider  for  a  minute  or  two,  you  will  find  that  such 
cannot  very  well  be  the  case.  She  is  in  the  convent,  no  doubt,  oi  this  letter 
would  not  have  been  sent.  Well,  this  letter  has  not  yet  been  delivered,  so  that 
the  lady  abbess  is  waiting  for  the  instructions  that  this  letter  gives  to  her  ;  bo 
it  is  quite  clear  that  it  is  not  too  late." 

"  Oh,  what  a  glorious  hope  !" 

"  Come,  sir,  you  must  calm  your  agitation,  and  we  will  all  act  together  in 
such  a  measure  as  to  insure  success." 

"  But  this  lawyer — this  villain.  White  ?" 

"  Whatof  hiro'r 

"  Why,  he  may  go  to  the  convent  before  us,  or  he  may  go  back  to  Sir  John 
Beachem,  his  base  employer,  and  detail  the  loss  of  the  letter,  and  then  some 
urgent  steps  may  be  taken  in  the  matter." 

"  You  forget  that  White  is  at  the  old  mill,  and  that  the  man  Blue  has  promised 
that  he  will  not  let  him  go  from  it  till  he  hears  from  me  again  ;  so  that  dread 
may  be  given  up." 
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Mr.  Field  clasped  his  brOw  with  [his  hands  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  he 
said— - 

"  Pardon  me,  my  dear  and  kind  friend,  but  really,  the  shock  that  that  wicked 
and  detestable  letter  gave  to  me,  drove  from  my  thoughts  what  I  ought  to  have 
recollected.  I  now  have  a  perfect  recollection  of  what  you  tell  me,  and  I  know 
that  you  are  saying  all  for  the  best.  J  hope  that  you  will  not  feel  any  way  hurt 
at  what  I  may  say  in  the  agony  of  my  spirit." 

"Not  in  the  least.  I  can  feel  for  you  fully,  and  I  know  that  were  I  in  your 
case,  that  I  should  find  it  quite  as  difficult  as  you  find  it  to  preserve  anything 
like  calmness  and  serenity,  under  the  pdnful  circumstances." 

"  Now,  then,"  said  Dick,  "  what  is  to  be  done  with  the  letter  ?" 

"  It  merits  dertruction,"  said  Mr.  Field. 

**  No,"  said  Jack.     "  Take  care  of  it,  I  beg  of  you." 

*'  Care  of  such  an  epistle  as  that  ?" 

"  Yes.    Is  it  not  the  passport  to  the  convent  ?" 

"  Ah,  yes.     It  is— it  is." 

"  Then,  I  say,  take  care  of  it,  and  jdo  you,  Dick,  fix  the  seal  again,  so'that  it 
shall  not  to  a  cursory  observer  have  the  appearance  of  having  been  at  all  tampered 
with,  and,  no  doubt,  we  shall  find  that  letter  of  the  greatest  possible  use  in  the 
matter  that  we  are  all  so  willing  to  undertake  and  to  carry  put  to  the  best  of  our 
abilities." 

Dick  upon  this  warmed  the  wax  again  and  replaced  the  seal  so  neatly,  that  it 
would  have  taken  a  far  more  minute  observation  than  any  one  usually  bestows 
upon  the  fastening  of  a  letter,  unless  there  is  some  object  in  a  close  scrutiny,  to 
divine  that  it  had  been  touched. 

"That  will  do,"  said  Diclc. 

••  Capital,"  said  Claude. 
,   '"  Listen  to  me,"  said  Mr.  Field.     "  I  beg  of  you  to  give  me  tbat  letter." 

"  For  what  purpose  %" 

'M  will  go  with  it  to  the  convent  gate — the  production  of  it  will  at  once 
enable  me  to  enter  the  building  ;  and  then,  in  the  face  of  all  opposition,  I  v/ill 
carry  off  Alicia." 

"Very  romantic,"  said  Jacki 

"  And  very  bold,"  said  Dick. 

"And  very  imprudent,"  said  Claude. 

"How  so  ? — I  v,(juld  ask  how  so?  The  boldest  mode  of  proceeding  is  in 
most  cases  the  best.  I  pray  you  to  allow  me  to  go  at  once  and  try  what  i  can 
do.     Give  me  the  1.  tter." 

*' Mr.  Field,"  saiii  Claude  Duval,  '' this  is  your  affair,  and  you  are  certainly 
entitled  to  the  letter,  if  you  like." 

"Thank  you — think  you!" 
f    "  But|if  you  will  be  advised  by  one  who  looks  upon  this  matter  with  a  calmer 
judgment  than  you  can  possibly  bring  to  bear  upon  it,  you  will  not  be  so  hasty, 
but  adopt  a  course  of  conduct  more  likely  to  conduce  to  a  pleasant  result.     Will 
you  listen  to  me  ?' 

"  Yes— yes," 

"Then  I  counsel  that  vs-e  wait  till  the  darkness  of  the  evening,  and  then  that  J 
go  to  the  convent  with  the  letter.  I  will  personate  Mr.  White,  and  you  shall  go 
with  me  as  my  clerk.  By  such  a  mode  of  proceeding  we  shall  find  out  where 
Alicia  is  hidden." 

"  Hidden,  say  you  ?" 

"Yes.     You  do  not  fancy  that  you  would  find  her  in  the  intricacies  of  such 
a  place  as  that  by  going  in  and  in  a  loud  voice  demandingher  ?    Believe  me,  no. 
They  would  baffle  you  in  that  mode  of  proceeding,  you  may  depend ;  and  after  a 
vain  search,  during  w^hich  °vou  w^ould  incur,  perhaps,  very  great  personal  risk  I, 
from  treachery,  you  would  have  to  leave  the   convent  again,  with  the   certainty  j 
that  before  you  could  get  back  to  it  she  might  be  disposed  of." 

"  And  then  again,  if  you  were  to  apply  to  the  law  to  aid  you,"  said  Dick,  "  I 
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don't  think  you  would  be  any  the  better  off,  for,  after  all,  you  are  not  the  young 
lady's  guardian,  and  Sir  John  Beachem,  it  appears,  is  ;  and  she  is,  you  say,  still  a 
little  under  age,  and,  if  ever  so  little,  she  remains  the  ward  of  her  uncle,  and  so 
to  a  certain  extent,  at  all  events,  amenable  to  his  authority." 

"Ah,"  added  Duval,  "and  while  all  that  was  being  settled, and  the  semblance 
of  an  interference  was  being  canvassed  in  the  court  of  chaacery,  all  that  we  dread 
would  be  accomplished." 

Mr.  Field  looked  from  one  to  the  other  in  dismay,  and  then  clasping  his  hands 
he  said — 

"  My  good  friends,  do  with  me  as  you'will — make  your  own  arrangements — 
heed  me  not,  but  just  tell  me  what  I  shall  do,  and  I  will  do  it  to  the  best  of  my 
ability.     I  assure  you — f  resign  myself/in  this  affair,  entirely  into  your  hands." 

"Very  goDd,"  said  Duval.  "I  don't  think  you  can  do  a  wiser  thing.  The 
object  will  be  to  find  out  where  Alicia  is  imprisoned  in  the  convent,  and  then  to 
save  her.  But,  as  yet,  it  is  impossible  that  we  can  say  what  force  they  may  not 
have  there  to  resist  us,  and,  I  fancy,  you  would  rather  get  her  away  quietly  than 
with  a  riot." 

"Oh,  yes — yes." 

"  Very' good  ;  we  will  manage  all  that  for  you ;  and  when  you  have  a  husband's 
right,  j'ou  can   defy  your  foes  as  much  as  you  like,." 

Young  Field  was  quite  convinced  that  what  Claude  Duval  advised  in  the  matter 
was  the  most  prudent  course  to  adopt;  so  it  was  fully  agreed  upon,  and  all  they 
had  to  do  was  to  dispose  of  themselves  in  the  best  way  they  could  till  the 
evening. 

A  whispered  consultation  took  place  between  the  highwaymen ;  and  then 
Claude,  turning  to  Field,  said — 

"  Sir,  we  will  meet  you  at  the  cottage  at  sunset;  till  then  we  have  some 
business  to  transact." 

"Be  it  so — you  will  not  fail  me?" 

"  If  we  are  alive  we  shall  be  here." 

"  I,  then,  will  go  to  London,  and  make  such  arrangements  for  the  reception 
of  Alicia  with  a  female  relative  of  mine,  as  shall]  insure  to  her  protection  and 
comfort  at  once  when  she  is  rescued  from  the  convent." 

"  You  had  better,  too,"  said  Dick,  "  have  a  coach  in  waiting  on  the  Acton- 
road,  with  a  man  upon  whom  you  can  depend,  for  it  will  be  desirable  to  get  the 
young  lady  away  with  all  the  speed  possible,  when  once  we  have  got  her  clear  of 
the  convent  walls." 

"  I  will— I  will." 

"Till  night,  then,"  said  Claude,  "farewell." 

They  all  three  shook  hands  with  young  John  Field,  and  he  went  towards 
London,  while  Claude  Duval,  after  hiving  liberally  paid  for  what  they  had  had 
at  the  cottage,  mounted  his  horse,  and  with  Dick  and  Jack  took  to  the  road.  It 
was  about  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning  then,  and  by  no  means  the  most  favourable 
time  for  gentlemen  of  their  profession  to  exercise  their  calling  ;  but,  the  fact  is, 
that  after  a  brief  conference  astotheirresourceSjtbey  found  that  they  were  getting 
very  short  of  money,  and  that  it  was  necessary,  as  Dick  said,  to  transact  a  little 
professional  business  for  the  sake  of  replenishing  thair  purses. 

"  We  are  rather  in  strength,"  said  Dick,  "  and  so  I  don't  see  what  is  to  hinder 
us  from  taking  toil  upon -this  road.  Of  course,  we  cau  pick  and  choose  by  the 
broad  daylight  our  customers." 

"  Yes,"  said  Claude,  "  we  can  do  that  certainly  5  but  yet  it  is  rather  con- 
trary to  the  ordinary  practice  to  cry, '  Stand !'  to  a  traveller  on  the  highway  in 
broad  daylight ;  but  if  there  be  a  necessity  for  it,  why,  I  will  not  say  nay 
to  it."  . 

"  I  tell  you  what  we  can  do,"  said  Jack. 

'*  T V'hat  now  ?" 

"  Why,  about  a  couple  of  miles  further  on  there  is  quita  a  thick  little  wood, 
and  if  we  ensconce  ourselves  among  the  trees  in  it,  we  shall  see   whoever  comes 
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down  the  road,  and  can  either  keep  snug  or  sally  out,  according  as  we  shall 
think  proper.  The  wood,  too,  is  on  both  sides  of  thd  way,  so  we  can  baiBe  any 
one  who  may  come  to  look  after  us,  by  crossing  from  one  side  to  the  other." 

"Be  it  so.     Come  on,  then,  at  once." 

A  sharp  trot  soon  brought  them  to  the  wood,  if  wood  it  could  be  called,  for, 
after  all,  it  was  but  an  artificial  plantation,  which,  owing  to  the  estate  to  which 
it  belonged  being  unoccupied,  had  been  allowed  to  grow  to  a  wild  state,  which 
would  have  been  prevented  had  it  been  in  careful  hands.  It  was  quite  thick 
enough,  though,  to  afford  a  good  shelter  to  man  and  horse. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXXVIII. 

CLAUDE   AND    HIS  FRIENDS   ESTABLISH   A   TOLL   IN   THE   HIGH   "WESTERN    ROAD. 

"Which  is  it  to  be,  to  begin  with,"  said  Claude.  "  The  right  or  the  left  sid 
of  the  road  ?" 

"This  way,"  said  Jack,  and  he  plunged  into  the  plantation  on  the  left.  They 
both  followed  hjm.   . 

The  road  which  led  to  Brentford  was  very  narrow  at  that  point,  and  the 
plant-ation  on  each  side  was  only  divided  from  it  by  a  bank  which  was  not  above 
four  feet  high,  so  that  the  horse  had  stepped  over  it  with  all  the  ease  possible. 
The  trees  close  to  the.  road-aide,  from  getting  more  light  and  air  there  than  in 
more  confined  situations,  had  grown  very  tall  and  robust,  and  in  some  cases 
had  shot  out  branches  that  nearly  crossed  the  road. 

Under  these  circumstances,  that  bit  of  roadway  was  rather  in  the  dark,  and 
was  perpetually  crossed  by  masses  of  shadow,  through  which  only  at  times  a 
bright  bit  of  sunlight,  when  that  luminary  was  high  in  the  heavens,  would  find 
its  way,  a&d  lie  upon  the  road  like  a  sheet  of  molten  gold. 

It  was  a  sweet  spot,  for  the  soft  air  that  blew  from  tree  to  tree  carried  upon 
its  invisible  wings  the  odours  of  fair  flowers ;  and  the  birds  carolled  from  branch 
to  branch  of  the  trees,  as  though  they  considered  that  spot  specially  devoted 
to  them,  and  to  be  one  where  they  could  enjoy  life  and  liberty,  free  from  the 
danger  of  molestation,  to  which  they  were  ordinarily  subject. 

The  three  highwaymen  dismounted,  and  looked  about  them  a  little;  and  then 
Dick  said — 

"This  is  '  under  the  greenwood  tree,'  in  the  full  acceptation  of  the  words,  I 
ratlier  think,  Claude.  But  which  of  us  is  to  sallj  out,  and  cry  *  Stand !'  to  the 
fir?rt  traveller  who  passes  ?" 

"  Yo'j,"  said  Jack  ;  "and  there  he  is." 

Dick  gave  a  start,  and  glancing  out  into  the  road-way,  he  saw  a  quiet, 
gentlemanly- looking  elderly  man,  mounted  upon  a  short-legged  pony,  or 
cob.  with  a  flowing  mane  and  tail,  and  who,  as  well  as  his  master,  seemed 
intent  upon  looking  about  him,  and  enjoying  the  quiet  gloom-like  aspect  of  the 
scene, 

'•  Shall  I  go  ?"  said  Dick. 

"  Yes,"  said  Claude,  *•  and  I  will  take  the  next." 

"Very  good." 

Dick  sprang  into  the  saddle,  and  quietly  trotted  out  of  the  wood  into  the 
road.  The  ohi  gentleman  started  at  the  aight  of  him,  and  surveyed  him  from 
top  to  toe  in  silence. 

"A  fine  day,  sir,"  said  Dick. 

"  It  is,"  said  the  old  gentleman.     "Good  morning,  sir." 

Slightly  touching  his  hat,  the  old  gentleman  would  now  have  passed  on  ;  but 
Dick  placed  himself  across  the  road,  saying  as  he  did  so — 

"  I  am  sorry  to  interrupt  you,  sir;  but  if  you  will  have  the  kindness  to  hand 
TUP  out  your  watch  and  purse,  if  you  have  one,  I  shall  be  ohHged." 
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The  old  gentleman  uttered  a  deep-drawn  sigh. 

"You  are  a  highwayman?"  he  said. 

"Just  50,"  said  Dick. 

"  Well,  1  have  the  sum  of  thirty-six  guineas  here  in  a  little  leathern  bag ;  but 
they  are  not  mine." 

"Exactly,"  said  Dick  ;  "from  the  moment  that  I  saw  you,  they  became,  in  a 
manner  of  speaking,  mine."  . .,,,;] ..;. 

"  Hear  me,  sir." 

"  Go  on,  then  ;  but  don't  be  p  rosy,  for  I  have  no  time  to  spare." 

"The  money  I  have  named  to  you  belongs  to  a  poor  widow,  who,  if  it  be  not 

'^No.  1  76,  " 
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paid  within  this  day,  will,  with  her  young  children,  be  turned  out  of  her  house 
destitute.  It  is  a  whole  year's  rent,  which  I  am  takin*  to  her  landlord.  It  has 
been  raised  by — by" — the  old  man's  voice  faltered  as  he  spoke,  and  tears 
gathered  to  his  eyes — "by  subscriptions,  the  amount  of  any  of  which  has 
not  exceeded  one  shilling.  I— am  the  curate  of  this  parish,  with  a  stipend  of 
forty  pounds  per  annum,  and  eight  children  to  support  out  of  it." 

Dick  looked  down,  as  he  said  in  a  low  tone— 

"  Is  all  that  true,  sir  ?'' 

••  So  help  me  Heaven,  it  is  !" 

"  Where  is  the  bag  and  the  money  ?" 

"  Ob,  God !  he  will  take  it — he  will  take  it !  Here  it  is !  Young 
man,  for  you  are  young  in  comparison  to  me,  may  Heaven  pardon  you  for  this 
grievous  sin  !" 

Dick  took  the  bag,  and  opened  it.  Thsn  diving  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  he 
took  out  all  the  gold  he  had,  v^rhich  amounted  to  thirteen  guineas,  and  poured 
it  into  the  bag,  on  top  of  the  amount  that  was  already  there.  Then  banding 
the  bag  back  to  the  astonished  curate,  he  said — 

*'  Take  it,  sir,  and  forget  that  you  ever  met  me." 

"  Good  God  !" 

"Go,  sir— go." 

"  But — but — What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?" 

"If,  sir,  you  find,  when  you  empty  that  bag  before  the  landlord,  there  is 
any  overplus,  take  it  back  to  the  widow  and  the  children.  Good  morning, 
sir." 

Dick  would  have  turned  aivay ;  but  the  old  clergyman  rode  up  to  him,  and 
laid  bis  hand  upon  his  arm^  as  he  said^ 

"  Your  natae  !     Who  are  you  ?'* 

"  You  had'%etter:not  know,  sir." 

"  Oh,  yes—yes,'!  beg  that  you  will  tell  me  mho  you  are.  You  may  be  some 
one  with  whom,  ^atfanother  time,  I  may  ,be\able  to  communicate.  Who  shall  say 
that  I  may  not  save  you  from  continuing'  this  course^of  life  ?" 

"That's  a-vain  hope,  sir,  although  I  thank  you  for  the  expression  of  it;  and  if 
you  will  know  my  name,  you  shall," 

"  I  want  to  hear  it." 

•' Richard Tur pin!" 

'*Turpin?    'Is  this  possible  ?"    . 

'•♦It  is  true,  sir," 

'"Why,  report  has  painted  you  as  one  who  never  knew  pity — as  one  of  the 
most  reckless  and  heartless  of  men — as  an  individual  who  was  to  be  dreaded — 
as  a  pest  to  society;  but  1  find  you  with  a  feeling  heart,  despite  all  your 
errors," 

"  It  won't  do  to  believe  report,  sir,  too  implicitly,  either  for  good  or  for  evil ; 
but  now  that  you  know  who  I  am,  you  perceive  how  completely  outoftUe 
question  it  is  that  I  should  be  other  than  what  I  am." 

"Alas!— alas!     I  am  afraid " 

"That  it  is  so,  you  would  say,  and  you  are  right,  sir.  It  is  so,  without  a 
doubt ;  and  so,  once  again  farewell." 

Without  waiting  for  another  word  from  the  old  curate,  Dick  Turpin  now 
turned  his  horse's  head  towards  the  wood  again  ;  and,  bounding  over  the  little 
bank,  he  disappeared  among  the  trees. 

The  clergyman,  after  a  pause  of  a  few  moments,  rode  on  with  the  little  canvas 
bag  of  money  in  his  hand,  apparently  unconscious  that  he  so  held  it,  so  deeply 
was  he  in  thought  concerning  the  strange  encounter  he  had  had  with  Dick  Tur- 
pin, the  highwayman. 

When  Dick  got  back  to  his  friend?,  Claude  said— 

"  Well,  Dick,  what  luck  V 

"Oh,  stunning  luck,'' said  Dick. 

"That's  right.     How  much  did  you  get,  old  friend  ?" 
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I        "  Why,  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Claude,  if  we  go  on  In  the  way  that  f  have  begun, 
tj    we  may  as  well  shut  up  shop,  and  go  into   some  other  business.     When  we,  a 
{}    little  time  ago,  compared  our  resources,  I  believe  I  had  the  greatest  amount;  l>ut 
now  I  am  quite  sure  I  have  the  least." 

"  Ydu  speak  in  riddles,  Dick. 

••  Or  else  he  caught  a  tartar,"  said  Jack,  "and  haa  been  robbed  himself  instead 
of  robbing  the  traveller." 

Dick  laughed. 

"I  did,"  he  said,  "in  one  sense,  catch  a  tartar, as  you  say.  Jack  ;  and  the 
traveller  has  gone  off  with  all  the  gold  I  had,  instead  of  surrendering  all  that  he 
bad  ;  although  I  admit  that  I  held  bis  gold  in  my  hand  for  a  moment  oj  two.'* 

Jack  looked  amazed  ;  but  Claude  said,  very  gently — 

"  I  am  qui'e  sure  that  Dick  had  some  good  and  sufficient  reason  for  acting  as 
he  has  done ;  and  so,  for  one,  I  am  satisfied." 

•*  I  had  a  reason,"  said  Dick  ;  "  and  I  will  tell  it  to  you  both  with  pleasure." 

Dick  then  related  exactly  what  had  occurred  ;  and  when  he  had  concluded, 
both  Claude  and  Jack  applauded  him  for  the  manner  in  which  he  had  acted  ;  and 
it  is  no  stretch  of  truth  to  say,  that  they  were  much  better  pleased  than  as  if  he 
had  brought  to  them  the  canvas  bag  of  the  poor  widow,  with  her  jent  in  it.    , 

"  Here  you  are,"  said  Jack,  suddenly, 
I  *'  Where— where  ?" 

'•  A  gig  I     Now,  Claude." 

They  both  looked  into  the  road,  and  then  they  saw  two  persons  in  a  gig;  and 
it  so  happened  that  the  horse,  when  he  got  to  that  shady  place,  either  thought 
that  it  would  be  a  nice  place  to  come  to  a  short  halt  in,  or  was  alarmed  at  the 
sudden  change  from  the  sunshine  to  that  place,  for  he  came  to  a  halt ;  and  when 
the  man  who  was  driving  tried  to  whip  him  on,  he  stood  upon  his  hind  legs, 
and  very  nearly  sent  both  the  persons  in  the  vehicle  out  at  the  back. 

Those  persons  consisted  of  a  man  and  a  woman,  both  very  much  overdressed ; 
and,  by  the  vulgarity  of  their  appearance,  evidently  people  into  whose  laps  for- 
tune had  fallen,  without  any  effort  or  esertion  of  theirs  in  the  least. 

"  Stop  him !"  cried  the  female.     "  Oh,  stop  him,  do !" 

"  Woa  !"  said  the  man.     "Woa!"- 

The  horse,  when  he  found  that  all  that  was  required  of  him  was  to  he  qjiiet, 
stood  still  enough,  and  only  whisked  his  tail  about  in  defiance  of  the  flies,  that 
would  annoy  him  if  they  could.  ^ 

"  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "Providence  has  made  these  two  people  a  presebt'to 
you." 

"  To  me  ?" 

"  Yes ;  this  is  your  adventure.  Be  quick  about  it,  or  they  will  go  on.  Come, 
now.  Jack,  these  are  folks  that  you  can  ease  of  their  ready  money,  without  hav- 
ing.any  scruples.     So,  go  at  once,  that's  a  good  fello.w." 

"  But  I  though  that  you " 

"Wo— no."  '  - 

"Oh,  very  good.  1  cannot  possibly  have  any  objectbn.  It's  all. in  the  way 
of  business.     So,  here  goes." 

Jack  made  his  horse  bound  over  the  bank,  and  in  a  moment  "was  by  the  side  of 
the  gig,  to  the  no  small  consternation  of  the  man  and  woman  who  were  in  it, 
and  who  glanced  at  him  in  evident  alarm.    The  man  spoke  fi,r3t,  saying— 

"  Who  are  you,  iiir?    I— I  should  like  to  know  who  you  are?" 

"  So  should  I,  indeed,"  said  the  woman,  making  a  great  rustling  with  the 
vulgar  finery  of  her  appareL 

"  A  highwayman  !"  roared  Jack,  in  a  load  voice  J  "and  if  yau  don't  at  once 
give  up  your  money  and  valuables,  I'll  blow  both  your  brains  out,  if  you  have 
any,  with  all  the  pleasure  in  the  world." 

The  woman  screamed,  and  the  man  opened  his  mouth  and  eyes  so  wide,  that 
it  seemed  doubt^Qal  if  they  would  ever  shut  properly  again. 

"  Quick  1"  cried  Jack,    "  Your  money  and  jewellery !     Quick,  I  say  I'* 
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"  Oh,  Lord !" 

"You  can  say  your  prayers  when  you  get  home,"  added  Jack.  **  There  is  no 
time  for  them  now." 

"  You  wretch  !"  said  the  woman,  "  do  you  know  who  I  am  ?'* 

"  No ;  nor  I  don't  care." 

"Then,  1  can  tell  you  that  my  husband  here  is  a  gentleman— quite  a  gentle- 
man.    He  is  a  clerk." 

"  In  the  law,"  stammered  the  man.  "  I  am  a  lawyer's  clerk,  if  you  please. 
But  I  am  very  well  off— that  is,  I— oh,  dear !  I  am  the  attorney-general's  principal 
flunkey — no,'  I  mean  the  attorney — that  is  to  say,  clerk.  Spare  my  watch,  and 
take  my  life.  The  gig  is  only  hired,  I  assure  you,  sir,  if  you  please  ;  and  all  I 
have  had  to-day  is  a  glass  of  sherry,  that  my  doctor  has  tasted  first,  to  see  that 
it  ain't  poisonous  to  my  constitution,  sir,  indeed." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  woman ;  "  but  Mr.  Day  is  highly  respectable,  and  was  brought 
up  at  one  of  the  first  charity  schools  in  the  city  of  London." 
■^  "  Your  money,"  roared  Jack. 
^  **  Oh,  give  it  to  him — give  it  to  the  wretch,  do." 

Mr.  Day  handed  to  Jack  a  well  filled  purse,  and  then  Jack  said,  "  Is 
that  watch  you  have  gold  or  silver  ?" 

"  Listen,  if  you  please,  sir.  You  see,  we  flunkies  of  the  law  have  to  carry  our 
master's  wig  box  to  Westminster  every  day,  and  if  we  are  not  in  time,  oh,  don't 
•we  catch  it !    So  doa't  take  the  watch.   Oh,  dear!" 

"  My  "dear,"  said  the  lioman,  "  you  are  quite  the  gentleman,  you  know." 

"  Yes,  oh,  yes,  I  am-^I  am.  I  think  1  am — eh  ?  Oh,  there's  somebody 
coming.     Oh,  you  rascal !     I'll  have  you  taken  up." 

Jack  looked  along  the  road,  and  saw  a  couple  of  men  on  horseback  coming 
forward  at  a  trot. 

"  Hark  you,"  said  Jack,  as  he  took  a  small  pistol  from  his  pocket,  "  I  can 
easily  hold  this  pistol  in  my  hand  in  such  a  way,  that  with  my  finger  on  the 
trigger,  I  can  fire  at  any  moment,  and  yet  I  can  cover  it  with  the  cuff  of  my  coat 
from  observation.  Now,  if  you  give  the  least  alarm  to  these  two  men  who  are 
advancing,  I  will  send  a  bullet  into  your  skull." 

«0h— oh!" 
P  "  It's  of  no  use  your  saying,  oh !  but  I  will  do  it.  Your  best  plan  is  to  answer 
me  quite  civilly  what  I  shall  ask  of  you,  in  the  hearing  of  these  two  men  who 
are  now  approaching." 


CHAPTER  CCCXXXIX, 

CLAUDE  AND   HIS   FRIENDS   STOP  A   STAGE-COACH   AND   CARRY   IT    0?F. 

/  Feom  where  they  were  situated  in  the  wood,  neither  Claude  Duval  nor  Dick. 
jTurpin  could  see  the  two  mounted  men  who  were  advancing  on  the  road,  and 
'who  would  soon  be  upon  the  scene  of  action.  If  they  had  seen  them  the  proba- 
libility  is,  that,  without  considering  whether  it  it  would  be  best  to  do  so  or  not, 
|they  would  have  sallied  out,  fearing  that  Jack  would  be  in  serious  danger. 
|-  It  they  had  done  so,  a  melee,  m  the  course  of  which  bloodshed  would  have  been 
•certain,  would  have  taken  place,  and  that  was  a  slate  of  things  they  v^ere  always 
ideoirous  to  avoid.  "-* 

Jack,  too,  was  well  aware  that  he  might  have  summoned  his  two  friends  to  his 

aid  easily  enough,  but  he  thought  it  better  to  succeed  in  surmounting  the  danger 

that  threatened  by  finesse  than  by  force.  b 

The  two  men  were  well  mounted,  and  by  the  appearance  of  the  saddles  of 

their  steeds.  Jack's  experienced  eye  could  very  well  guess  that  they  had  holsters 
j  and  pistols  at  hand. 

"  Well,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Jack,  in  a  loud  voice,  as  the  men  came  up. 
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addressing  Mr.  Day  in  the  gig,  "it's  very  kind  of  you  to  be  so  pressing  in  your 
kind  invitation,  and  I  will  certainly  endeavour  to  call  upon  you  the  very  first 
opportunity." 

"  Do  so,"  said  Mr.  Day,  faintly. 

"  Come,  madam,"  said  Jack  in  an  under  tone,  "  say  something." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Mrs.  Day,  "  you  would  be  kind  eaough  to  come  to  luncheon 
at  our  house  in  town,  Mr.  a — a — " 

"  Smith,"  said  Jack. 

"  Mr.  Smith?" 

"Confound  her/  muttered  Mr.  Day,  "she  always  asks  men  to  luncheon 
•when  she  knows  that  I  can't  get  away  from  the  chambers  at  Lincoln's  Inn. 
What  can  she  do  that  for,  I  wonder  1" 

The  two  horsemen  reached  the  spot,  and  one  of  them  said — 

•'  Have  you  seen  any  suspicious  characlcrs  on  this  road  ?" 

"  Keep  off,"  cried  Jack.  '*  We  don't  intend  to  let  ourselves  be  robbed,  I  can 
tell  you.     Keep  oflf!' 

"Why,  who  do  you  take  us  for  ?'' 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,  but  the  fact  is,  we  have  heard  that  there  are  highwaymen 
upon  this  read." 

"  Then  you  have  heard  right ;  but  we  are  police-officers." 

"  Are  you  sure  ot  that  ?" 
'    "  Look  at  our  waiscoats— don't  you  see  they  are  red  ?  If  you  want  any  further 
proof,  we  will  show  you  our  constable's  staffs." 

••  Oh,  -what  a  relief,"  said  Jack.  "  My  friends  here  really  were  afraid  of  being 
robbed,  just  now." 

"  We  was  indeed,"  said  the  lady,  in  defiance  of  grammar. 

"  You  need  be  under  no  apprehension  now,''  said  the  two  officers.  "  We  are  in 
advance  of  a  party  that  will,  I  hope,  before  nightfall  clear  the  road  of  these 
rascals,  that  we  hear  upon  good  authority  are  upon  it.  There  is  a  capital 
reward  offered  for  them." 

'•  How  much?''  said  Jack. 

"  Why,  there's  as  good  as  a  thousand  pounds,  one  way  and  another,  for  the 

•whole  three.''  .  ,    ,  -r. 

"  You  don't  say  so !  Well,  don't  I  wish  that  1  could  meet  with  them.  But, 
however,  it's  no  use  getting  one's  brains  blown  out  even  for  a  thousand  pounds^ 
is  it,  Mr.  Day  ?" 

"  No— no— no  !"  shouted  the  man  in  the  gig. 

"  But,  it  is  a  large  sum,"  said  the  lady. 

"  Yes,  my  dear  friend,'  said  Jack;  "  but  I  feel  quite  certain  that  the  high- 
waymen would  shoot  e\  (  n  you,  if  they  thought  that  they  were  in  any  danger 
from  your  dear  delightful  longue  wagging  too  freely." 

"  They  would,"  said  one  of  the  officers. 

The  lady  shrunk  back  in  the  gig,  for  she  just  saw  the  muzzle  of  the  small 
pistol  that  Jack  had  in  his  hand,  and  she  fully  believed  that  he  would  not  be 
very  particular  whether  he  sent  ihe  bullet  into  her  head,  or  that  of  her  husband. 

"  Well,  we  have  no  time  to  spare,"  said  the  officer  who  was  the  spokesman 
of  the  two.  "  You  had  better  look  sharp,  if  you  want  to  avoid  the  rascals,  lor 
they  will  be  sure  to  stop  you  and  rob  you.'' 

•'  I  should  resist  them,"  said  Jack. 

"  You  would  be  foolish  to  do  so,  sir,"  said  the  officer,  "  for  you  would  be 
sure  to  get  a  bullet  for  doing  so.  No,  sir,  keep  out  of  their  way,  if  you  can  ; 
but  if  they  do  stop  you,  resistance  is  foolish  with  such  fellows.  They  have 
everything  to  gain  by  shooting  vou,  and  nothing  to  lose." 

It  WS.S  a  curious  fact  at  the 'time  when  the  roads  round  London  were  quite 
infested  by  highwaymen  that  the  police  were  always  advising  people  not  to 
resist  them,  but  to  let  themselves  be  robbed  quietly  ;  and  no  doubt  that  arose 
from  several  considerations.  In  the  first  place,  the  police  by  no  means  wished 
that  the   public   should  cut  short  the  career  of  the  highwaymen ;  and,  in  the 
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second,  they  considered  it  an  interference  with,  and  an  infringment  upon,  their 
own  professional  pursyits  for  any  one  to  contend  with  a  highwayman,  as  they 
were  sure  to  reap  both  profit  and  importance  for  the  capture  of  one. 

It  so  happened,  though,  in  the  present  instance,  that  it  suited  Jack  admirably 
that  the  officers  should  give  this  advice,  as  it  thoroughly  completed  the  alarm 
of  the  two  persons  m  the  gig. 

The  officers  then  rode  off  without  the  least  suspicion  that  it  was  Sixteen- 
string  Jack  tbey  had  been  talking  to,  for  one  of  them  had  happened  to  know  by 
sight  the  man  in  the  gig;  and  knowing  that  he  held   a  kind   of  law    official 
situation  about  one  of  the  courts  of  law,  he  took  for  granted  that  all  was  right 
with  oue  who  appeared  to  be  travelling  on  the  road  with  him. 
*'  Well,  this  is  truly  dreadful  1"  said  the  lady.    . 
"  Did  you  speak,  madam  ?"  said  Jack. 
"  J  did,  you  wretch  !" 
*'Thank  you,  madam.' 

"  Ob,  you  needn't  thank  me.      I  think  you  the  most  odious,  and  the  most ' 
ugly,  and  the  most  horrid  wretch,  I  ever  saw." 
'•  You  don't  say  so  ?" 
"  I  do  say  so  !"  screamed  the  lady. 

"  There  you  go  again,"  said  Tier  husband.  *'  When  you  do  begin,  upon  my 
life  you  are  quite  a — a — Oh,  dear  !" 

'*!  don't  see,"  said  Jack,  "that  any  one  has  a  right  to  complain.  The  fact 
is,  as  far  as  1  am  concerned  in  the  matter,  if  the  lady,  or  female  more  properly 
speaking,  had  fancied  me  as  she  does  you,  1  should  have  begun  to  ask  myself 
what  was  amiss  m  my  appearance  or  conduct  to  bring  me  under  such  a  stigma ; 
but  as  she  abuses  me,  of  course  that  is  td  my  mind  the  most  complimentary 
course  she  could  possibly  adopt  in  reference  to  me." 

"Ah!  Oh,  dear  I  Well,  I  suppose  we  may  go  on,  now,"  said  Mr.  Day. 
**  I  beg,  sir,  to  assure  you  that  you  have  got  all  the  money  I  had  about  me, 
except  what  will  be  barely  suiEcient  to  pay  the  tolls.  And  so,  sir,  if  you  please, 
I  should  very  much  like  to  say  good  morning  to  you." 

"Good  mortiingr,"  said  Jack,  with  a  smile;  "but  just  for  the  present  I  object 
to  your  going  in  thi^  direction." 
*'  What,  not  as  we  were  going  V 
"Certainly  not.     1  have  a  very  particular  objection." 
"Oh,  dear  !  then  we  shall  have  to  go  back  to  town,  I  suppose  ?" 
"I  rather  think  you  tvill;  and  as  you  have  been  so  polite  as  to  hand  to  me 
your  purse  without  much  trouble,  I  will  give  you  a  pass-word,  which  will  save 
you  from  being  stopped  fey  any  of  my  friends  on  the  road." 
"  Thank  you — thank  you.     Oh,  dear  !" 

"Very  good.     When  you,  then,  see  any  one  on  horseback  approaching  you, 
you  will  at  once  pull  up  and  call  out  'Bones  and  blood  !' " 
"  Oh,  gracious  !"  cried  the  lady,  "  I  couldn't  do  it." 

"  It  is  the  only  thing  that  will  save  you,"  added  Jack,  with  all  the  gravity  in 
the  world,  lor  he  was  resolved  to  let  the  couple  in  the  chaise  into  a  row  on  the 
route  back  to  town,  if  he  could — "  it  is  the  only  way  by  which  you  may  save 
your  lives." 

"  That  is  something, '  said  Mr.  Day.     "My  precious  life  is  evervthing." 
"Oh,  stuff!"  said  his  wife. 

"  It's  all  very  well  for  you  to  say  stuff,  because  you  want  to  marry  again, 
and  spend  my  money ;  but  I  have  a  different  opinion,  and  1  will  say  '  Bones 
and  blood  !'  to  everybody  who  looks  at  me  as  vie  go  home,  for  home  we  will 
go,  1  suppose,  now?  It  is  quite  clear 'that  this  liighwaymaa — 1  mean,  this 
gentleman,  don't  want  us  to  go  on  this  road  any  further." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  lady,  wi'h  acrimony,  "and  that  is  for  fear  we  should  come 
up  with  ihe  two  constables  who  have  passed  us." 

"  Madam,"  s;ud  Jack,  "  you  have  got  it  there.  I  admire  your  discrimination. 
Kow,  sir,  be  off,  if  you  please,"  i 
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Jack  pointed  the  pistol  at  the  head  of  Mr.  Day,  who,  looking  upon  that  as  a 
good  hint  to  depart  at  once,  turned  the  horse's  head  towards  town,  and  set  off 
at  a  trot,  repeating  to  hinaself  as  he  did  so — 

"Blood  and  bones!'  Oh,  dear,  no,  it  was  'Bones  and  blood  !'  I  wouldn't 
forget  it  for  the  world.  '  Bones  and  blood  P  What  a  dreadful  pass-word  !  But 
still  if  it  answers,  it  will  be  all  right." 

Jack  trotted  back  to  his  friends. 

"  Well,"  said  Claude,  "what  luck?" 

'•All's  right,"  said  Jack.     "  I  have  done  better  than  Dick  in  his  adventure." 

"  Nay,  excuse  me,"  said  Dick,  "  I  don't  think  you  have,  for  my  adventure 
has  pleased  me  more  than  a  great  booty  would  have  done.  We  can  always  take, 
but  it  is  not  always  that  we  find  so  good  an  opportunity  of  giving  as  I  had." 

"  You  are  quite  right,  Dick.  I  admit  fully  the  truth  of  what  you  say ;  but 
here  is  a  tolerably  well-filled  purse,  at  all  events,  and  one  comfort  is,  that  it 
comes  from  a  quarter  that  can  very  well  afford  to  lose  it." 

Claude  just  opened  the  purse,  and  saw  that  it  was  gold  that  it  contained,  and 
then  he  gave  it  back  to  Jack,  who,  however,  said — • 

"  Do  you  keep  it,  Claude." 

"  No.  It  is  my  turn  to  stop  the  next  passenger  on  the  road,  and  so  I  ought 
not  to  be  the  treasurer,  in  case  anything  should  happen  apaiss  to  me,  for  in  that 
case  you  would  lose  both  me  and  the  money.     You  keep  it  yourself,  Jack." 

"  Very  well ;  but  if  anything  was  to  happen  to  you,  Claude,  I  would  just  as 
soon  let  the  money  go  as  well." 

"  So  would  I,"  said  Dick  ;  "  but  as  it  is  Claude's  turn  to  stop  the  next 
affair  on  the  road,  I  think  he  will  have  a  job,  for  it  is  a  stage-coach." 

"  The  deuce  it  is  ?" 

"  Behold  it  coming." 

Claude  raised  himself  up  in  his  stirrups  a  little,  and  there,  sure  enough,  he  saw 
approaching  the  spot  a  stage-coach,  with  four  horses,  and  coming  along  at  very 
tolerable  epeed. 

"Now,  Claude,"  said  Dick.     "  Sally  out.     It's  your  turn  now." 

"  Stop— stop!"  cried  Jack,  "this  wota't  do  I" 

Dick  laughed,  and  so  did  Claude,  and  then  the  latter  said — 

*'  Well,  it  is  rather  an  awkward  thing  for  one  man  to  stop  a  coach  with  four 
horses,  even  at  ni^ht,  when  the  uncertainly  as  to  whether  he  has  comrades  ne&r 
at  hand  or  not  adds  to  the  alarm  of  the  passengers  ;  but  ia  broad  daylight, 
when  there  is  no  sort  of  difficulty  in  seeing  that  he  is  alone,  it  is  ten  times  worse; 
so  I  decline." 

"  Of  course,"  said  Jack. 

"  But  we  can  all  do  it,"  said  Dick. 

Jack  looked  rather  thoughtful,  but  Claude  rode  to  the  top  of  the  bank  and 
took  a  long  look  around  him,  and  then  he  said— 

"  Well,  1  don't  see  why  we  should  not.  The  road  is  uncommonly  clear  just 
now.  Ten  minutes  will  do  the  job,  and,  really,  I  do  not  see  that  we  need  shrink 
from  it,  as  there  are  three  of  us." 

''  Agreed,"  said  Dick. 

"Well,  but,"  said  Jack,  "I  think " 

"  Jack,  if  vou  have  any  objection,"  said  Claude,  "  I  will  give  it  up.  It  shall 
not  be  said  that  I  drew  you  into  an  adventure  of  this  kind  against  your°own 
will  and  judgment." 

"  Come  on,  tlien,"  said  Jack,  "  I  have  no  objection  ;  and  there  is  no  time  to 
argue  the  matter.  I  will  stop  the  leading  horses,  and  keep  the  coachman  quiet, 
while  you  and  Dick  do  the  rest  of  the  business." 

"Agreed.     Come  on." 

They  all  three  at  once,  now,  dashed  into  the  road,  just  as  the  coach  was  about 
a  hundred  yards  from  the  spot  where  thev  emerged  from  the  little  wood.  Jack 
placed  himself  in  the  middle  of  the  road,"  with  his  face  towards  the  advai^cing 
vehicle ;  and  Claude  and  Dick  took  up  each  of  them  a  position  on  eadh  side  of 
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the  road,  so  that  when  the  coach  should  reach  that  spot,  it  would  be  hemmed  In. 
The  natural  result  of  this  state  of  things  was,  that  the  coachman  took  the 
alarm,  and  gradually  pulled  up  his  horses,  so  that,  without  at  all  intending  to 
do  so,  he  really  assisted  thd  highwaymen  in  the  attack  upon  him  and  his 
passengers. 

"  Here's  a  dozen  highwaymen,  at  least  I"  he  called  out.  "  We  shall  all  ba 
murdered,  as  safe  as  a  gun !" 

Some  ladies  in  the  inside  of  the  coach  began  to  scream ;  and  the  commotion 
among  the  half-dozen  outside  passengers  was  immense,  as  Jack  seized/ with  his 
left  hand,  the  head  of  one  of  the  leading  horses,  and  called  out —  , 

"  Coachman,  if  you  don't  want  a  couple  of  slugs  through  your  head,  you  will 
keep  your  cattle  quiet  and  well  iu  hand." 


CHAPTER.  OCCXL. 
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"  Oh,  lor  ! — oh,  lor !"  said  the  coachman,  as  he  dropped  his  whip.  "  1  am 
as  good — I  mean  as  bad  as  a  dead  man  !" 

"  Be  quiet,  all  of  you,"  said  Claude,  in  a  clear,  distinct  voice — "be  quiet,  and 
make  no  resistance,  and  there  will  be  no  danger.  It  neither  suits  our  objects 
nor  our  dispoaitioa  to  hurt  a  hair  of  any  one's  head  if  we.are  not  provoked  to 
do  it." 

One  of  the  outside  passengers  began  hurriedly  to  descend ;  but  Claude  rode 
up  close  to  the  coach,  and  placing  the  muzzle  of  a  pistol  against  his  cheek,  said 
quietly—      „  ■  v        ,   , 

"  Allow  me  to  request  you,  sir,  to  resume  and  keep  your  seat,  or  I  shall  have 
to  waste  a  charge  of  gunpowder  upon  you  very  unwillingly."' 

With  a  face  as  pale  as  death,  the  passenger  scrambled  back  into  his  seat  again, 
and  Gat  there  shaking  like  a  piece  of  jelly.  | 

By  this  time  Dick  had  let  down  the  glass  on  the  side  of  the  coach   next  to 
him  ;  and  he  gave  three  raps  upon  the  edge  of  the  window  with  the  barrel  of  a  . 
pistol,  and  then  he  said—  I 

"  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  will  thank  you  for  your  money,  watches,  rings,  and 
any  other  little  articles  of  portable  value  that  you  may  have  about  you.  The 
ladies  may  retain  their  ear-rings,  as  it  is  sometimes  inconvenient  to  take  them 
outi  but  if  there  is  any  trouble  with  any  gentleman,  we  always  find  that  the 
shortest  plan  of  operation  is  to  send  a  bullet  into  him." 

There  were  four  ladies  and  two  gentlemen  inside  the  coach  ;  and  the  four 
ladies  uttered  four  screams,  as  Dick  finished  his  speech,  and  the  two  gentlemen 
swore  dreadfully  to  themselves  ;  but  they  took  good  care,  for  all  that,  to  get  their 
purses  out  of  their  pockets. 

**  Silence,  ladies,"  said  Dick. 

"  Oh,  dear,  yes  1"  said  one,  "  we  are  silent,  I  assure  you,  good  Mr.  Robber. 
I  swear  to  you  that  1  have  got  no  money  !" 

'•  Very  good,  madam ;  then  of  course  you  cannot  give  me  any.  I  don't  do  ' 
the  searching  business.  There  is  one  of  my  comrades,  a  black  man,  who  does  | 
that,  so  1  shall  have  to  hand  you  over  to  him."  I 

"  Oh,  gracious  !  there's  ray  purse !"  I 

"  Thank  you,  madam."  \ 

"And  there's  mine!'' — "And  mine!" — "That  is  all  my  cash!"— "I  hope! 
you  wiU*let  me  keep  my  watch  ?"—"  Oh,  you  don't  want  my  wedding-ring,*] 
surely  ?  I  have  no  more  than  what  I  now  hand  to  you." — "  D — n  it!  there  ought  i 
to  be  a  guard  to  this  coach '"  j 

Stich  were  a  few  of  the  expressions  of  the  inside  passengers,  as  they  handed  | 
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to  Dick  the  property  he  demanded  of  them  ;  and  then  a  young  lady,  who  sat  in 
a  corner,  said — 

"  Mr.  Highwayman,  I  don't  like  to  give  you  my  purse,  for  it  has  only  got 
five  guineas  in  it,  and  my  uncle  gave  them  to  me  ;  and  they  are  all  I  shall  have 
for  three  months  for  pocket  money."  ^^ 

"My  dear,"  said  Dick,  "don't  mention  it ;  keep  them, by  all  means. 

•'  Oh,  thank  vou." 

*'Well.  I'm  sure  !"  said  a  rather  corpulent  old  lady,  "that  is  always  the  way 
with  men.  They  are  ready  to  let  children  have  their  own  way  in  everything. 
I  don't  see  why  we  should  all  be  robbed,  and  en  infant,  wbo  cannot  have  icn,^ 
got  out  of  the  nursery,  should  escape." 


No.  177. 
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"I  am  seventeen,  madam,  if  you  please/'  said  the  young  lady.  "Nursery, 
indeed !  I  hate  the  nursery." 

"  Sir,"  said  one  of  the  gentlemen,  ••  I  tfust  you  will  have  the  kindness  to 
return  to  me  my  watch,  as  j'ou  seem  a  civil  sort  of  a  ras — I  mean  person,  for  I 
eet  some  value  upon  it,  I  assure  you." 
"  Do  you,  itideed,  sir  ?    Doea  it  go  well  ?" 
"  It  does." 

"  Very  good  ;  then  it  will  go  from  you  as  well  as  it  used  with  you.  And  now, 
ladies  and  gentlemep,  I  make  no  doubt  in  the  world  but  that  1  have  been  in 
this  affair  most  atrociously  swindled." 

"  Swindled  ?"  said  the  old  lady.  *'  Oh,  dear !  what  does  the  man  mean  by 
that?" 

*'  Just  this,  madam :  that  I  think,  and,  in  fact,  I  may  say  that  I  know,  I  am 
atrociously  swindled,  and  that  you  have  not  handed  me,  any  of  you,  above  one 
half  of  the  property  you  have  about  you ;  but  I  and  ray  friends  do  business 
in  that  liberal  kind  of  way  that  we  allow  you  to  cheat  us." 

"Allow  us  to  cheat  you?"  said  one  of  the  gentlemen.  "Upon  my  word, 
that  is  about  as  cool  a  thing  as  I  ever  heard  of." 

"  You  should  alwavs  be  cool,  sir,"  said  Turpin ;  "  for  let  you  be  transacting 
what  business  you  may,  you  are  sure  to  get  through  it  better  by  coolness  than 
by  being  in  a  flurry,"' 

With  these  words,   Turpin  drew  up  the  window  asjain,  and  was  turning  off 
from  the  side  of  the  coach,  when  a  loud  crack  came  upon  his  ears,  and  his  hat 
flew  off  bis  head  in  a  moment,  while  the  report  of  a  pistol  rang  in  his  ears. 
"What's  that?"  cried  Claude  Duval. 

"  All's  right,"  said  Dick,  as  he  coolly  turned  to  the  coach  again,  and  let 
down  the  glass. 

The  passengers  were  all  looking  as  pale  as  death  itself,  and  one  of  the  gentle- 
men had  his  lips  so  compressed,  that  every  particle  of  colour  had  left  them. 
Dick  pointed  to  him,  as  he  said,  slowly  and  deliberately—* 
"  It  was  you,  sir,  who  fired  at  me  I" 
They  were  all  silent. 

"  I  say,  sir,  it  was  you  who  committed  that  cowardly  act,  for  it  was  co#ardly^ 
in  the  extreme." 

"  What  is  it  ?"  said  Claude,  as  he  galloped  to  the  spot, 
''Nothing — nothing.     Look  to  the  outside.   Claude.      I  will  manage  this- 
gentleman." 

"You  are  not  hit?" 
"  Oh,  no." 

"  That  is  well.    All  is  right,  if  that  is  the  case,  and  I  know  I  can  leave  you 
to  manage  your  own  affairs." 
^  "  Thank  you,  Claude." 

Duval  had  been  receiving  the  contributions  of  the  outside  passengers,  who 
had  given  them,  it  must  be  confessed,  with  rather  a  bad  grace  ;  but  still  they  had 
given  them,  and  they  had  amounted  to  a  considerable  sum  in  all. 

The  gentleman  who  had  fired  at  Dick  Turpin  in  what  we  cannot  help  calliDg 
rather  a  treacherous  and  cowardly  manner,  was  evidently  too  much  terrified  to 
speak.  He  only  sat  glaring  at  the  highwayman,  and  with  a  dreamy  kind  of 
wonder  in  his  mind  as  to  what  he  would  do  next. 

"Sir,"  said  Dick,  and  he  spoke  with  rather  startling  coolness  and  determi- 
nation. "  Sir,  if,  when  first  I  came  to  this  window,  you  had  in  a  bold  and 
straightforward  manner,  as  you  rrJght  have  done  and  as  you  would  have  been 
fully  justified  in  doing,  resisted  me,  1  should  have  thought  nothing  of  it ;  but,  on 
the  contrary,  you  waited  until  I  was  off  my  guard,  and  for  the  mere  purpose  of 
petty  revenge,  because  I  had  taken  from  you  a  few  pounds,  you  fired  at  me,  and 
that  in  the  most  treacherous  manner  that  you  could  possibly  do  it  in.     Sir,  if  1 

were  an  angry  mari " 

"Oh.  spare  him,"  said  the  young  lady.     "Don't  kill  him." 
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"  That  is  not  my  intention,"  said  Dick.  "  I  say,  if  I  were  an  angry  man  I 
ejiould  this  moment  shoot  you  through  the  head,  as  I  might  do  by  the  least 
pressure  of  my  little  finger  upon  the  trigger  of  this  pistol." 

As  he  spoke,  Dick  held  the  pistol  muzzle  within  a  couple  of  inches  of  the 
gentleman's  head. 

^.  "  Spate  him — spare  him  !"  said  the  young  lady.    *•  I  entreat  you  to  do  so." 
"I  will  ;  it  would  be  murder  to  shoot  him  now." 

*.'  This  generosity  will  meet  with  its  reward,"  said  the  young  lady,  "You 
may  be  assured,  sir,  that  it  will." 

The  gentleman  now,  if  he  might  really  be  called  such,  upon  finding  that  Dick 
Turpin  had  not  the  intention  to   kill  him   for  the  attempt  that  ,ih«td  been  made 
oipon  his  life,  gathered  courage  to  speak.       7^—. ^^jc't  —  dnM '—orr}.  ■ 
"  I  am  glad  I  missed  you,"  he  said.  -.-,   ,-?  ;  -  t        j  '   . 

"No,  sir,  you  are  not.' 

"Well,  a  man  has  a  right  to  defend  his  property." 

"  Yes,  in  a  manly  manner,  but  you,  sir,  have  the  mind  of  an  assassin,  as  you 
sufficiently  exemplified  by  the  mode  in  which  you  sought  your  revenge,  You 
did  noc  attempt  to  defend  your  property,  but  you  gave  that  up  through  fear,  and 
then  you  sought  to  assassinate  the  man  you  dared  not  face." 

"Oh,  nonsense !  I  fired  at  you,  as  I  should  have  been  quite  willing  to  have  done 
before,  onlj'  I  could  not  get  at  my  pistols.  1  did  not  want  to  take  any  unfair 
advantage  of  you."  . 

"  Then  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  you  are  the  sort  of  man  who  would  like  a 
fair  shot  at  such  as  I  am?" 

"  Yes,  I  am  ;  but  it  is  all  over  now,  and  I  make  you  welcome  to  what  you 
have  taken  from  me.     Good  morning.     Ha!  ha!" 

There  was  quite  as  much  nervous  excitement  as  a  kind  of  foolish  recklessness  in 
this  mode  of  speaking  of  the  gentleman  ;  but  he  had  no  idea  that  Dick  meant  to 
take  him  at  his  word. 

"Well,  sir,"  said  Dick,  "  I  am  one  who  will  oblige  you  or  anyboJy  if  it  be  in 
my  power.  I  will  forget  the  unfair  shot  that  you  have  had  at  me,  and  you  shall 
have  a  fair, one," 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

*'  I  mean,  that  you  shall  get  out  of  the  coach  and  have  another  shot  at  me  in  a 
fair  and  open  manly  manner,  and  I  will  have  one  at  you."  .  31 

"Oh,  no— no!"  -     « 

"  But  I  say,  oh,  yes — yes."  ,     I 

"I  am  quite  satisfied,   i  don't  want  to  have  anything  mors  to  say  in  the  affair 
or  to  (Jo  with  it,  I  assure  you.    I  am  quite  satisfied,  sir,  and  you  are  welcopfiejio  ., 
what  you  have  got."  •    ,.   ,| 

''But  I  am  not  satisfied,  and  out  you  shall  come.     Claude — Claude!" 

"  Here,"  said  Duval  ;  "  what  is  it  ?" 

*'This  fellow  wants  a  fair  shot  at  me,  and  I  am  determined  to  let  him  have  it, 
and  now  he  shrinks  from  it.  Help  me  to  get  him  out  of  the  coacb,  Claude,  so 
that  he  may  be  satisfied,  in  spite  of  himseif,'' 

"  Come,  sir,"  said  Claude,  as  he  reached  in  his  arm  and  seized  the  man  by 
the  cellar  and  had  him  out  in  a  moment.    "This  is  the  way,  if  you  please.'' 

"  Murder !"  said  the  old  lady. 

"It  might  have  been  murder,"  said  the  young  one.  "  Pray,  sir,  are  you 
Claude  Duval,  the  highwayman?" 

"  Yes,  my  dear." 

"  Oh,  I  have  so  wanted  to  see  you  !" 

"  Take  a  good  look  at  me,  then.  I  cannot  say  that  I  have  so  wanted  to  see 
you,  for  I  did  not  know  of  your  fair  existence ;  but  when  I|  do  look  at  you,  I 
esteem  myself  very  fortunate  in  ha«mg  that  pleasure." 

"  You  are  a  wretch  !"  said  the  old  lady.     "  Go  away,  do." 

"  But  is  she  not  a  pretty  girl,  madam  ?"  said  Claude. 

"No!" 
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*  Oh,  how  can  vou  say  that  ?    Ha!  ha!    Now,  Dick,  where  is  your  maa? 
Oh,  here  he  is.    Well,  sir,  so  you  tried  one  shot  at  my  friead,  aod  now  yoa 
object  to  treat  us  to  another  V 
•  "Spare  my  life!" 

"What  a  coward!" 

♦*  Yes,"  said  Dick  ;  "  but  I  don't  intend  to  let  him  off  on  that  score,  for  a 
coward  is,  after  all,  a  far  more  dangerous  animal  than  a  brave  man.  I  know,  sir, 
that  you  have  another  pistol,  so  you  can  produce  it;  and  as  the  one  youfired  was 
■well  loaded,  as  I  may  judge  by  the  report,  the  other  is,  no  doubt,  in  quite 
as  satisfactory  a  condition.    This  is  a  duel,  Claude ;  vrill  you  see  fair  play  ?• 

"I  will,  Dick." 
"    "One  —  two  —  three  —  four  —five— six— seven — eight — nine — ten — eleven — 
twelve  paces,'*  said  Turpin,  as  he  stepped  them  out  upon  the  side  of  the  road, 
and  then  faced  his  antagonist.    "  Now,  sir." 

The  man  dropped  to  his  knees,  and  in  a  very  abject  manno",  cried  out— 
i     *•  Spare  my  life— oh,  spare  my  life !    There  was  no  bullet  in  the  pistol.'* 
i'    "  Lie  the  first,"  said  Dick. 
^    **  And  I  didn't  mean  to  hit  you." 
I     **  Lie  the  second." 

f-    **  And  I  have  no  other  pistol  about  me,  I  declare  to  you." 
|§«  Lie  the  third." 

i     *•  Oh,  it  is  true — it  is  true  ;  and  if  you  fire  at  me,  you  will  be  firing  at  an  un- 
arnied  man." 

"  What's  this  ?"  said  Claude,  as  he  dived  his  hand  into  one  of  the  coat  skirt- 
pockets  of  the  man,  and  brought  out  a  very  beautifully  made  pistol,  "  What  is 
this  ?" 

**  Oh— oh- oh!" 
'    There  was  a  silver  plate  upon  the  stock  of  the  pistol,  with  the  letter  B  upon 
it,  but  at  the  moment  it  did  not  strike  Claude  what  name  it  might  refer  to. 

"  Come,  sir."  he  said,  as  he  threw  up  the  pan,  and  then  carefully  closed  it 
again,  as  he  saw  the  pistol  was  very  carefully  piimed.  "  Come,  sir,  these  weapons 
are  in  good  order,  and  v.'ili  do.  The  word  shall  be  '  fire,'  and  I  will  count  thrte 
berf'ore  I  give  it." 

""  That  will  do,"  said  Dick. 

«'  One—" 

«  S'.op-stop"  .'  cried  Mr.  B.    «  Stop." 
I   "  Whatfori'' 

"  Only  to  consider  a  little.      I— I — " 

"  Plague  take  you.  Get  upj  It  is  not  at  all  fair  that  you  should  be  upon- 
ycur  knees,  while  my  friend  is  upon  his  feet." 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Dick.     "  It's  much  the  same." 

"  Two,"  said  Claude. 

Bang,  went  the  pistol  of  Mr.  3.,  and  inflicted  a  slight  flesh  wound  upon  Dick's 
arm. 

'•  An  accident !  An  accident !"  he  called  out.    "I  didn't  mean  it !" 


Vi 


CHAPTER  CCCXLL 

DICK,    Vv'lTHOUT  INTENDING  IT,    GETS    RID  OP    ONE    OF    MR.  FIELD's  AND  ALICIa's 

•ENEMIES. 

"  There  could  be  no  doubt  whatever  but  that  the  rascal  who  had  aheady  had 
one  unfair  shot  at  Dick,  had,  when  he  saw  affairs  were  desperate,  and  that  there 
was  no  escape  from  the  encounter,  determined  upon  trying  the  chance  of  another, 
and  had  so  fired,  when  Claude  said  "  Two,"  instead  of  waiting  for  the  comple- 
tion of  the  signal. 
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His  calling  out  that  It  was  an  accident,  was  but  a  weak  attempt  to  get  rid  of 
the  consequences  of  the  dastardly  act. 

"Three!  Fire!''  cried  Claude,  and  before  the  smoke  from  Mr.  B.'s 
pistol  had  cleared  away,  and  before  he  could  scramble  to  his  feet,  and  fly  from 
the  spot,  which  he  was  attempting  to  do,  Dick  fired. 

With  a  yell,  the  man  sprang  up  into  the  air,  and  then  fell  like  a  log  to  the 
ground. 

"  That  has  done  it,"  said  Claude. 

"  I  expect  as  much,"  said  Dick  ;  "  but,  after  all,  I  am  sorry  for  it.'* 
"  He  is  a  great  rascal." 

"  Yes,  but  not  worth  powder  and  shot,  after  all,  when  you  come  to  think  of  it 
But  perhaps  he  is  not  killed." 

The  ladies  in  the  coach  now  began  to  set  up  such  a  screaming,  that  Claude 
was  obliged  to  run  to  the  window  and  cry  out  to  them — 

"Silence  !  There  is  no  harm  done.|It's  only  a  joke,  ladies,  after  all ;  but  if  you 
aaake  that  noise  you  will  frighten  the  horses." 
"  Oh,  but  isn't  anybody  killed  ?" 
"  Certainly  not.     Be  quiet,  I  beg  of  you.*"' 

Claude  went  back  to  were  Dick  was  gazing  at  the  body  of  his  late  foe,  in  aa 
abstracted  manner. 

"  Gone  !"said  Dick.  ' 

"  Is  he  indeed  dead?* 
;      "  Look !" 

Dick  indicated  with  his  tee  a  spot  on  the  forehead  of  the  man,  and  there,  sure 
enough,  the  bullet  had  "gone  right  into  the  brain,  making  a  clear  round  orifice 
into  which  you  might  put  your  little  finger.  His  death  must  have  been  instan- 
taneous. 

"  Come  aevay,  Dick,"  said  Claude.  "  We  have  been  too  long  here  already. 
This  is  a  deed  that  will  soon  be  bruted  all  over  the  country,  with  such  additions 
to  it  as  will  make  it  wear  a  very  different  aspect  to  the  real  one.  Let  us  be  off 
at  once.     Come — come." 

"  I  should  like  to  know  who  he  is." 
Claude  ran  back  to  the  coach  door,  and  said— 

"  Can  any  lady,  or  can  you  sir,  tell  me  who  the  gentleman  was  who  was  here 
with  you  as  a  passenger  T' 

"  Yes,"  said  one  lady,  "  it  was  Sir  John  Eeachem.'* 
"  Sir  John  Beachem  ?     You  don't  say  so  !' 

"  Yes,  sir ;  and  by  your  speaking  of  him  as  you  ao,  1  presume  that  he  is  dead." 
Claude  made  no  answer  to  this,  but  hastened  back  to  Dick,  and  was  upon  the 
point  of  telling  him  who  the  dead  man  was,  when  Jack  cried  out  loudly,  but  net 
in  a  tone  of  alarm — 

"  To  the  wood  !  To  the  wood  !" 
"  What  is  it.  Jack  ?" 

"  A  strong  party  of  horsemen  are  on  the  road.     They  seem  to  me  to  have 
seen  the  coach  at  a  s!and  still,  aad  to  think  it  suspicious." 
"  The  deuce  they  do." 
"  Quick  !     They  come  now." 

"  Where's  my  horse  ?"  said  Dick.  "  I  tied  her  bridle  to  this  tree.  Good  God  I 
if  I  lose  her  I  lose  my  right  band." 

"  There  she  goes  into  the  wood,"  said  Claude. 
Jack  galloped  up  to  them. 

"  Are  you  both  mad,"  he  said,  "  that  you  do  not  fly  from  here?  I  tell  you 
that  our  foes  are  all  but  upon  us." 

"  They  may  be  quite  upon  us,*  said  Dick  Turpiu — "  but  how  can  I  go  without 
my  Black  Bess  t  Here  is  her  broken  bridle.     The  pistol-firing  must  have  scared 
her,  and  yet  I  never  knew  her  start  at  it  before." 
"  No,  Dick.     But  you  were  not  with  her  now." 
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'*  Ah  !  that's  it — that's  it !  We  are  lost — no,  I  mean  I  am.  You  two  can  go 
off;  and  I  beg  you  to  do  so,  and  good  luck  go  with  you." 

'•  Bad  luck  go  with  us  if  we  desert  you^"  said  Claude.  '•  Cannot  we  all  take 
to  the  wood  1" 

"  Yes ;  but  these  people  will  tell  where  we  are  ;  and  you  forget  that  I  am  on 
foot." 

"  Stop !"  said  Jack.  "Listen  to  me.  Dick,  you  can  get  up  outsii/e,  and  keep 
•he  passengers  there  quiet  upon  pain  of  death.  Claude,  you  get  inside,  and  do  the 
same  thing.  Here,  let  us  start  your  horse  and  mine  into  the  wood.  They  won't 
go  far  either  of  them.  I  will  borrow  the  coachman's  coat  and  hat,  and  take  his 
place  on  the  box ;  and  we  will  try  and  get  through  this  rather  ugly  affair  by  a 
little  finesse." 

"  By  Jove,  Jack,  it's  a  capital  plan  !'* 

"Admirable !"  said  Dick ;  "  and  there  is  just  enougli  of  xis  to  do  it.    But  this 
dead  body  will  tell  tales,  if  we  don't  move  it.    Help  me,  Claude,  will  you  ?" 
"Willingly.    There  he  goes.    Splash  I" 

They  took  the  dead  body  of  Sir  John  Beachem  between  them  and  cast  it  into 
a  deep  ditch  by  the  road  side.  For  a  moment  or  two  it  seemed  as  if  it  would  not 
sink  in  the  rather  thick  fluid  that  the  ditch  was  full  of;  bat,  gradually,  as  the 
clothing  of  the  dead  man  became  saturated  with  water,  the  fearful-looking  evi- 
dence of  violence  settled  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  muddy  pool. 
"  That  will  do." 

If  the  plan  that  had  been  suggested  by  Jack  was  to  be  carried  out  at  all  with 
any  prospect  of  success,  no  time  was  to  be  lost  in  doing  so  ;  and,  accordingly,  the 
three  highwaymen,  with  a  certainty  and  promptitude  that  the  life  of  danger  and  of 
hair-breadth  escapes  tbey  had  so  long  led  could  only  have  imparted  to  them,  made 
the  requisite  arrangements. 

The  other  two  horses  were  conducted  to  the  road  side,  and  sent  into  the  wood. 
Jack  took  possession  of  the  coachman's  hat,  coat,  wig,  and  vi-hip,  and  said  to 
him — 

"  You  will  sit  behind  me,  and  be  quiet.'* 
«  Oh,  dear,  but—" 
"  Very  ^ood.    Open  your  mouth." 
"My  mouth?    What  for?" 

"  The  neatest  way  of  blowing  a  man's  brains  out  is  to  fire  a  pistol  into  his 
tnouth  upwards.    It  commonly  blows  off  the  top  of  his  skull,  and  that  is  a  settler." 
"  Oh — oh  !  it  is !  it  is  !     I  will  do  anything  you  like." 

"  So  I  thought  you  would.  You  are  quite  a  sensible  man.  Now,  get  up  and 
be  quiet." 

The  coachman  took  a  vacant  seat  behind  Jack,  who  mounted  the  box,  and, 
whip  in  hand,  watted  the  result  of  the  plan. 

Dick  Turpin  clambered  on  the  roof  of  the  coach,  and  sat  down  among  the 
passengers  quite  calmly,  saying  as  he  did  so— 

•'  Now,  gentlemen,  listen  to  me.  The  first  one  of  you  that  makes  the  slightest 
alarm  will  get  a  bullet  into  his  head.  If  I  and  my  friends  are  caught  we  nang — 
and  it  makes  not  the  least  difference  to  us  whether  we  take  one  or  two  of  you 
into  the  other  world  with  us  or  not." 

The  outside  passengers  looked  rather  ruefully  at  each  other  ;  and  one,  with 
his  teeth  chattering  together  with  fear,  that  it  sounded  as  if  he  were  doing  it  on 
purpose,  and  trying  to  execute  some  extraordinary  tune  by  that  means  in  imita- 
tion of  the  castanets,  said — 

"  Oh,  dear  me,  I  don't  want  to  say  nothing  to  nobody.  Oh — oh!  I  wish  I 
had  my  wifs  here." 

"  Silence !"  said  Turpin. 

Claude  Duval,  when  he  saw  that  all  was  right  with  his  two  friends,  sprang  into 
the  coach. 

The  ladies  uttered  screams  ;  but  he  said  "  Silence,  ladies  I'*  in  so  peremptory 
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a  manner,  that  it  had  the  effect  he  desired  immediately ;  and  then,  as  he  s  at 
down,  he  added  in  a  low,  distinct  tone — 

"  Ladies,  I  beg  that  you  will  attend  to  me.  There  will  come  some  wicked  me  j 
to  the  coach  windows  to  asic  some  questions,  possibly.  1  beg  that  you  will  leave 
me  to  answer  them  ;  for,  if  by  word,  or  look,  or  action,  you  let  them  know  that 
I  am  not  a  passenger  by  the  coach,  or  contradict  me  in  anything  I  shall  say, 
there  will  be  such  a  bother  as  you  never  saw  or  heard  of ;  and  there  will  be  much 
bloodshed,  the  result  of  which  I  cannot  foresee." 
"  Oh,  we  won't  speak!" 

♦'  That  is  right.  Fear  nothing,  for,  mark  me,  I  hold  out  no  threats  to  you  ;  so 
do  not  say  afterwards  that  Claude  Duval  owed  his  safety  to  frightening  tli& 
ladies.'' 

"Then  you  are  really,"  said  one,  "  the— the— Duval?" 
"  1  am,  miss."  •         i  - 

"  Oh,  dear,  I  never  was  so  delight— I  mean,  so  frightened — in  all  my  life. 
Oh— oh !" 

"  Listen,  if  you  please.  They  come  !  My  life,  ladies,  I  commit  to  your  keep- 
ing. By  a  word,  any  of  you  may,  I  heartily  believe,  condemn  me  to  death  withia 
the  next  five  minutes,  for  I  don't  intend  to  be  taken  alive.  Will  any  of  you  speak 
that  word  V 

"  No— no  !"  they  all  said. 

Claude  smiled.  „ 

"  I  knew  you  would  not.     Beauty  and  gentleness  ever  go  together. 
"  What  a  nice  man !"   said  the  oldest  and  most  plain  of  the  whole  party» 
"  Oh,  sir,  if  you  would  only  repeat,  and  reform,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  and 
— and  then  marry  some  one." 

"  Nobody  would  have  me,  madam." 

"Well,  perhaps  no  very  young  person;  but— hem!— perhaps  some  one  who 
was  just  past  the  follies  of  extreme  youth,  and— and  in  her  prime  of  life,  with  a 
little  property        ■"  ,  u  ■,■, 

"  I  don't  think,  madam,"  said  a  young  lady,  "  that  Claude  Duval  would  like 
to  marry  any  one  old  enough  to  be  his  grandmother." 
'*  His  grandmother,  rainx  ?" 
"  Why,  yes  ;  you  are  surely  fifty-five  ?" 
"  Oh,  gracious  ! — oh,  providence!" 

"Ladies— ladies!"  said  Claude,  "  I  pray  you  to  be  mild,  if  you  please— mild 
and  quiet."  ,  ^  1,1 

«  But  the  idea !"  said  the  old  lady—"  the  idea  of  children,  who  ought  to  be 
kept  in  nurseries,  and  perpetually  whipped,  saying  such  things,  is  really— too— 
oh,  gracious  ! — too  dreadful !" 

With  a  dash,  and  a  great  clatter  of  horses  feet,  the  strong  party  of  mounted 
men  reached  the  carriage ;  and  one  of  them  cried  out  in  a  voice  of  authority— 
"Haiti"  .    ^,     V  .u 

They  all  paused  ;  and.  except  the  pawing  of  some  of  the  horses  upon  the 
road,  and  the  snorting  of  others,  they  were  all  still  enough. 

"  Is  anything  amiss  here?"  said  the  man  who  had  commanded  the  party  to 
halt. 

"  Yes  ;  t  .ere  has  been,"  said  Claude  Duval. 
The  man  stooped,  and  looked  into  the  coach. 

"  V  hat  is  it  sir?  We  are  on  the  look-out  for  three  highwaymen,  whom  we 
ha.e  Koud  reason  to  think  are  in  this  neighbourhood.  I  hope  you  have  not  oeen 
at  ^ill  incommoded  by  them  ?" 

"  Only  stoppeJ  and  robbed,  that's  all." 
"Robbed,  sir  1" 

'•  Ask  ihese  ladies,  if  you  doubt  me."  „ 

"  Oh,  yes,  it  is  true  1"  said  all  the  ladies.    "  That  is  true  enough. 
«  Confonnd  it !  how  unfortunate,"  said  the  man,  "that  I  and  my  party  should 
be  too  la  e  for  the  rascals." 
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"  It  is,  indeed." 

"  How  long  ago  was  it  ?''        .    ,        •       :  . 

"Why,  if  yon  had  com.8  up,  ,s-irj  paly  five:  minutes'  ago  you  would  have  found 
thera  here,  laking  the  affdirqake'easy,  aad  haviag  everything  their  own  wey."' 
"  Is  it  possible  ?"  •  '  .   ■.     .  : 

"'  Quite  so,  I  assure  you  ;,but  you  are  just  a  little  too  late." 
"  Bv  Jove  !  that  is  the  must' provoking  thing^that  ever  occurred  to  me.      Did 


you  kno'-'^- who  they  v/ere,  sir?" 
"  Whv|*'t>f  ■  course,  I  shoXiid 


not;  but  ia  ;the  ctJolest  .manner  possible,  one  of 
theai  declared  himself  to  bs  the. celebratedCIaude  D.!vai.",       .  .  .,     ', 

"  bh,  dear! — oh,  dear!'' 

"  What's  the  matter  ?!' .  ...  '        ' 

"  I  v/as  onlv  groaning  at  the  thought  that  I  had  missed  him,  that  was  all ; 
.and  it  J  s  enough  to  make 'anybody  groan." 

"  Idoa't  Jcnow  that.  He  is  a  determined  fellow,  and  a  good  shot,  they  say, 
and  1  have  beard  that  since  his  late  escape  from  Newi^ate,  he  has  made  a  deter- 
mhiation  that,  let  the  consequences  bet  what  the^  may,  he  will  never  be  takan 
alive."        .  .-,.,,  .  ■     ■',  ■ 

"Oh,  stuii,  sir.     I  have  twenty  men  here."  •  ,  ,,'o  -''j;'.-:)  ■ 

"  Twenty,  say  you  ?"  .' '      :  '     'Ion— o'H*' 

"  Yes,  twenty."  ...    „   .,,m 

''Well," .that  is  a  good  force,'  I  admit  r  and  I  only  wish  you  had  got  here  a 
little  sooner  withjt,  and  you  might,  perhaps,  then  have,  saved  my  watch  and 
seals  thatJ.hav.e  been  forced  to  part  with  to^the  fellow." 

"  bh,  dear— oh,  dear  !    Which  way  did  he  go  ?" 

"  Towards  town,"  '■       ■     .  ••:•.' ,/!,••    . 

'^•'  And  'here  vou  are,  all  of  you,  outside  and  in,  and  suffer  your'selye,s: to-be 
robbed  by.  Claude,  Duval !' 

'"Ah,  but  he  had  two  others  with  him." 

"  Two-,oth.er^!.  ■'Why,  they  are  Dick  Turpia  and  Sixteen-string  Jack!  I 
should  have  nabbed  the.m  all !" 


CHAPTER  CCCXLII.     ■        '  ■ 

CLAUDS    AND    HIS    FRIENDS    EFFECTUALLY    E3CAP3    THE    OFFICERS,    AND  STOP    A 

CARRIA&a. 

■  The  distraction  of  the  mpuntsd  o3icer.atfiadin,g  he  had  missed  such  a  prize 
was  so  great,-  that  he  seemei  ready  to  g've  himself  up  quite  to  despair,  aad 
Claude  said  then  to  him —  ' 

"i  can't,  help  thinking  thai  you  are  losing  .valuable  time..  Hang  it,  man, 
they  can't  be  above  a  mile  off  by  this  time.  Why  don"t  you  'and  your  twenty 
men  go  after  them  ?" 

"I  will— I  will." 

"  You  will  ?  It's  all  very  well  for  you  to  say  you  will ;  but  why  don't  you 
go  at  once  ?" 

"  Yes — yes;  thank  you,  sir.     Do  you  offer  any  reward  for  your  watch  ?" 

"  Yes,  twenty  pounds." 

"  Very  good,  sir.     Where  shall  we  find  you?  ' 
■  "At  the  secretary  of  state's  office  ia  Whitehall," 

Upon  this  the  officer  touched  his  hat,  for  he  thought  that  in  the  gentleman  in 
the  coach  he  must  surely  have  got  hold  of  some  official  personage,  with  whom  it 
would  be  just  as  well  to  be  upon  good  terras  as  not. 

"  I  will  be  oft'  at  once,  sir,"  he  said,  "  agreeably  to  your  advice." 

"You  wiU'du  well,"  said  Claude. 

"Now,  n:y  men,  coiuc    al'ler  me,  lik^  the  devil  himself!"    shouted  the   officer 
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CLAUDE    STOPPING    THE    PHANTOM    FUNERAL. 

**  Claude  Duval,  Dick  Turpin,  and  Sixteen-string  Jack,  are  all  three  upon  the 
road,  only  a  little  in  advance  of  us,  and  if  we  rattle  on  we  can  come  up  to  them. 
Forward — forward  .'" 

"Good  luck  go  with  j'ou,"  said  Claude,  "the  further  off  you  get.  Hem! 
Well,  ladies,  I  am  happy  to  have  freed  you  from  your  apprehensions  concerning 
these  fellows.  You  see',  or  rather  you  hear,  I  should  say,  that  they  are  com- 
pletely got  rid  off," 

"  They  are,  indeed,"  said  one  of  the  ladies. 

■"And  you  do  not  regret  it,  madam  ?" 

"Oh,  nc«— no  I  * 
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"  Nor  any  of  you,  I'm  sure." 

"  Oh,"  said  the  old  lady,  as  she  managed  adroitly  to  place  a  card,  on  which 
was  her  name  and  address,  into  Claude's  baud,  "  I'm  sure  if  you  were  ever  to 
call  upon  me  in  London,  I  should  be  frightened  out  of  my  wits,  that  I 
should." 

"  Thank  you,  madam,"*  said  Claude,  as  with  a  smile  and  a  bow,  he  got  out  of 
the  coach.  "  I  should  be  sorry  to  alarm  you  to  tjiat  extent :  so  I  shall  not  do 
myself  that  honour." 

"The  wretch  !"  said  the  old  lady. 

The  others  laughed,  and  Claude  called  out  ia  a  loud  voice— 

"  It's  all  right,  Dick  and  Jack.  Come  on,  now.  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  we 
have  the  honour  of  bidding  you  all  good  day,  and  at  very  pleasant  journey, 
ituieed." 

"  Stop  a  bit,"  said  Jack.  "  There^s  a  phsetoa  coming  along  the  road,  Claude, 
yonder." 

"Very  good.    Let  It  come.    Coachman?'* 

'*  Ye— e— es  !*'  stammered  the  coachmaa. 

"Drive  on  as  fast  as  you  can.     Your  traces  have  not  been  touched ;  but, 
remember,  if  you  say  one  word  on  this  side  of  Wycombe,  whither  I  see  you  are 
bound,  about  me  and  my  friends,  you  will  be  a  dead  man  before  the  week  is 
out," 

"Oh,  Iwon't— IwOBt!" 

"  Very  good ;  bow  be  off." 

The  coachman  was  to  well  pleased  to  get  leave  to  drive  off  to  delay  about  it ; 
ttnd  as  the  cattle  had  had  about  twenty  minutes  rest  when  he  laid  the  whip  upon 
them,  they  set  off  at  a  first-rate  pace,  and  the  coach  was  soon  out  of  view  of 
Claude  Duval  and  his  friends. 

There  they  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  and  on  foot,  too, 

"  Well,"  said  Turpin,  "  what  have  we  made  of  this  affair  V* 

Claude  laughed. 

"I  have  a  pocket  full  of  purses  and  watches,'*  he  said,  "and  an  offer  of 
marriage  from  an  old  lady." 

"An  old  lady  I' 

"  Oh,  yes.  Ha— 'ha !  I  have  her  card.  But  where  i%  the  phaeton  you  spoke  of. 
Jack  ?     Has  it  gone  ?* 

*'No,  there  it  is.     Ha!  it  stops,  and  there  seems   to  be  some  sort  of  parly 
going  on  with  the  driver  of  it.     If  we  were  but  mounted,  flow,  we  wight  make 
more,  possibly,  by  stopping  that  phaeton  than  we  got  from  the  passengers  in  the 
stage  coach." 

"  There  is  not  time  to  get  our  horses." 

"  Never  mind.     Here  it  comes  again,  and  at  a  gallop,  too.'* 

It  would  seem  as  if  the  lady  and  gentleman  in  the  phaeton  had  had  some  appre- 
hension that  the  three  figures  they  saw  upon  the  road  might  not  be  exactly 
desirable  to  meet,  but  that  their  coachman  had  advised  them,  as  the  men  were  on 
foot,  to  trust  to  the  speed  of  their  cattle ;  and  so  he  lashed  his  horses  into  a  gallop, 
and  the  carriage  was  whirled  along  at  such  a  rate  that  the  footman  who  was  in 
the  rumblebehmd  looked  scared,  and  held  on  to  the  back  of  the  phaeton  with 
an  immense  kind  of  grin  upon  his  face,  as  though  he  considered  he  was  making 
great  exertions  to  save  his  life. 

"  There  goes  his  hat,"  said  Jack. 

"  Yes — capital  !  What  a  hurry  they  are  in,  to  be  sure.  There  is  one  thing, 
though,  that  is  pretty  certain,  and  that  is,  that  we  cannot  stop  them  as  they  go 
at  the  rate  they  are  now  going  at." 

"  That's  true.    Out  of  the  way." 

Now,  if  the  coachman  of  the  phaeton  had  been  content  with  having  lashed  his 
horses  into  a  gallop  he  might  have  done  very  well,  but  his  fears  or  his  unsctupu- 
lousness  as  to  the  use  of  the  whip  induced  him  to  go  on,  and  the  cattle,  no  doubt 
began  to  think — for  horses  are  quite  sagacious  enough  to  come  to  such  conclu- 
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sions — that  it  was  rather  unfair  to  bang  them  when  they  were  doing  their  utmost, 
and  so  they  got  out  of  temper  and  began  to  kick. 

"  Curse  you !"  cried  the  coachman,  as  he  still  plied  the  whip.  "Go  on— go 
on,  you  devils,  will  you?" 

The  horses  came  to  a  stand  still  as  regarded  drawing  the  phseton,  and  one  of 
them  amused  himself  by  standing  on  its  hind  legs,  while  the  other  kicked  out 
terrifically.  ' 

"  Murder  !"  shouted  the  lady  in  the  carriage. 

"  Help!"  screamed  the  gentleman. 

The  coachman  swore  and  lashed  at  the  horse  that  stood  up,  till  be  got  the  end 
of  the  thong  of  his  whip  entangled  in  the  head  gear  of  the  animal,  and  then  he 
was  helpless. 

"  Leave  the  cattle  alone,  fool !"  cried  Jack.  **  Do  you  want  to  drive  the  horses 
mad  ?" 

*'  Murder !     Help !"  cried  the  lady  and  gentleman. 

"Be  quiet,"  added  Jack.  "  Don't  make  that  squalling  :  horses  don't  like  it. 
Woa — woa !" 

Jack  got  hold  of  the  reins  of  the  kicking  horse,  and  gently  patted  him  on  the 
neck,  and  coaxed  him  till  he  was  as  still  as  a  lamb,  and  then  the  other  one  con- 
desceaded  to  stand  upon  four  feet  again,  and  Turpin  patted  him  a  little,  so  that 
in  a  few  moments,  by  dint  of  kindness  and  a  little  attention,  the  two  horses 
were  as  peaceabble  and  willing  as  possible. 

"  They  will  do,  now,"  said  Jack.  "  I  will  hold  them,  Dick,  while  you  and 
Claude  speak  to  the  parties  in  the  carriage." 

"  Very  good." 

"  Now,  my  fine  fellow,"  said  the  coachman,  waving  his  whip  over  the  heads 
of  his  horses,  and  Jack's  head,  too,  **  Let  them  go.  I  don't  want  you  standing 
there  any  longer." 

"  Oh,  don't  you  ?"  said  Jack. 

"No;   be  off,  will  you  ?" 

Jack  quietly  took  a  pistol  from  his  pocket  and  pomted  it  at  the  coachman 
between  the  heads  of  the  horses.  As  he  did  so,  and  glanced  along  the  barrel  of 
the  weapon,  it  was  quite  a  sight  to  see  the  look,  first  of  surprise  and  then  of 
alarm,  deepenmg  into  actual  contortions,  that  came  over  the  fat,  meaningless 
features  of  the  driver  of  the  phajton.  The  whip  dropped  from  his  hands,  and 
his  mouth  and  eyes  opened  to  such  a  width,  that  he  looked  quite  an  object.  All 
he  said  was — 

"Oh,  lor— oh,  lor!" 

"  Samuel,"  said  the  lady  in  the  carriage,  "  why  don't  you  go  on?" 

"Oh,  lor— oh,  lor!" 

'•  What  is  the  matter  with  Samuel  ?'' 

*'  I  don't  know,"  said  the  gentleman. 

Claude  Duval,  by  a  glance  at  the  position  of  affairs,  soon  saw  what  it  was  that 
so  powerfully  affected  t;amuel,  and  then  stepping  to  the  side  of  the  phaeton,  he 
said — 

"  Sir,  you  should  discharge  a  coachman  who  treatsyour  horses  in  such  a  fashion 
as  yours  has  done." 

*'  That  is  my  business,"  said  the  gentleman,  with  considerable  haughtiness. 

•'  Very  likely,  sir.     I  have  just  told  you  that  it  is." 

*'Goaway,  my  good  man,"  said  the  lady.  "There  is  sixpence  for  your 
services  ;  you  can  go  and  get  some  what's-i'.s-name — dear  me,  it's  what  the  low 
people  drink." 

"  Beer,"  suggested  the  gentleman. 

"Oh,  yes,  beer.  Go  and  get  some  beer  at  on  ce.That  will  do — that  will  do' 
my  good  man." 

"  Pi-ay,  madam,  who  are  you  V  said  Claude. 

"  You  v/retch,  how  dare  you  ask  ?     This  gentleman  is  the  Bishop  of  Ripon.  " 

"Oh,  indeed.  Why,  I  have  heard  of  your  lordship  ;  you  have  embezzled  more 


1420  GENTLEMAN  JACK ;  OR, 

of  the  money  that  was  left  to  the  poor  and  to  schools,  I  do  think,  than  any  of 
your  reverend  brethren,  so  report  says." 

*•  Go  along,  fellow  !" 

"  Oh,  dear,  no.    Is  this  your  lady  ?" 

*'  Don't  answer  the  wretch,"  cried  the  lady.    **  Don't  answer  him." 

*'  But  I  will  be  answered,"  said  Claude  Duval,  as  he  caught  the  bishop  by  the 
throat  with  his  left  hand,  and  placed  the  muzzle  of  a  pistol  at  his  head  with  the 
other.    "  Now,  my  lord  bishop,  who  is  this  woman  ?" 

"  The  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me  !" 

"  The  Lord  may ;  but  i  will  not,  if  you  do  mt  at  once  answer  me  the  ques- 
tion that  I  have  asked  of  you." 

"  She — she,  is  fliy  housekeeper." 
^^  "  Oh,  indeed ;  and  what  was  she  before  that  ?" 

"  She  was,  before  that,  Betty  i\ikin,  the  bar-maid  at  a  tavern  in  the  city.'' 

"  And  so,  Betty,  the  bar-maid,  quite  forgot  that  it  was  beer  that  low  people  were 
in  the  habit  of  drinking  ?  Oh,  Betty — Betty,  you  are  the  beggar  on  horseback, 
who  rode  over  his  old  friends  on  foot." 

'^  I'll  scratch  your  eyes  outl"  cried  the  enraged  Betty. 
K  ''And  you  are  ugly,  too,"  added  Claude.    "Ugly,  and  squint,  and  middle 
aged.    Oh,  my  Lord  Bishop,  is  this  your  taste  ?  Oh,  oh  !" 

Lady  Betty  thrust  her  hand  into  a  pocket  that  was  in  the  lining  of  the  coach, 
and  suddenly  snatching  out  of  it  a  pint  black  bottle,  she  made  a  blow  at  Claude 
Duval  with  it,  and  hit  him  on  the  cheek,  so  as  to  make  the  blood  come. 

"  Take  that,"  she  said  ;  "  and  now  be  off,  or  I  will  give  you  worse  still." 

"  Betty— Betty,"  said  Duval,  with  all  the  nonchalance  in  the  world,  "yoa 
are  an  insolent  as  well  as  an  ugly  female  ;  but  I  will  trouble  you  for  your  watch, 
trinkets,  and  money,  and  you,  my  lord  bishop,  for  yours." 

The  bishop  gave  up  his  property  without  a  word ;  but  Betty  fought  and 
screamed,  and  tried  to  scratch  to  such  a  degree,  that  Claude  was  forced  to  call 
Dick  Turpin,  and  then  they  lifted  her  out  of  the  phaeton  between  them,  and 
accommodated  her  with  a  seat,  which  would  have  been  very  kind  of  them,  if  it 
had  not  been  near  the  ditch  by  the  road  side. 

"Now,  Betty,"  said  Claude,  "be  quiet,  and  give  up  your  watch,  and  money, 
I  and  rings,  or  in  you  go  to  the  ditch." 

"  I  won't— I  won't !  Oh,  you  wretches  !  I'll  see  you  both  hung  with  pleasure, 
f  that  I  will !  I'll  swear  anything  to  hang  you  both !    I'll— — " 
'      "Souse!"  said  Duval,  and  underneath  went  Lady  Betty.     "How  do  you  feel 
now  ?"  said  Duval,  when  she  emerged,  covered  with  green  slime,  and  half  choked 
by  the  water.     '*  How  does  your  ladyship  feel  now?" 

She  gasped  like  a  fish  that  is  just  pulled  to  dry  land,  and  Turpin  took  theoppor- 

iji  tunity  of  disembursing  her  of  a  well-filled  purse,  and  a  gold  watch  and  chain. 

There  was  a  little  set  of  tablets  too,  mounted  with  gold,  that  he  took  from  her, 

and  handed  to  Claude,  who  opening  them,  read  upon  the  first  page  the  following 

delicious  memorandum : 

"Tuesday.— Mem. — To  place  a  yard  of  ribbon  in  Emma  Gray's  box,  and  then 
call  in  an  officer,  and  say  she  stole  it,  and  so  get  rid  of  her  to  prison.  She  is  a 
deal  too  good  looking,  and  the  bishop  looked  at  her  yesterday." 

"  Did  you  write  this  ?"  sard  Claude. 

"I  did  ;  and  what  then  ?" 

•*  Dick,  ray  boy,  read  it."  , 

Dick  did  read  it,  and  a  flush  of  anger  come  across  his  face  as  he  did  so. 

"  What  do  you  say  to  that,  Dick  ?" 

"Give  her  another  souse."  said  Dick,  and  in  a  moment  Lady  Betty  was 
under  water  again,  and  came  up  looking  like  some  great  drowned  cow. 

*'Now,*  said  Duval,  "1  am' sorry  to  treat  anything  in  the  shape  of  woman  in 
this  way.  Madam  Betty  ;  but  there  was  no  difficulty  in  seeing  that  you  were  a 
cold-blooded,  selfish-minded,  abandoned  woman,  and  this  horrid  memorandum 
in  your  own  tablets  proves  the  truth  of  that  opinion." 
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*'  Shall  we  give  her  another  ?"  said  Dick. 

«  No— no." 

Lady  Betty  tried  to  scream,  but  her  mouth  was  full  of  ditch  water,  and  she 
could  only  make  a  gurgling  noise.  They  lifted  her  up  again,  and  flung  her  upoit 
the  bishop  in  the  carriage,  and  then  Claude  Duval  cried  out— 

"  Let  them  go,  Dick — let  them  go.    That  will  do,  Jack," 

*•  Now,  Mr.  Coachman,"  said  Jack,  "  if  you  please,  be  off," 

The  coachman  was  really  too  much  frightened  to  drive ;  but  Jack  started  the 
horses,  so  on  they  went,  keeping  the  road  very  nicely  of  their  own  accord  with- 
out  any  guiding  at  all. 

"  Our  horses !  our  horses !"  said  Turpin,  "  I  am  getting  anxious  about  my 
Black  Bess,  I  can  assure  you." 

"  Come  on,  then,  to  the  wood,'*  said  Jack. 

"  Be  under  no  fear,"  said  Claude  ;  "  we  shall  find  them.  The  sweet  herbage 
that  is  there  in  abundance  will  ha»e  proved  a  powerful  means  of  keeping  them- 
to  the  spot." 

"  I  hope  so." 

They  ail  three  now  left  the  high-road  as  quickly  as  they  could,  and  scrambling 
over  the  bank,  they  made  their  way  among  the  trees,  but  to  their  disappointment, 
neither  of  the  horses  were  visible. 


CHAPTER  CCCXLin.  1 

THE  TOTJNG     LOVER  IS  TRUE  TO   HIS   APPOINTMENT,    AND   CLAUDE   COMMENCES 
THE   CONVENT   ADVENTUKE. 

The  dread  of  the  loss  of  their  cattle  was  one  which  perhaps  more  powerfully 
affected  the  highwaymen  than  any  other  could  by  any  possibility  have  done- 
Upon  the  possession  of  their  horses  might  be  said  to  depend  their  very  lives. 

Besides  that  consideration,  constant  association  with  the  creatures  begot  a  sort 
of  affection  for  them,  similar  to  that  which  the  soldier  in  a  long  campaign  feels 
for  the  gallant  steed  that  has  carried  him  often  in  safety  through  the  din,  and  the 
smoke,  and  the  danger  of  battle. 

"By  Heaven!"  said  Turpin,  "  I  would  not  lose  Bess  for  half  the  gold  ia 
England." 

**  Don't  put  yourself  out  of  the  way,"  said  Jack  ;  "  you  may  depend  she  is  not 
very  far  off." 

*'  That  remains  to  be  seen.  I  shall  soon  find  that  out,  although  I  dread  to  try 
the  experiment." 

"  What  experiment,  Dick  ?"  said  Duval. 

"  I  have  a  silver  whistle  here,  the  peculiar  sound  of  which  is  so  well  known 
to  Bess,  that  if  she  be  within  hearing  distance  of  it,  and  can  come  to  me  at  all, 
she  will,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  with  her  strength  and  agility  it  will  not  be 
a  trifle  that  will  keep  her  away." 

"  Sound  your  magic  whistle,  then,  Turpin,"  said  Duval.  "  Perhaps  if  the 
other  horses  are  with  her  they  may  follow  her  to  the  spot." 

"  They  may  do  so." 

The  spot  upon  which  the  three  highwaymen  were,  was  one  in  the  very  thickest 
portion  of  the  wood,  and  so  completely  impervious  to  light  that  even  at  mid-day 
it  would  have  been  a  difficult  thing  to  see  objects  there  with  any  degree  of  dis- 
tinctness.    The  dead  leaves  of  several  seasons  lay  thickly  upon  the  ground. 

Dick  Turpin  took  the  small  silver  whistle  that  he  had  spoken  of  from  his  neck, 
and  stooping  low,  so  that  the  sound  should  travel  as  far  as  possible  along  the 
surface  of  the  ground,  rather  than  be  dissipated  amid  the  leaves  of  the  old  trees 
that  covered  the  laud  around,  he  blew  a  long,  low  note. 
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Tuipin  coatinued  to  sound  this  note  till  his  breath  was  exhausted,  and  theri 
he  put  up  the  whistle,  saying— 

"It  is  of  no  use  to  use  it  twice.  If  she  be  within  hearing,  she  will  come  at 
the  first  note.*' 

"Ah,"  said  Jack,  "  what  is  that  ?* 

"  What  ?" 

"  A  sound  like  some  one  breaking  some  of  the  underwood.'* 

*'  Ah,  say  you  so  ?" 

Dick  Turpin  flung  himself  at  full  length  upon  the  ground,  and  placing  his 
ear  close  to  it,  he  listened  for  a  moment  or  two  in  silence,  and  then  he  cried 
out  in  a  voice  of  exultation— 

*•  She  comes — she  comes !" 

"  Can  you  really  hear  her  ?"  said  Claude  Duval. 

"  Oh,  yes,  quite  easily.  I  know  her  tread,  too.  Ah,  the  whistle  has  done. 
The  jade  was  only  rambling  about,  after  all,  in  search  of  the  young  grass.  She 
is  commg  quickly." 

"  I  only  wish  we  had  the  like  good  fortune,"  said  Jack,  "  Car  horses  don't 
understand  the  tune  of — 

"  0,  vrhistle,  and  I'll  ceme  to  thee,  my  lad," 

If  they  did,  I'll  warrant  we  should  all  be  soon  mounted  and  out  of  this  con- 
founded wood,  for  if  we  do  stay  here  till  night  fairly  falls  upon  us  we  shall  find 
it  no  easy  matter  .to  get  out  of  it,  and  our  friend,  Mr.  Field,  will  begin  to  think 
that  intrusting  to  our  words  he  has  been  resting  upon  a  broken  reed,  merely." 

"  Don't  be  uneasy.  Jack,"  said  Turpin.  '- 1  can  hear  the  sound  of  other 
hook  besides  those  of  my  bony  black  Bess." 

*•  Can  you  really,  though  1" 

"  I  can.    Out  of  the  way.    Here  she  comes — here  she  comes. 

"  '  Oh,  my  Bonny  Black  Bess  ! 

By  the  glare  of  thine  eye, 

There  is  something  that  tells  me 

A  traveller's  nigh. 
We'll  cry  to  him  '  Stand  !'  with  a,  shout  and  a  dash — 
Pray,  sir,  please  to  hand  out  your  watch  and  your  cash.' 

Ha  !  ha  !  here  is  the  beauty.     Here  she  is  !" 

Turpin's  horse  dashed  through  the  thick  underwood,  and  in  another  moment 
placed  her  head  against  his  breast,  and  began  to  push  him  and  caress  him  in 
something  of  the  fashion  of  a  pet  cat. 

"  Oh  you  beauty  !"  said  Dick,  as  he  patted  her  on  the  neck,  "  Oh,  you  duck 
of  a  beauty  !  Did  Dick  say  he  would  not  lose  you  for  half  the  gold  in  England  ? 
Bab  !  he  ought  to  have  said,  he  would  not  lose  you  for  all  the  gold  in  England 
twice  told !" 

"It's  wonderful,"  said  Jack;  "but  the  fact  is,  that  Turpin's  Bess  must 
have  told  our  two  horses  that  they  were  wanted,  for,  lo  !  here  they  come." 

"  You  don't  say  that?"  said  Claude  Duval. 

*'  Yes,  Claude,  and  now  the  highwayman  is  himself  again." 

Claude  Duval  was  well  pleased  to  hold  his  horse  by  the  bridle  again  ;  and  from 
the  ramble  the  creatures  had  had  in  the  wood,  they  were  as  fresh  and  full  of  life 
as  possible,  so  ihat  they  might  at  that  time  have  been  depended  upon  thoroughly 
in  any  enterprise  that  required  steadiness,  and  endurancl,  and  courage. 

"  Well,"  said  Turpin,  "  here  we  are,  not  exactly  like  the  babes  in  the  wood, 
for  we  are  ia  a  little  better  case  than  they  were  ;  but  here  we  are  in  the  wood. 
What  is  to  be  the  next  caper  ?" 

"  Escape  from  our  foes,"  said  Jack.     "  They  come  !" 

"  Ah,  say  you  so  ?" 

"Jack  is  right,"  said  ClaudeDuval.  "  Icanhearthemmakingthis  way  through 
the  underwood,  although  vshat  sort  of  success  they  expect  to  have  I  don't  know. 
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This  is  the  way.    As  long  as  we  keep  some  few  hundred  trees  between  us  and 
then  we  shall  do  well  enough." 

'*  And  as  long  as  we  keep  our  cattle  out  of  danger,  too,"  said  Dick.  "  I  am 
not  going  to  part  with  Bess  again  in  a  hurry,  I  can  assure  you.  Come  on — 
come  on.'* 

There  was  no  great  difSculty  in  keeping  on  in  advance  of  the  noises  of  pursuit. 
It  v/as  pretty  evident  that  a  number  of  persons  were  employed  in  beating  the 
wood,  and  in  going  through  it  in  a  body,  no  doubt,  extending  its  whole  width, 
for  the  purpose  of  dislodging  whoevej  might  be  taking  shelter  in  it. 

All  the  highwaymen  had  to  do,  was  to  slowly  retreat  before  their  foes,  and 
that  they  managed  to  do  with  great  tact  and  decision. 

Once  or  twice  they  heard  the  discharge  of  a  gun  ;  and  once,  by  the  peculiar 
rattling  noise  among  the  leaves  of  a  tree  close  to  them,  they  could  guess  that  a 
bullet  or  two  had  found  its  way  among  them. 

"  1  should  like,"  said  Turpin,  "  to  give  them  a  return  of  that  compliment ;  but 
it  ?s  better  not." 

"  Much  better  not,  Dick,"  said  Duval.  "  Whoever  they  may  be  who  are 
hunting  us  through  the  wood,  it  does  not  follow  that  they  are  quite  certain  we 
are  here." 

"  True— true." 

"  But  if  we  fire,  that  is  a  question  which  vtould  be  set  at  rest  in  a  minute." 

"  Yes,"  said  Jack,  "  and  along  with  it  we  should  publish  an  advertisement,  as 
it  were,  of  our  precise  position." 

"  Oh,  you  need  say  no  more,'*  said  Dick.  *'  I  won't  fire,  except  they  happen 
to  hit  Bess,  and  then  I  don't  know  exactly  what  possible  inducement  would  be 
sufiicient  to  prevent  me  from  having  satisfaction  out  of  some  of  their  thick 
skulls." 

The  sound  of  voices  from  the  men  who  were  coming  through  the  wood  with 
so  much  deliberation,  came  attimes  upon  the  ears  of  the  fugitives  ;  but  still  their 
retreat  continued  without  any  untoward  circumstance  arising  to  mar  its  effect, 
and  Claude  Duval  had  a  serious  doubt  if  anything  at  all  connected  with  them 
was  the  real  cause  of  this  search  of  a  body  of  men  in  that  direction. 

He  stated  his  doubts  to  his  two  friends,  but  they  all  agreed  that,  whether  or 
not,  it  was  better  to  go  on,  and  they  rather  quickened  their  pace,  as  they  got  to 
the  outskirts  of  the  wood,  where  owing  to  the  trees  standing  rather  thinner,  they 
were  able  to  do  so. 

The  sounds  of  pursuit  through  the  wood  gradually  died  away,  and  in  a  very 
short  time  the  three  highwaymen  emerged  upon  a  wide  open  expanse  of  open 
land,  upon  which  the  dews  of  evening  were  now  falling  fast,  and  enveloping  it 
all  in  a  misty  mantle,  that  gave  it  the  appearance  ot  some  vast  ocean  of  vapour, 
for  they  could  not  see  far  enough  to  note  the  limits  of  the  open  space  they 
were  in,  so  it  was  left  to  their  imagination,  which  under  such  circumstances 
always  goes  far  beyond  reality. 

"  We  must  get  cut  o:  this,"  said  Jack.  "  It  will  be  on  the  increase  rather 
than  otherwise,  and  to  lose  your  way  in  a  white  mist  is  just  a  degree  or  two 
worse  than  to  lose  your  way  in  a  wood,  I  take  it." 

"  It  is,  indeed.    Do  you  know  the  way.  Jack  ?" 

"  Yes,  so  far  as  it  is  to  the  right." 

"  Let  us  take  it,  then,  for  I  am  thinking  it  is  high  time  that  we  thought  of 
keeping  our  appointment  with  our  young  friend,  John  Field,  if  we  are  to  keep 
it  at  all." 

"  I  would  not  break  it  for  a  thousand  pounds,"  said  Turpin. 

"  Indeed  !" 

"  Oh,  no.     I  expect  some  fine  fun  in  that  convent,  I  assure  vou." 

«  Well,  there  may  be." 

"  I  am  ce, tain  that  there  will  be.  Something  seems  to  tell  me  that  that 
adventure  will  be  one  of  the  most  delightful  and  varied  of  any  that  we  have  had 
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for  a  long  time  ;  and,  in  fact,  I  -would  not  let  it  go  by  on  any  account,  if  I  can 
help  it." 

"  Well,  we  are  in  good  time/'  said  Jack,  "  and,  besides,  if  we  should  even  be 
a  little  late,  our  young  friend,  Field,  may  well  imagine  that  it  is  possible  enough 
something  in  our  profession  may  have  happened  to  detain  usi" 

They  now,  as  Jack  advised,  made  their  way  to  the  right,  and  by  keeping  as 
close  as  possible  to  the  hedge,  they  managed,  notwithstandiag  the  white  fog, 
to  get  along  pretty  well  without  straying  far  from  the  right  direction. 

After  a  time  they  came  to  a  srile,  which  conducted  directly  into  the  Acton 
Road. 

The  stile  was  a  little  hindrance,  but  Jack  managed  to  break  it  down  at  last, 
and  then  the  horses  walked  over  its  ruins,  and  they  were  in  the  road.  At  a 
short  distance  in  advance  they  saw  a  bulky-looking  object. 

'■  A  coach,"  said  Turpin,  "  and  it  is  drawn  up  to  the  side  of  the  road.  I  will 
wager  anything  now  that  that  is  the  vehicle  that  belongs  to  our  friend,  John 
Field." 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  said  Jack,  *'  and  if  he  be  there  alrendy,  he  is  in  a  fidgety 
state  for  our  appearance." 

"No  doubt  he  is,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "I  thought  that,  after  all,  he  would 
hardly  let  anything  short  of  death  detain  him." 

*'  Is  it  our  man  ?"  said  Turpin. 

"  Oh,  yes.  1  knew  him  at  once,  datk  as  it  is.  Come  on— conae.  It  is  all 
right." 

"  And  I  knew  him  too,"  said  Jack.  "  He  has  rather  a  peculiar  way  with  his 
head,  and  a  quick  mode  of  moving  it  from  side  to  side  ;  there  is  no  mistaking 
him." 

The  united  opinions  of  Claude  and  Jack  convinced  Dick  Turpin  that  all 
was  right,  and  they  all  three  rode  up  to  the  figure  that  they  saw  by  the  old 
beech  tree,  and  so  near  at  hand  to  the  coach  that  had  halted  on  the  road. 

As  they  got  closer,  the  young  lover,  for  it  was  indeed  no  other  than  he,  darted 
forward,  crying  out  in  a  voice  of  joy— 

"  You  are  true  to  your  appointment.    How  shall  I  thank  you  ?" 

*'  We  are,  Mr.  John  Field,"  said  Claude,  "  and  let  us  hope  that  we  sh&ll  be 
able  to  rescue  your  Alicia  from  her  foes,  to  the  confusion  of  Mr.  White  the 
attorney,  and  his  rascally  employers,  the  Beachem  family." 

Claude  did  not  think  proper  to  tell  him  that  the  elder  Beachem  was  no  more. 

"  Yes,  and  from  the  machinations  of  the  present  Father  Garvey,  and  of  the 
Abbess  of  Berrymead  Priory,"  said  Jack. 

"  My  dear  friends,*  said  Field,  "  my  heart  la  too  full  of  gratitude  to  you 
to  thank  you  as  you  deserve." 


CHAPTER  CCCXLIV. 

THE   FIRST  APPROACHES  ARE  MADB  TOWARDS  AN    ATTACK   ON  THB  CONVBXT* 

Thbeb  did  not  now  seem  to  be  anything  which  could  at  all  stand  in  the  way 
of  the  prosecution  of  the  plan  for  rescuing  Alicia  from  the  convent  at  Acton,  and 
we  may  truly  say,  that  never  had  Claude  Duval  engaged  in  any  enterprise  which 
bad  given  him  so  much  satisfaction,  as  the  idea  of  the  good  he  might  be  doing 
upon  this  occasion. 

From  time  to  time,  in  common  with  all  the  world,  he  had  heard  much  of 
the  principles  and  practices  of  the  Eoman  priesthood,  but  it  had  never  before 
occurred  to  him  to  come  exactly|in  they  way  of  seeing,  or  being  in  any  way  mixed 
up  with  any  speciil  case  in  which  they  were  concerned. 

For  all,  though,  that  young  John  Field  had  told  him,  he  had  every  reason  to 
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THE    COINBRS   FIND  THE   INSENSIBLE   BODY   OF   JOHN   FIELD, 

Relieve fthat  what  continually  took  place  in  corventsand  nunneries  far  exceeded 
in  atrocity  even  the  talps  thai  were  told  of  thera.  ^  j 

Hence  was  it.  that  curiosity,  as  well  as  an  anxious  desire  to  do  all  the  good  he^ 
■could  in  the  case,  urged  him  on.  ...         I 

I  We  need  not  say  that  Jack  and  Dick  Turpin  fully  coincided  in  his  views,! 
and  were  resolved  to  aid  him  to  the  utmost.  | 

I  *  It  will  be  remembered  that  Claude  had  the  letter  of  introduction  to  the  Lady  i 
'Abbess  with  which  the  lawyer  had  been  provided,  and,  therefore,  he  considered 
that  one  half  the  difficulty  of  the  affair  was  really  over,  since,  armed  with  that 
■letter,  the  gates  of  the  priory  would  be  at  once  opened  to  him. 
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Thus,  then,  was  Claude  and  his  friends,  well  armed,  along  with  young  Field, 
ready  to  do  and  dare  anything  in  the  cause  of  ianacence — of  the  young  giri,  whoiu 
they  fully  resolved  upon  rescuiog. 

It  wiil  be  remembered  that  Mr.  Field  had  thought  it  prudent  in  this  aflfair  to 
get  rid  of  Dennis,  his  sick  servant,  for  more  reasons  than  one,  so  thut  neither  his 
iofnoraoce,  his  blundering,  nor  his  superstition,  could  stand  in  the  way  of  a  suc- 
cessful carrying  out  of  the  affair. 

It  was  a  comfort,  too,  to  Claude  Duval  to  think  that  there  was  nothing  to 
conceal  from  the  young  lover  but  that  iie  knew  perfectly  well  to  whom  he  was 
indebted  for  assistance,  so  that  there  was  no  necessity  for  Claude  and  his  friends 
in  what  they  should  say  to  each  other  before  him  to  keep  a  guard  over  their 
tongues,  which,  if  he  had  not  happened  to  be  awai-e  of  their  proper  reasons  and 
their  profession,  they  would  have  ha<l  to  do. 

Even  in  th«  very  dim  Light  that  there  was  from  the  sky,  Claude  could  well 
perceive  that  the  3^oung  lover  was  in  a  state  of  great  agitation,  so  he  said  to 
him — ' 

"  Mr.  Field,  tet  nM  warn  you  of  the  necessity  of  keeping  yourself  quite  calai 
and  collected.  Any  precipitancy  upon  your  part  might  ruin  all  our  plans,  and 
render  the  escape  of  Alicia  from  the  convent  all  but  impossible." 

"  Rely  upon  me,"  said  the  young  man.  "  I  will  take  ordei-s  from  you  ;  and 
whatever  I  may  feel,  you  may  depend  upon  ray  exer<3sing  a  sufficient  control 
over  rjtysdf  to  keep  quiet  and  not  interfere  with  your  judicious  proceedings  ia 
my  affaics.'' 

"  That  is  well.     Believe  that  vuhatever  we  do  is  for  the  best." 
"  That  I  do  and  will  with  all  ray  heart  and  soul.     I  hope,  though,  that  you 
have  ja  sufficiently  good  opinion  of  my  discretion  to  trust  me  with  all  your 
plans  ?"' 

"  It  would  h^  an  insult  to  yoa  not  to  do  so,  my  good  sir ;  so,  now,  I  tell  you 
that  ^  think  you  aud  my  two  friends  here  must  try  to  naake  yourselves  as  com- 
fortable as  you  possibly  can  in  this  little  wood,  close  to  Hanger  Hill,  v/hile  I  go 
to  the  convent  and  ascertain  such  particulars  as  shall  eaable  us  to  act  with  some 
degree  of  certainty  in  the  rescue  of  the  young  lady." 

"  Be*  it  S3.  But  how  are  we  to  know  when  our  services  are  required  by  you  ?" 
"You  cannot  possihly  know  except  by  ray  comiag  to  you.  01  course,  much 
as  I  may  despise  the  species  of  force  that  may  be  opposed  to  me  in  the  convent, 
I  do  not  hope  or  expect  to  be  able  to  take  Alicia  by  the  hand,  and  bring  her  forth 
in  spite  of  timt  opposition.  T  do  not  wish  to  drag  her  to  liberty  through  a  path 
of  blood,  although  it  is  possible  I  m^y  be  ahle  to  do  so;  but  I  will  make  an  at- 
tempt to  do  so  hY  finesse  what,  if  finesse  should  utterly  fail,  we  will  all  do  by 
force." 

"  I  commend  the  view  you  talie  of  the  matter,"  said  young  Eield,  "  and  I 
fee!  that  1  could  not  possibly  be.in  better  hands  than  in  yours,  Claude  Duval." 

"  Ve<y  good;  what  you  say  is  a  sufhcient  inducement  to  me  to  do  my  very 
best  for  you,  so  now  let  us  go  to  the  wood  I  spoke  of,  and  there  I  must  make 
some  change  in  ray  outward  appearance,  and  leave  my  horse  to  your  care- and 
that  of  my  friends  here."' 

To  this  young  Field  cheerfully  assented,  and  there  was  one  good  effect  that 
sprurig  from  the  quiet  and  calm  tone  in  which  Claude  Duval  spoke  to  him,  ani 
that  was,  that  it  calmed  him  down,  and  induced  a  much  more  agreeable  state  of 
his  nervous  system,  which  was  a  thing  very  much  to  be  desired. 

As  they  went  the  short  distance  across  to  the  wood,  which  Duval  had  made 
mention  of,  Field  said,  in  a  voice'that  shook  a  little — 

"  You  will  take,  let  us  hope,  the  very  first  opportunity  you  can  possibly  get 
to  tell  Alicia  that  I  love  her  still  as  truly  as  ever,  and  that  I  am  at  hand  to  aid  in 
her  rescue." 

"Be  assured  I  will." 

"And— and  you  will  say  to  her  that  it  is  not  from  any  shrinking  from  the 
dangers  attending  doing  so  that  prevented  me  from  being  ia  your  place,  but  ttiait 
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it  was  from  the  conviction  thut  the  object  ia  view  was  too  important  to  make  it  a 
matter  of  iliere  feeling  With  me,  and  that  I  let  you  go  first  with  the  convictibn 
that  you  would  do  better  than  Icould  all  that  had  to  be  done." 

Claude  Duval  could  very  well  compreheni  the  feeling  under  which  the  young 
lover  spoke  when  he  made  such  a  remark  as  this,  and  he  replied  to  hira  with 
kindness  and  discretion — 

"My  dear  sir,  AUcia  shall  understand  from  me  that  the  grand  object  ia  to 
rescue  her  from  the  species  of  prison  in  which  she  is  confined,  and  not  to  show 
off  anybody's  heroism  in  particular.  I  will  tell  her  that  by  waiting  for  me  in  the 
wood  you  are  doing  more  towards  her  rescue  than  you  could  possibly  do  if  you 
were  in  the  convent.     Will  that  content  you  ?" 

"It  will."  •_ 

p  "Then  you  may  depend  upon  my  saying  it,  because  it  is,  ia  fact,  just  the  truth  ; 
for,  you  see,  you  love  her  and  I  do  not,  so  lean  act  with  that  calmness  and 
caution  which  only  springs  from  a  friendly  feeling,  while  you,  loving  her  as  you 
do,  would  be  led  asiray  to  do-  some  desp'ersfeedeed  in-b^r  favour  by  that  very 
love." 

"  Ah  !  will  you  tell  -her  that,  likewise  ?" 

"  I  will." 

"  I  am  for^ever,  sir,  beholden  to  you  ;  I  feel  happier  and  lighter  of  heart  now 
than  I  did  before  I  had  this  explanation  with  you,  for,  to  tell  the  tEuth,  there  was 
a  fire  burning  in  my  heart  that  Alicia  might  think  me  backward  aod  luke-warm 
in  her  cause  fay  not  myself  coming." 

"  Your  feelings  are  natural  enough,"  said  Duval,  "  and  do  you  more  honour 
than  shame,  Mr,  Field;  but  be  assured  that  all  v.'ill  be  right,  and  if  Alicia  is  the 
sort  of  young  lady  you  say,  she  will  at  once  compjehend  the  explanation  that  I 
give  to  her." 

Claude  Duval,  from  the  slight. interview  he  had  alre'ady  had  with  the  young 
lover,  thought  well  of  him  ;  but  the  delicacy  of  sentiment  and  very  natural 
feehng  that  he  had  expressed,  raised  hira  considerablj  in  the  estimation  of 
Duval. 

They  now  reached  the  wood,,  where  it  was  thought  proper  that  the  lover  and 
confederates  should  wait,  while  he,  Claude,  should  go  to  the  convent,  to  make 
the  first  advance  in  the  business.  That  wood  has  in  a  great  measure '  been 
removed,  and  only  portions  of  it,  with  cleared  spaces  between  them,  are  now  to 
be  found  at  Hanger  Hill,  near  Acton ;  but  at  the  time  of  Claude  Duval  it  really 
was  a  respectable  enough,  in  point  of  size,  miniature  forest. 

Just  as  they  all  got  fairly  under  the  trees,  an  odd  falling  sound' caused  them  to 
look  up,  and  then  a  spot  or  two  of  rain  that  forced  its  way  through  some  of  the 
interstices  01  the  overhanging  boughs  let  them  know  that  there  was  a  shower 
overhead. 

"  This  is  a  good  protection,"  said  Claude,  "  against  both  wind  and  weather. 
If  I  mistake  not,  there  is  rather  a  sharp  shower  taking  place,  and  yet,  how 
little  we  feel  of  it." 

"Little,  indeed,"  saidTurpin,  "  and  it  strikes  me  that  it  would  require  many 
hours  of  rain  to  soak  right  througk  some. of  the  old  chestnuts.  How  cool  and 
fresh  the  air  is." 

"  It  is,''  said  Jack.  "  I  like  the  feel  of  this  kind  of  air.  At  night  it  is  epecially 
invigorating." 

"  That,"  said  young  Field,  "  is  because  at  night  all  vegetable  substances  give 
forth  oxygen  gas,  which  is  the  vital  principle  of  the  air  we  breathe." 

"  You  are  quite  scientific,  young  sir,"  said  Jack. 

"  No,  I  have  no  such  pretensions,  but  when  'any  fact  in  natural  philosophy 
strikes  me  as  being  important,  I  seldom  forget  it." 

"1  wish  I  could  flay  as  much,"  said  Claude  Duval,  as  he  dismoumed,  and 
took  the  bridle  from  his  horse's  head.  "  The  fact  is,  the  only  branch  of  natural 
philosophy  that  1  have  lent  my  attention  to  mu«h,  is  comparative  anatomy." 
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*'  Compartive  anatomy  ?"  said  young  TieW.  /'  That  is  a  very  interesting  study, 
is  it  not  i" 

"  Oh,  yes ;  when  I  see  a  pretty  girl  with  a  charming  figure,  and  quite  an  en- 
chanting face,  I  compare  her  in  my  mmd's  eye  to  some  other  one  I  have  seen 
whose  beauty  may  be  none  the  less,  but  who  may  present  soma  different  charac- 
teristics in  regard  to  formation.  That  is  what  I  call  comparative  anatomy,, 
and  a  very  delightful  study  it  is." 

"  No  doubt,"  said  young  Field,  with  a  smile  ;  "  it  is  the  most  practical  kind  o-f 
comparative  anatomy  I  ever  heard  of  in  all  my  life." 

"  It's  coming  now,"  said  Jack. 

"What  is?" 

"The  thunder-storm.     Hark!" 

There  was  a  rumbling  of  distant  thunder  now,  and  the  air  felt  hot  and  sultry 
as  if  suddenly  it  had  been  deprived  of  much  of  that  vital  piinciple  which  young 
Field  had  spoken  of. 

"  Ah,  yes,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "we  shall  catch  it  I  expect  even  here,  and  I 
don't  think  this  is  the  safest  place  in  a  thunder- storm;  but,  after  all,  though  they 
say  that  trees  attract  the  lightning,  how  seldom  it  is  that  you  hear  of  one  being, 
struck,    I  am  quite  ready." 

'*  But  you  will  wait  till  the  storm  is  over  V  said  young  Field. 

"  Ohj  no,  my  good  friend,  I  am  too  used  to  storms  of  all  sorts  to  care  much 
about  them,  and  my  experiences  of  the  delightfully  uncertain  climate  of  England 
are  such  that  i  have  long  since  made  up  my  mind  not  to  allow  any  vagaries  of 
the  weather  to  stop  me  in  the  furtherance  of  any  actual  business." 

Waving  his  hand  to  his  two  friends,  Claude  Duval  stepped  aside  and  opened 
the  vallise  be  carried  usually  lashed  to  his  saddle. 


CHAPTER  CCCXLV. 

THE   LADY   ABBESS   IS   (JUITE   PLEASED   WITH   CLUDE   DUVAL, 

The  object  of  Claude  Duval  was  to  get  from  the  vallise  such  articles  of 
clothing  as  would  make  him  look  less  like  a  knight  of  the  road,  and  more  like  a 
lawyer. 

Jack,|he  was  well  aware,  knew  what  was  in  the  vallise  better  than  he  did  himself^ 
and  he  motioned  to  Dick  to  step  aside  with  him  as  well,  in  order  that  he  might  say 
a  few  words  to  them  prior  to  his  departure,  which  it  was  just  as  well  Mr.  Field 
should  not  be  in  any  way  alarmed  by  hearing. 

"Jack,"  he  said,  "while  I  speak,  look  me  out  the  most  sober  and  lawyer-like 
looking  apparel  you  can. " 

"  Yes,  Claude." 

*'  Thank  you.  Now,  Dick,  and  you,  Jack,  Lsten  to  me.  I  don't  know  but  I 
may  find  more  difficulty  in  this  piece  of  business  than  at  first  sight  may  be 
apparent.  The  principal  danger  I  am  in  is  being  suspected,  and  by  soDoe'sort  of 
treachery  decoyed  into  one  of  the  infernal  lock-up  places,  which  I  am  pretty 
sure  they  have  in  all  convents,  and  which  we  may  take  it  for  granted  are  pretty 
numerous  in  such  an  old  place  as  Berrymead  Priory,  and  there  left  to  amuse 
myself  with  my  own  thoughts.  Now,  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  there  are  any 
serious  chances  of  such  a  catastrophe,  but  yet  it  is  possible  such  a  thing  may 
happen." 

"  It  may  indeed,"  said  Jack. 

"  Or  you  may  be  assassinated,"  said  Turpin. 

"  True,  my  boy,  I  may  be  so,  and  it  is  to  arrange  with  you  what  you  are  botik 
to  do  in  such  a  case  that  I  now  speak  to  you," 

" But  how  can  we  tell:" 
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"  Thus.  If  I  do  not  mate  my  appearance  in  the  wood,  and  upon  this  spjt,  l:y 
midnight  to-morrow  night,  you  may  assume  that  I  cannot  come  to  vou." 

"We  will." 

"Oh,"  said  Jack,  "I  don't  liite  the  affair  at  all,  and  reaUy  begin  to  thiaiii 
Claude,  that  it  is  attended  by  too  much  risk." 

"  JMo — no.  Don't  say  that.  Jack.  It  is  only  common  wisdom  to  provjiie 
against  possibilities.  Mind  you,  1  don't  think  this  probable  by  any  raaoiMr 
of  means.     Such  things  may  happen,  and  that  is  all." 

"But  if  you  come  not  by  the  time  you  mention,  what  are  we  to  do?  ' 

"  That  it  is  not  for  me  to  dictate,  as  you  must  be  guided  entirely  by  circuo-i- 
stances  as  they  turn  out.  All  I  have  to  say  is,  that  you  may  assume  something 
has  gone  amiss  with  me  if  i  am  not  here  at  the  time  I  have  msntioaed  m 
you." 

"  Very  good,  Claude,"  said  Turpin. 

"  But  it  ain't  very  good,"  said  Jack  rather  petulantly,  "  and  I  don't  like  it.'* 

"  My  dear  Jack,"  said  Duval,  *'  be  comforted.  I  don't  think,  in  the  first 
place,  that  anything  is  lil^ely  to  occur  to  me  in  the  convent  for  whick 
I  shall  not  be  amply  prepared,  and  if  it  should,  1  have  full  reliance  m 
the  power  of  yourself  and  Turpin,  assisted  by  Mr.  Field,  of  whose  readj 
co-operation  with  you  I  Ifeel  assured. 

"  And  so  do  I,"  said  Dick. 
il       "Stop  a  bit,"  said  Jack.     "I  have  plan.      We  will   all  go   to   the   convex 
at  once,  and  the   instant  the  outer  gate  is  opened  we  will   seize  the  first  persois. 
we  see,  and  then  go  on  triumphantly,  and  take  the  place  by  force  of  arras." 

"  No — no,"  said  Duval,  "  that  wou't  do.  You  are  delaying  me,  Jack,  by  n<& 
looking  out  the  things  I  want,  and  for  which  I  relied  upon  your  judgment."  | 

Upon  this.  Jack  said  no  more,  but  got  out  a  suit  of  clothes,  which  most 
effectually  disguised  Claude  Duval,  so  that  when  he  was  attired  in  them,  a,ai. 
h^d  put  on  a  cravat  of  fine  cambric,  and  composed  his  features  to  a  serious  look, 
he  certainly  did  not  in  any  degree  resemble  a  highwayman,  although  he  looked 
more  like  a  gentleman  than  a  lawyer, 

"  Will  that  do  ?"  he  said.       "  '  " 

"  Capitally,"  replied  Dick. 

"  It  is  a  good  disguise,"  said  Jack,  **  but  you  don't  look  like  a  lawyer,  Duval^ 
and  never  could  be  made  to  do  so." 

"  Never  mind,  this  will  do.  1  have  the  letter  of  introduction  to  the  abbess^ 
and  my  pistols  all  ready,  so  now  I  am  off.  Mr.  Field,  good-evening.  I  hops 
to  bring  you  a  good  report  of  your  affairs  before  long." 

**  Heaven  protect,  and  aid  you,"  said  Field,  w^ith  considerable  feeling,  as  he 
now  stepped  for w aid,  and  sliook  hands  with  Claude  Duval.     Jack  and  Dick  dii 
It  the  same,  and  in  another  moment  Claude  was  off. 

During  the  process  of  dressing  himself  for  the  occasion  the  thunder  had  re- 
peatedly made  itself  heard  in  peals  of  reverberating  echoes  overhead,  and^oace  a 
vivid  flash  of  forked  lightning  had  seemed  actually  to  play  among  the  trees. 
1^1  The  rain,  which  had  heralded  in  the  storm,  had  ceased  when  the  lightniEg 
11  became  apparent,  so  that  Claude  in  making  his  way  to  Berrymead  Priory,  had. 
11  not  to  encounter  the  disagreebles  of  getting  wet  through,  which  he  had  only  a 
il  short  time  before  thoroughly  expected, 
V.       With  his  natural  knowledge  of  the  country,  Claude  took  but  a  short  time  t® 

[reach  the  corner  of  the  lane  at  which  the  entrance  to  the  old  convent  was. 
To  those  conversant  with  the  spot,  it  will  be  well  known  that  the  convent 
I  wall  extends  a  considerable  distance  down  a  lane,  as  well  as  along  the  side  of  the 
-  high  road,  and  that  it  is  a  wall  of  great  strength,  further  secured  by  massive 
ij}  brick  buttresses  sloping  to  the  road,  and  that  it  has  all  the  appearance  abosit 
I     it  of  great  age. 

j         It  was  at  the  corner,  then,  of  this  lane  that  Claude  Duval  paused,  upon  that 
1     eventful  eveuing,  and  took  a  brief  glance  upwards  at  the  scudding  clouds  and 
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M    the  strange  colour  of  the  sky,  before  he  ajjplied  for  admission  at  the  coaveat 


Two  or  three  big  drops  of  rain  fell  upon  his  face,  and  by  the  sdund'of'the 
next  peal  of  thunder,  he  felt  convinced  that  the  storm  was  passing  over'Acton 
rapidly,  and  would  soon  be  gone  from  that  immediate  neighbourhood.  The 
sky,  however,  in  the  north-west  looked  very  strange  and  threatening. 

"Well,  let  it  thunder,  and  blow,  and  rain,"  said  Duval,  "it  don't  matter  to 
me.  I  shall  soon  be  housed,  and  I  daresay  I  shall  be  glad  enough  to  get  out 
again,  for  there  is  something  even  now  about  the  very  look  of  this  place  that  is 
enough  to  give  one  a  cold  chill  to  cast  one's  ej'es  upon  it." 

Duval  looked  carefully  for  some  means  of  making  his  presence  known  at  the 
piiory  gate,  and  at  last  he  saw  the  iron  handle  of  a  bell.  He  laid  hold  of  it 
and  gave  it  a  smart  pull,  when  the  dull,  monotonous  tone  of  a  bell,  with  certainly 
a  crack  in  it,  immediately  responded,  and  he  waited  with  some  .degree  of  anxiety 
for  thercsult  of  this  first  and  important  stpp  in  the  business. 

The  French  have  a  proverb  that  ths  first  step  in  most  affairs  is  the  only  difHcult 
one,  and  in  many  affairs  it  is  undoublediy  true,  although  not  in  all.  Still  in  the 
enterprise  he  was  one,  Claude  considered  that  if  he  succeeded  in  deceiving  the 
Lady  Abbess  into  the  idea  that  he  was  the  agent  of  the  Beachem  family,  tli^t 
would  be  the  first  step  that  would  lead  to  success. 

With  such  a  feeling,  he  in  a  low  voice  repeated  to  himself  the  French  proverb, 
as  the  tingling  of  the  convent  bell  sounded  in  his  ears. 

After  waiting  above  five  minutes,  and  finding  that  no  attention  was  paid  to  his 
summons,  he  rang  again.  Five  minutes  more  elapsed,  and  still  no  one  came,  so 
that  Claude  began  to  suspect  that  there  must  be  soma  other  entrance  at  which 
he  ought  to  apply,  and  that  this  one,  although  apparently  the  ptincipal  one, 
was  really  disused. 

"Confound  the  place,"  he  said,  "I  don't  see  any  other  gate  at  all.  I  will 
ring  once  more,  and  then  give  up  this  part  of  the  wall,  aud  take  a  survey  of  the 
rest  of  it." 

The  ring  that  he  now  gave  at  the  bell  was  rather  a  sharp  one,  for  he  was  im- 
patient.    It  had  an  effect,  for  a  voice  suddenly  said — 

"  Who  rings  ?" 

Claude  started,  for  the  voice  was  close  to  his  ear.  The  fact  was,  that  a 
little  square  wicket  was  opened  in  the  gate,  and  that  as  he  stood  by  it,  it  hap- 
pened to  be  close  to  him, 

"  Who  rings  ?"  said  the  voice  again, 

Duval  understood  in  a  moment  that  he  stood  by  a  little  opening  in  the  door,  and 
by  putting  out  his  hand  he  felt  that  a  grating  of  iron  bars  was  over  it. 

'"i  wish  to  see  the  Lady  Abbess,"  he  said, 

"  What  Lady  Abbess  V  said  the  voice. 

"The  Lady  Abbess  of  this  convent.     Have  you  more  Ihan  one?" 

"  That  is  our  business.     You  cannot  see  her.     Who  are  you?" 

"  I  am  a  visitor,  who  having  rung  three  times,  suiely  expects  a  civil  answer.* 

*'  If  you  had  not  rung  three  times,  you  would  not  have  h*ad  any  answer  at  all," 
said  the  voice.  "So  many  lunatics  amuse  themselves  as  they  pass,  by  ringing 
at  the  convent  bell,  that  we  never  take  any  notice  of  one  or  of  two  rings,  but  at 
the  third  we  come  to  the  gate," 

"  Oh,  that  is  it ;  but  who  are  you  P" 

"  The  portress." 

"Well,  I  have  a  letter  for  the  Lady  Abbess,  by  which  she  will  know  that  I 
was  expected,  and  that  I  have  real  business  with  her." 

"  Give  it  to  me." 

"  No,  it  is  for  herself  only,  I  must  give  it  into  her  own  hands.  I  cannot  part 
with  it  otherwise." 

"Man,"  seid  the  portress,  in  a  cracked  and  passionate  voice,  "if  you  were  to 
remain  where  you  are  till  the  day  of  universal  judgment,  you  would  not  be  ad- 
mitted." 
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"  But " 

^  Peace  !     Do  not' disturb  the  repose  of  th-i3  lidy  place.     Go  your  way." 

"No  ;  I  come  from  London,  and  I  must  perform  my  mission.  If  there  be  no 
other  way  of  proceeding  but  giving  you  the  letfer,  i  must  do  soj  but  you  surely 
will  not  keep  me  outside  here-till  the  abbess  reads  it'i" 

«'  Yes." 

Claude  Diival  was  now  rather  puzz'ed  to  know  what  to  do,  and  he  was  silent 
for  a  few  moments.  If  he  refused  to  give  the  letter,  he  considered  that,  after  ail, 
he  should  do  no  good,  while,  if  he  gave  it,  although  he  did  not  like  to  part  with 
it  in  such  a  way,- it  was  possible  enough  it  might  answer  all  the  purpose  for  which 
he  brought  it. 

Suddenly,  while  he  was  thus  cogitating,  the  little  wicket  in  the  door  was  shut 
with  a  sharp  noise. 

"  Stop  !  stop !"  cried  Claude,  as  he  struck  it  with  his  fist;  "stop  !  I  agree  to 
your  terms.  Give  me  your  assurance  that  the  Lady  Abbess  shall  have  the  letter 
forthwith,  and  I  will  hand  it  to  you." 

The  wicket  was  opened  again. 

"  Give  it  to  me  !"  said  the  A-oice^  sharply. 

Duval  handed  the  letter  sideways  through  the  iron  bars;  and  in  another  mo- 
ment it  was  snatched  from  him,  and  the  wicket  in  the  door  closed  and  bolted, 
for  he  heard  the  bolt  shot  into  its  socket. 

"  A  pleasant  reception,  this,"  said  Claude.     "  We  shaU  see  how  it  all  ends." 


CHAPTER.  CCCXLVI. 

DUVAL   DISCOVERS   SOME    OF   THR    SECRETS    OF  THE    OLD    PRIORY, 

As  the  thunder. Bterm  bad  passed  away,  the  rain  clouds  seenied  t.<jj-1;hink  that 
it  was  only  proper  for  them  t^  interfere,  and  to  .soak  the  earth  ^nd  everything 
iipon  it  as  quickly  as  possible. 

While  Duval  had  been  talking  to  the  portress,  he  had  got  considerably  rained 
upon  ;  bat  nowashetjlid  not  know  how  long  it  might  be  before  he  got  an  answer 
to  his  epistle,  he  stepped  some  few  paces  on  one  side,  and  got  under  a  perfect 
canopy  of  overhanging  ivy,  which  came  over  the  top  of  the  convent  wall,  and 
which  sheltered  him  from  the  descending  rain,  except  so  far  as  a  few  splashes 
were  concerned. 

After  about  a  quarter  of  an  hoar,  as  .nearly  as  Claude  Duval  could  guess,  for 
it  was  too  dark  by  a  great  deal  for  him  to  see  the  hands  of  the  gold  watch  he  had 
in  hi?  pocket,  and  which 'he  tried  to  consult,  he  heard  a  voice  say— 

"  Where  are  you?" 

'•  Here— here  i"  said  Claude,  stepping  up  to  the  vi'icket  gate— ^' here  I  am, 
and  getting  rapidly  wet  through." 

"  That  is  of  no  consequenca,"  said  the  voice. 

"To  vau.  certainly  not;  bat  to  rae  l  humbly  suggest  that  it  is  not  at  all 
pleasant." 

"Silence'!    iDon't-'be  chat;leriog;'there.     Is  youjr  name  Block  ?" 

"Block?"     •:.'!.'  :•.  •, 

"  Yes,  is  it  Block  ?     The  letter  is  signed  '  Widb'am  Block.'" 

"  Oh,"  thought  Claude,  "this  is  to  catch  me  in  some  prevaricatien,  and  to 
find  oott  if  know  the  contents  of  theletter  or  not." 

"  You  wrill  excuse}  me,  Madam  ■  Portress,''  he  said  ;  "  but  if  the  Lady  Abbess 
has  told  you  that  the  letter  is  signed  Block,  she  has  misled  you." 

"Who  wrote  it,  then  1" 

*«  Mi-.  Beachem.".  , 

"  Uh,  indeed  ?  But  it  makes  mention  of  you  as  Mr.BlQckj  and  so  gives  you 
an  introduction  to  the  Lady  Abbess," 
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,;   "I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Duval.     "  My  name  is  White." 
':    =.  "Oh,  White,  is   it?     Dear  me!  what  a  memory   I  have  got.     You  are  a 
■^ioGtor,  I  believe  ?  ' 

■'.  No,  a  lawyer."  ■ 
-     "  Well,  I  said  a  lawyer." 
."Oh,  did  you?" 

,  <'  Of  course  I  did  ;  and  you  come  to  see  a  young  lady  named  Faany,  30  the 
fetter  sepins  to  say  ?" 

''  Wrong  again,"  said  Claude,  who  was  now  fully  alive  to  the  Jesuitical  cross- 
sx,amination  he  was  being  subjected  to,  and  couid  easily  foil  it,  let  it  last  as  long 
,  as  it  might.     "  Wrong  sgain,  madam.      The  young  lady  concerning  whom  and 
D©  behalf  of  whose  Iriends  I  am  here,  is  not  named  Fanny." 

"  Indfed  !     "What  is  her  name,  then  ?" 

"  Alicia.'"' 

"  Oh,  you  don't  say  so  ?  Well,  you  may  come  in  ;  but,  really,  I  don't  think 
st  is  right  to  let  you.' 

"You  can  leave  it  alone,  then,"  said  Claud«,  pretending  to  have  lost  all 
ptience.  "  I  arn  quite  willing  to  go  back  to  my  highly  respectablt;  client,  Mr. 
Beachem,  and  tell  him  the  sort  of  reception  that  I  met  with  here,  notwithstand- 
ing his  letter  of  introduction,  which  he  said  would  smooth  all  difficulties.  I  am 
3  professional  mSn,  and  a  respectable  man,  and  I  don't  like  to  be  treated  in  this 
"way.'' 

"  Peace  !  peace !"  said  the  portress,  as  she  took  Claude  by  the  arm,  and 
failed  him  through  the  narrow  opening  at  the  gate.  "  Peace,  I  say  !  You  do 
sot  know  how  cautious  we  are  forced  to  be." 

''About  what?" 

"  Why,  about  whom  we  admit  within  these  walls.  If  we  were  not  to  ^e  ever 
t?a  the  defensive  we  should  soon  be  very  diflferently  situated  to  what  we  are  ; 
%ut  now  that  there  is  no  doubt  of  who  and  what  you  are,  all  will  be  quite  well, 
®axJ  ynu  will  find  yourself  capitally  treated  at  Berrymead  Priory.  You  ought 
sot  to  feel  offended  at  the  precautions  we  are  compelled  to  use  to  keep 
sat  im proper  persons." 

"  W^ell,  there  is  something  in  that." 

■"  There  is  everything  in  it.  Why,  this  very  Alicia  has  a  lover  whona  we 
Sa»e  been  specially  told  to  guard  against.  How  did  I  know  but  that  you  might 
le  some  artful  emissary  from  hiral"  \ 

"  Oh,  but  the  letter  i"  ' 

"  Ah,  that's  all  very  well ;  but  still  the  most  extraordinary  things  do  occur, 
snd  you  might  have  obtained  possession  of  it  in  some  surreptitious  manner." 

"  That's  true,"  sa'd  Claude. 

"  Exactly  so  ;  and,  therefore,  it  was  quite  necessary  that  I  should  try  you  to 
Inow  if  you  really  were  aware  of  its  contents.  Come,  all  is  right,  now — I  will 
get  a  light — come'  this  way." 

The  conciliatory  tone  of  voice  in  which  the  woman  spoke,  Clau<3e  thought 
was  more  disagreeable  than  the  sharp,  suspicious  one  m  which  she  had  ad- 
dr(?ssed  him  through  the  grated  wicket;  but  he  played  his  part  well  by 
saying— 

"  Dou't  notice  it,  I  beg  of  you.  Of  course,  knowing  that  I  was  in  the  right, 
I  did  at  the  moment  feel  a  little  hurt  by  the  suspicions  that  were  expressed  of  me, 
'aut,  upon  reflection,  I  see  the  full  necessity  of  caution.'*     .^^ 

"  Of  course,  you  do." 

"  Yes,  and  when,  likewise,  I  come  to  consider  that  so  pleasing  a  person  as 
yoarself  conducted  the  cross-examination,  I  am  the  more  inclined  to  think 
nothing  of  it."       ^,, 

"  Oh,  sirl" 

"Hem!"  thought  Claude.  "  This  horrid  wretch  is  opeu  to  flattery.  That 
iS  a.  useful  piece  of  information," 

-.1-     .'■•>^.-     -       ■    ■. „  ■    ^^■_ ,        .     ij,>.^.7"< 
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"I  am  quite  sure  you  don't  mean  what  you  say,"  added  the  portress,  as  she 
gave  Claude's  arm  a  squeeze  that  almost  made  him  crv  out. 

"Oh,  yes,   I  do,"  he  said.  ^„, 

"  No,  DO — you  fancy  tliat  I  am  handsome." 

"  It's  no  fancy— I  am  certaih  you  are." 

"And  what,  pray,  can  make  you  so  certain,  Mr.  riatterer?' 

•'  The  beauty  of  your  voice  makes  me  think  that  you  must  have  a  fair  face. 
If  that  ain't  a  crammer,"  thought  Claude,  "  tliere  never  was  one  told  in  this 
world." 

"Ah.  that's  like  all  you  men!"  siihed  the  "pcrtrtss.  "  You  do  nothing 
but  flatter  us  poor  girls,  till  you  ruin  us.'' 

Ko.    180  .  ~ 
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"  Oh,  no— no  !" 

"  But  I  say  yes.  If  awever,  we  will  talk  about  all  that  another  time.  I  must 
now  take  you  to  the  Lady  Abbess,  whoaaxiously  expects  you;  and  if  she  thought 
that  I  had  Sc^id  one-half  that  I  have  to  you,  I  should  find  mv  way  to  one  of  the 
cells." 

*'  The  cells,  6s>  you  say  ?     Then,  there  are    ■  ■■■" 

•*  Hush  !  husl^ !  Don't  ask  any  question.  It's  rnuoh  better  for  you  to  know 
nothing  here  than  too  much,  I  assure  you.  Whatever  business  you  have  to 
Jtransftct  let  it  be  done  quickly,  and  then  getaway." 

•'  I  will  follow  your  advice," 

-"  But  if— if  you  are  inclined  tp  eq(B\e  ^n<|  haV'?  ^  li^t^^^hat  with  me  at  anather 
opportnpity,  you  know>  that  if  you  tap  with  your  knuckles,  or  with  anythin?  th'it 
will  rnake  sufficient  sound  for  ine  to  hear,,  at  the  wicket  gate,  always  taking, care 
that  no  one  sees  you,  I  will  open  if." 

"  Oh,  what  charming  condescensioiai"  said  Claude.     "Dear  me,  what's  that?"' 

Claude  had  nearly  fallen  over  a  step  that  was  in  his  way- 

*' I  ought  to  have  warned  you  of  the  step,''  said  the  portress.  "  You  had 
better  stay  where  y^vi  are,  now,  till  I  g^t  a  i  ght." 

"  Thank  you." 

Duval  felt  that  he  was  standing  upon  same  boarded  place  now,  and  that  he 
was  out  of  the  open  air.  -All  was  profouud  darkne-ss  for  a  few  moments,  find 
then  there  came  a  faint  light,  and  the  portress  who  had  left  him  carae  hack, 
carrying  in  her  hand  a  small  lamp. 

By  the  light  of  that  lamp  Claude  Duval  saw  that  she  was  a  wi'iokled  hag-Hke 
looking  woman  of  about  fifty  years  of  ag^,  arid  that  stie  squio^ed  fearfully  as  she 
leered  upon  him. 

It  was  as  much  as  he  could  do  to  conceal  the  disgust  with  which  he  looked  at 
her,  for  in  addition  to  her  other  chaims,  the  smallpox  liad  made  fearful  ravages 
in  her  face. 

It  did  not  appear,  though,  that  this  woman  thought  herself  istherwise  than 
'very  passable  in  her  looks,  if  not  absolutely  ciiarming,  for  when  she  saw  Clc.Ude 
Duval  looking  at  her  she  put  on  quite  a  simper,  and  cried  out,  with  all  the  air  of 
a  young  girl  inclined  to  flattery — ' 

"BeaUy,  now,  how  you  do  look  at  one — don't—oh,  go  away  !"     ., 

"  Charming  creature,"  said  Claude. 

"Oh,  you  gay  man!" 

"  No,  J  assure  you  I  am  not.     But  can  it  he  possible  that  you  give  me   leave 
'  at  some  other  opportunity  to  call  and  see  you  ?" 

"  It  will  be  exceedingly  imprudent  of  30U  to  do  so  ;  but  if  you  will,  wh5%  really 
I  don't  iee  how  I  can  help  it." 

"  Then,  at  some  other  opportunity  I  will  avail  myself  of  the  generous  per- 
mission." 

"Mind  you  do-     Heigho  !  you  are  not  at  all  bad-looking." 

"  Thank  you." 

"Now  don't  come  near  me.  I  don't  want  any  irapertinsnce,  though  there  is 
nobody  here.     Don't  be  kissing  me."  '   . 

"  I  won't,"  said  Claude;  "your  commands  are  law  to  me.  I  shall  tike 
j'goodcare  to  keep  my  distance,  you  raav  be  assured  ;  atid  I  have  no  doubt  i'jufc 
that  the  Lady  Abbess  is  getting  furious  at  not  seeing  me."  #  ^ 

"  Oh,  gracious,  yes  !  Come  this  way.  i  had  forgotten  her  at  the  moment  ; 
1  am  afraid  you  are  quice  a  rake.  Bat  let  me  warn  you  of  the  Lady  Abbess  ;  for, 
between  you  and  me,  she  is — oh,  dear,  that  i  ^■hould  say  it! — rather  fond  of  the 
men." 

"  You  don't  say  so  ?" 

"It  is  a  melancholy  truth.  Father  Garveyisjust  at  present  her  confessor — 
hem !" 

"Oh,  he  is.  I  heard  something  of  him  from  Mr.  Beachem,  A  very  holy 
sort  of  man  is  he  not  ?" 
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"Oh,  uncommon  !  But  the  Lady  Abbess  is  rather  jealous,  and  so  he  has  a 
great  deal  of  trouble,  poor  man  !" 

•'  Trouble  ?     How  so  ?" 

"  Oh,  don't  ask  me,  I  beg  of  you.  But  she  will  persecute  the  nuns  so,  and 
more  particularly  those  that  Father  Garvey  likes  the  best." 

"Oh,  indeed  ;  is  Alicia  among  that  number?" 

"  Yes ;  but  of  all  the  obstinate  wretches  that  ever  stepped,  she  is  about  the 
worst  ;  but  she  will  never  see  the  sun  shine  outside  the  walls  of  this  house 
again." 

"Oh." 

"  Oh,  dear  no,  she  knows  too  much,  so  that's  quite  sufficient ;  but,  mmd  you, 
when  you  see  the  Lady  Abbess,  don't  seem  to  know  aoything.  for  you  cannot 
think  how  desperately  cunning  she  is,  and  when  you  least  expect  it,  she  is  study- 
ing your  looks,  and  putting  artful  questions  to  you." 

"  I  will  be  upon  ray  guard." 

' '  Do  so.  Oh,  you  are  a  very  nice  man,  but  really  are  just  a  little— only  a 
little— too — too " 

"  Too  what  ?" 

"  Too  retiring  and  timid,  if  I  may  say  so  much." 

"  Dear  me,"  said  Cldude,  "  that  is  not  my  general  character  at  all— I  quite 
wonder  at  your  saying  so.     But  where  are  we  now  f 
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TOGETHER. 

While  the  portress  had  been  thus,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice,  telling  to  Claude 
Duval  a  great  deal  more  than  she  ought  to  have  told  him,  and  which  she  would 
not  have  dreamt  of  mentioning  but  that  she  was  thrown  off  her  guard  by  the 
fond  belief  that  at  last  she  had  found  some  one  who  was  enamoured  of  her, 
they  had  proceeded  from  the  lodge  entrance  to  tiie  convent,  along  a  peculiarly 
glooiD}''  path  of  the  garden,  which  was  so  completely  overgrown  by  tall  trees, 
that  even  in  the  daytime  it  must  have  been  quite  impervious  to  light. 

The  ground  was  well  gravelled  though,  so  that  it  was  clean  enough  to  walk 
upon,  and  perfectly  dry. 

After  traversing  this  path  for  some  time,  they  had  come  to  what  appeared  like 
a  low  stone  wall,  and  that  vs'as  what  had  occasioned  the  inquiry  that  had  come 
from  Claude's  lips  of — "Where  are  we  now  1" 

"Hush!"  said  the  portress,  in  a  whisper.  "  I  come  no  further  than  here. 
You  will  find  another  of  the  sisters,  who  will  now  conduct  you  to  the  abbess.  Be 
cautious  and  discreet,  and  rely  upon  my  affection  for  jou." 

As  she  said  this,  the  portress,  unable  any  longer  to  conceal  her  gratification 
at  making  the  acquaintance  of  Claude  Duval,  flung  her  arms  round  his  neck, 
and  embraced  him,  and  spilt  a  quantity  of  oil  from  the  lamp  over  him. 

Most  certainly,  under  any  other  circumstances  than  those  then  exisiingj^Jn 
which  it  was  a  necessary  thing,  and  might  naturally  tend  to  the  success  of '  ra^ 
affair  that  had  brought  him  to  the  convent,  to  be  upor  good  terms  with  the 
portress,  Claude  Duval  would  have  got  rid  of  her  by  some  very  summary 
process  ;  but  as  it  was  he  put  up  with  the  embrace  as  well  as  he  could,  disagree-? 
ble  as  it  was  to  him. 

"  i  think  I  here  some  one,"  he  said. 

"  Oh,  gracious!   No!" 

The  portress  released  him  in  a  moment  upon  this,  and  disappeared  down  the 
dark  walk  with  such  rapidity  that  Duval  was  quite  delighted  to  get  rid  of  her. 

Before  he  cuuld  take  a  thought  of  what  he  was  to  do  next,  a  voice  said  in  a 
low  tone — 
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"Are  you  there?" 

"  Yes,"  said  DuvaU 

"  The  stranger  ?" 

«  Yes— all  right."  said  Duval,    "  I  am  Mr.  White." 

"  That  will  do.     Follow  me." 

"  But  I  don't  see  you  at  all,  or  I  would  follow  you." 

"The  door  is  open.  Surelj',  it  is  not  so  dark  but  that  you  can  see  an  opf?n 
door-way  from  a  dark  one.     Look  well  about  you." 

Thus  advised,  Claude  Duval  did  look  we.l  about  him,  and  he  saw  that  in  the 
stone  v/all  that  appeared  to  block  up  the  further  progress  of  the  dark  pathway, 
a  low  arched  door  was  opened.  Stepping  at  once  forward,  he  passed  through 
the  doorvray,  saying  as  he  did  so — 

"  I  see  the  door  open  now,  and  I  will  follow  you,  as  I  perceive  that  you  are- 
there,  whoever  you  are." 

"  I  am  Sii-ter  Jude,"  said  the  voice. 

Claude  did  not  feel  that  his  stock  of  information  was  very  much  increased  by 
being  told  that  it  was  Sister  Jude  who  spoke  to  him,  for  he  could  see  no  one. 
After  however,  going  a  few  steps  along  a  narrow  passage,  a  faint  light  dawned 
tipon  his  senses,  and  still  further  on  the  light  was  sufficient  to  enable  him  to 
see  a  figure  in  a  long  gray  dress  with  a  black  veil  on  the  back  part  of  het  head^ 
and,  as  he  thought,  on  her  face  likewise,  but  in  that  he  was  mistaken. 

The  light  came  from  a  lamp  that  was  upon  a  bracket  before  a  little  image 
of  the  Virgjn  Mary,  that  was  fastened  in  some  way  to  tiie  wall. 

Upon  arriving  opposite  to  the  image,  Sister  Jude  made  a  low  reverence,  and 
mumbled  some  prayer  in  a  strange  chanting  tone  of  voice.  Then  she  turned 
ami  looked  at  Clause,  presenting  to  his  view  a  face  that,  no  doubt,  had  at  one 
time  baen  very  comely,  but  which  was  now  so  very  pale,  and  had  sucli  an 
expresiian  of  hopeless  woe,  that  it  was  painful  to  look  upon  it,  and  isaid — 

*'  You  are  not  one  of  us  :" 

■"  I  am  not  a  Raman  Catholic." 

*'  It  is  strange  that  j'ou  are  here,  t"hea.  But  that  is  no  business  of  n?ine.  I 
Bsm  the  abbess's  persona!  sister." 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  that?" 

"Simp'y  that  I  wait  upon  her." 

"  1  understand  yon.     1  am,  then,  to  be  taken  to  the  abbess  by  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  such  are  her  orders  ;  and  let  me  advise  you — yet,  no.  It  is  better  to- 
say  nothing." 

*'I  beg  of  you  that  any  advice  you  are  kind  enough  to  think  of  giving  to  me 
you  will  not  withhold." 

Sister  Jude  had  altered  her  mind,  and  she  made  no  reply  to  this  appeal  from 
Claude  Duval,  but  walked  off  so  quickly,  that  he  had  to  run  in  order  to  keep  up 
with  her,  seeing  that  she  had  got  some  twentj'  paces  or  so  in  advance  of  hira, 

"It  is  very  cruel  of  you,"  he  said,  "not  to  finish  what  you  were  about  to 
■say." 

The  nun  turned  abruptly  upon  him. 

''  It  is  much  more  cruel  of  you,"  she  said,  in  a  low  tone,  that  almost  ap- 
proached to  a  whisper,  "  to  get  me  into  danger  of  ray  life  by  speaking  in  such 
a  strain  to  me,  within  the  hearing  of  one  who  may  resent  it  upon  rae. " 

"  I  did  not  know  that." 

The  nun  placed  her  finger  upon  her  pale  lips  as  a  signal  to  hira  to  say  no 
more,  and  Duval  was  pilent  accordingly,  for  nothing  could  possibly  be  further 
from  his  thoughts  or  wishes  than  to  bring  distress  or  danger  upon  any  of  the 
miserable  victims  of  the  monastic  institution.  Such  a  vile  and  urmatural  state 
of  things  he  felt  brought  with  it  its  own  sufficient  punishment  to  all  who  had 
anything  to  do  with  it.  Claude  Duval  knew  well  that  where  there  was  not 
vice  in  a  nunnery  or  a  monastery  that  there  must  be  wretchedness. 

It  is  likely  enough  that  there  may  be  in  such  institutions  some  poor  belated 
Insane  creatures,  who  may  fancy  that  they  are  living  quite  in  a  state  of  beatitude ; 
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but  then  we  always  find  that  the  greater  number  of  lunatics  are  those  who  are 
mad  upon  religious  subjects. 

Of  such  the  real  and  true  religious  recluses  are  found.  All  others  go 
into  convents,  either  from  the  crimes  which,  to  speak  vulgarly,  have  made 
the  world  too  hot  to  hold  them,  or  because  they  have  found  out  that  there 
they  may  have  an  opportunity*  of  leading  a  life  of  the  most  unbridled 
licentiousness. 

Added  to  this,  there  are  some  positive  prisoners,  who  have  found  out  too  late 
what  the  system  is,  but.  who  are  not  permitted  to  escape  to  blazon  forth  to 
the  world  the  iniquities  they  would  fain  shun. 

No  doubt  this  poor  Sister  Jude  was  one  of  this  latter  class,  and  the  Lady  Alicia 
would  have  been  converted  into  one,  but  for  the  interference  of  Claude  Duvai  and 
his  associates. 

But  we  must  not  anticipate.  Our  object  in  detailing  this  portion  of  the  adven- 
tures of  Claude  Duval  is  to  give  the  reader  an  insight  into  the  conventual  system, 
and  so  we  go  into  rather  more  details  than  we  have  usually  done. 

Sister  Jude  now  tapped  gently  against  the  panelled  wall,  and  after  a  few 
moments  the  faint  sound  of  a  little  handbell  was  heard. 
"  Come,"  she  said.     "  This  way." 

She  went  on  for  about  twelve  steps,  and  then  opened  a  door,  immediately  upon 
the  other  side  of  which  was  a  thick  green  baize,  that  hung  in  many  folds  from 
the  ceiling  to  the  floor. 

(  "  Wait  till  you  are  told  to  enter,"  said  the  nun,  and  then,  without  pausing^ 
for  any  reply  from  Duval,  she  left  him,  and  returned  in  the  same  direction  from 
which  they  had  come. 

Duval  listened,  but  could  not  hear  the  slightest  sound  on  the  other  side  of  the 
entrance  for  the  space  of  about  three  minutes,  and  then  a  voice,  which  came  only 
in  muffled  tones  to  him,  cried' — 
"  Enter  !" 

The  only  way  of  entering  was  evidently  to  pull  aside  the  green  baize  curtain, 
80  Duval  did  so,  although  its  numerous  folds  gave  him  some  little  trouble,  and 
caused  some  time  in  sethng  aside.  The  moment,  however,  that  he  fairly  re- 
moved the  obstruction,  the  light  that  his  eyes  encountered  rather  dazzled  him  for 
a  time,  and  he  was  compelled,  as  he  stepped  into  a  large  and  handsome  room,  to 
shield  his  eyes  with  his  hancjs. 

"  Come  in,  Mr.  White,"  said  a  voice.  "  I  have  been  expecting  you  for  some 
time.  The  last  letter  that  I  had  from  Mr.  Beachem,  led  me  to  suppose  that  you 
would  be  here  last  night." 

"  Madam,"  said  Claude,  "  I  was  robbed  on  the  highway  and  delayed." 
Duval's  eyes  had  got  now  a  httle  familiar  with  the  strong  light  in  the  room, 
and  he  was  able  to  look  about  it,  as  well  as  at  the  Lady  Abbess  of  the  convent. 

The  Lady  Abbess,was  rather  a  tall,  robust  looking  woman,  of  about  forty  years 
of  age,  with  a  high  colour,  that  looked  exceedingly  kke  paint— she  had  very 
glittering, teeth,  which  were  rather  prominent,  and  her  hair,  which  was  seen  pir- 
tjally,  was  nearly  black. 

Take  her  for  all  in  all,  she  wss  what  people  of  vulgar  taste  generally  call  a 
fine  woman. 

She  was  rather  ri  chly  attired  in  black  silk  velvet,  and  had  a  very  rich  lace  veil 
over  her  forehead,  but  principally  hanging  down  her  back,  nearly  reaching  to  the 
floor. 

The  room  which  was  occupied  by  the  Lady  Abbess  was  oiie  well  worthy  of 
some  little  description  ;  but  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  Claude  Duval  had  an 
opportunity  of  so  minutely  examining  it  upon  his  first  introduction  to  the  abbess. 
We  merely  say  what  we  do  of  it  for  the  satisfaction  of  the  reader. 

The  room,  then,  was  of  large  size,    being  very  nearly  square,  and  running 
about  thirty  feet  in  each  direction.     Upon  two  sides  of  it,  it  had  windows,  these 
testifying  that  it  was  at  the  corner  of  the  house. 
The  ceiling  was  beautifully  painted  in  some  allegorical  subject  having  reference 
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to  the  state  of  beatitude  ot"  the  saints  of  the  Catholic  church,  after  they  had 
given  up  the  troab'es  and  the  turmoils  of  this  life. 

Upon  the  walls  of  this  room  hung  some  superb  paintings,  and  there  were 
likewise  some  richly  carved  old  cabinets  in  oak  and  other  woods.  The  floor  was 
nearly  entirely  covered  by  a  Turkey  carpet,  which  looked  as  dingy  as  Turkey 
carpets  usually  do. 

The  draperies  at  the  windows,  of  which  there  were  six,  were  all  drawn  closely 
over  them,  and  the  light  that  had  so  dazzled  Claude  Duval  at  first,  came  from  a 
huge  lamp  that  was  upon  the  table,  and  which  just  being  about  the  level  of  any 
one's  eyes,  was  anything  but  agreeable.  That  lamp  was  the  only  thing  in  the 
room  which  could  be  said  to  be  in  bad  taste. 


CHAPTER  CCCXLVIII. 

FATHER  GARVEY   APPEARS   UPON  THE   SCENE  AND  THINKS   CLAUDE  DUVAL  hiX 

iNtERLOPER, 

Such,  then,  was  the  apartment  in  which  the  abbess  at  Berrymead  receivedCiaude 
Daval,  supposing  him  to  be  the  unscrupulous  agent  of  the  Beachem  family,  and 
one  of  the  persecutors  of  Alicia. 

Observing  that  Duval  hesitated,  and  not  knowing  that  it  was  from  the  effect 
of  the  sudden  light,  the  abbess,  who  was  seated  upon  one  of  the  old.'high-backed 
Elizabethan  chairs,  which  are  to  be  found  in  old  houses,  called  out  to  him  ia 
rather  a  sarcastic  tone  of  voice— 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  White.     Why — why,  how  is  this  ?' 

"How  is  what,  madam,"  said  Claude,  bowing. 

"  Mr.  Eeacheni  said  that  you  were  a — a      ■■  " 

"  Lawyer,  madam,  I  presume  ?" 

The  abbess  laughed,  and  added— 

"  No.  He  said  that  you  were  anything  but  what  you  ars,  Mr.  White.  Why 
he  surely  must  be  blind  to  represent  you  as  he  did  to  me,  as  anything  but  a 
gentlemanly-looking  man.  Mind,  he' did  not  for  a  moment  disparage  your 
character,  but  he  did  not  tell  me  that  you  were  good-looking,  as  indeed  you 
are." 

"Really,  madam,"  said  Claude,  "you  quite  flatter  me  by  your  kindness." 

"  Not  at  all — oh,  not  at  all,"  said  the  Lady  Abbess.  "  1  hope  that  you  will 
not  think  so  for  a  moment;  indeed  it  would  quite  distress  me  were  you  to  enter- 
tain such  an  opinion." 

"Then  you  are  exceedingly  liberal,"  said  Claude  Duval,  *'  to  entertain  so  kind 
an  opinion  of  one  who  is  a  stranger  to  you." 

"  Oh,  not  at  all.  At  the  first  glance  it  is  impossible  to  mistake  you  for  ether 
than  virhat  you  are." 

"  Indeed,  madam?" 

"Oh,  yes  ;  you  are  a  man  of  the  world,  and  a  gentleman.  I  am  only  rather 
surprised  that  Mr.  Beachem  should  so  far  have  mistaken  your  character,  as  he 
appears  to  me  to  have  done." 

"  Has  he  really  done  so,  madam  ?  Pray  what  has  he  taken  upon  himself  to 
say  of  me  ?  I  hope  you  will  tell  me,  and  in  asking  you  to  do  so,  I  beg  to  assure 
you  that  the  information  shall  go  no  further." 

"I  may  rely  upon  your  honour?" 

"  Oh,  perfectly  ;  I  hoped  that  you  would  see  I  was  suflaciently  a  mrin  of  the 
world  never  to  betray  the  confidence  of  a  lovely  and  confiding  woman." 

The  abbess  nodded  and  laughed. 

"  I  don't  think,"  she  said,  "  that  I  am  often  mistaken  in  my  estimate  of  any 
one,  and  I  feel  quite  sure  that  such  is  not  the  case  in  the  present  instance.  1  have 
a  good  opinion  of  you." 

"  That,  madam,  is  all  I  require  to  make  me  quite  happy." 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  1439 


The  Lady  Abbess  lool^ed  at  Claude  and  shook  her  head,  and  smiled  again  as 
she  said — 

"  I  don't  knovy  yet  whether  1  ought  to  trust  you  ;  but  I  suppose,  after  all,  that 
I  must  do  so." 

"You  may  depend  upon  one  thing,"  said  Claude  Duval,  as  he  returned  the 
smile,  '•  and  that  is,  that  if  any  good  is  to  be  got  out  of  anybody  it  is  by  trusting 
them." 

"  You  are  a  philosopher,  indeed."  • 

"Only  in  a  small  way,  madam.  But  I  do  think  that  a  little  association  with 
you  would  make  anybody  anything  you  choose." 

All  this  time  the  Lady  Abbess  kept  looking  at  Claude  Duval  in  rather  a 
peculiar  manner,  and  he  began  to  entertain  a  serious  idea  that  she  was  mistrust- 
ful of  him,  and  that,  after  all,  she  was  not  so  easily  deceived  as  he  thought  she 
would  be.  The  thought  gave  Duval  some  little  disquietude  as  regarded  the 
success  of  the  expedition  he  had  come  upon,  but  still,  as  he  could  not  be  quite 
sure  about  it,  he  resolved  to  carry  on  the  same  appearance  he  had  started  with  as 
long  as  possible. 

Claude  Duval  had  ample  reason  to  know  in  a  short  time  that  he  was  very 
much  mistaken  indeed  with  regard  to  the  light  in  which  the  Lady  Abbess  regarded 
him;  but  we  must  not  anticipate  events  which  we  are  proceeding  to  record  in  the 
due  order  of  their  occurrence. 

Duval  would  have  liked  to  ask  at  once  about  the  Lady  Alicia,  but  he  dreaded 
to  appear  to  be  too  eager  upon  that  part  of  the  subject  lest  he  should  give  rise 
to  suspicion  of  his  motives,  if  there  were  really  none  already,  and  if  there  were 
suspiciona  already  entertained  of  him  he  dreaded  to  coafirra  or  strengthen  them. 

Under  ihese  circumstances,  then,  Claude  Duval  was  exceedingly  discreet, 

"  And  so,"  said  the  abbess,  as  if  only  giving  utterance  to  the  suggestions  of  a 
turn  of  thoughts  that  she  had  been  engaged  in,  "  and  so  vou  are  a  lawyer,  are 
yo«?" 

"I  am,  madam." 

"  Well,  this  is  very  agreeable." 

Claude  looked  at  her  as  though  he  would  have  said — "Pray,  madam,  have 
the  goodness  to  explain  yourself." 

"  You  do  not  understand  me,"  she  said,  "  but  what  I  meant  was,'  that,  situated 
as  I  am  in  this  place,  it  is  a  very  desirable  and  agreeable  thing  to  know  that 
there  is  a  professional  man  like  yourself  who  is  not  at  all  scrupulous  about  what 
sort  of  suit  he  engages  in,  and  who  likewise  is  so  much  a  man  of  the  world  and^ 
I  may  say,  a  gentleman,  that  one  may  be  always  glad  to  see  you  here." 

Claude  bowei,  as  he  said — 

"Madam,  v;hen  fiist  I  engaged  in  this  business  at  the  instigation  of  Mr. 
Beachem  I  flattered  myself  that  it  would  be  a  kind  of  introduction  to  you  and 
to  the  convent,  which  would  le^d  to  pleasing  results." 

"  You  are  right — you  are  right.  I  am  delighted  to  see  you.  Come,  sir,  you 
don't  like  our  convent  wine." 

"  It  is  excellent — madam,  I  drink  to  the  conservation  of  your  beauty,  and  to 
our  better  acquaintance." 

The  wine,  to  tell  the  truth,  was  about  the  finest  that  he,  Duval,  had  ever 
tasted,  and  he  had  not  the  remotest  objection  to  indulging  himself  with  a  glass 
or  two  of  it.  He  filied  the  glass  for  the  abbess,  but  before  she  could  raise  it  to 
her  lips  there  came  a  mysterious  knock  at  the  chamber-door. 

"All,  who  knocks?"  she  cried. 

T!'e  door  was  opened,  and  an  old  nun  just  peeped  into  the  room,  and  whispered 
something  to  the  abbe^^s. 

"  Well,  let  him  come,"  laughed  the  abbess,  "  let  him  come." 

The  nun  retired  with  a  curtsey. 

''  May  I  ask  who  it  is  that  you  have  given  leave  to  come  here  V  said  Claude. 

"Yes,  it  is  Father  Garvey." 

"A  priest  1" 
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"  Yes,  and  our  convent  confessor.  I  do  not  knovr  1;hat  your  appearance  hera 
■will  give  him  any  satisfaction,  but  tha4:  does  not  at  all  matler.  He  must  take  his 
chance  of  these  things."  -^     "'  ,     .         ,  ■        r 

Claude  Duval  did  not  care  to  inquire  more  particularly  mto  the  meanmgof 
■what  the  abbess  said.  He  had  a  shre'wd  guess  upon  the  subject,  and  that  was 
quite  sufficient  for  him;  moreover,  the  arrival  of  the  confessor  put  a  stop  to  any 
further  confidential  discourse  with  the  abbess. 

Father  Garvey  was  a  man  about  forty  years  of  age,  rather  short  of  stature,  but 
of  a  strong,  well  knit  frame,  as  far  as  could  be  judged  beneath  his  monastic  dress, 
which  hid'  tbe  greater  part  of  the  figure.  .  ,  i.-    , ,     , 

The  complexion  of  the  holy  father  was  dark,  almost  to  blackness,  and  his  black 
eyebrows  met  across  his  brow  in  a  manner  that  gave  him  a  strangely  sinister 
look. 

He  iTiade  two  steps  into  the  room  in  what  might  be  considered  an  easy  and  an 
unembarrassed  manner;  but  then  his  eyes  fell  upon  Claude  Duval,  and  he  gave 
a  slight  start ;  and,  crossing  his  arms  upon  his  breast,  be  bowed  to  the  Lady 
Abbess. 

"  This  is  a  friend,"  said  the  abbess. 

"  A  friend  ?"  echoed  the  priest. 

"  Ob,  jes,  I  assuTe  you,  Father  Garvey.  that  this  is  a  particular  friend  of 
mine." 

"Indeed." 

"  Vv^ill  you  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  him  ?" 

"  Madam,  I  think  that  it  will  be  as  well  if  at  the  present  time  I  decline  that 
honour  and  pleasure.  My  mind  is  so  full  of  holy  meditations  that  year  to  disturb 
the  current  of  thought  by  any  intercourse  with  strangers.  I  was  doming  here  t& 
ask  your  opinion  about  a  passage  in  the  writings  of  the  holy  St.  Chrysostora, 
which  appears  to  me  rather  difficult  to  comprehend."  « 

"  Stutf!"  said  the  abbess. 

"Madam?"  -  ,,      ,  . 

"  Stuff,  I  say  !  This  is  Mr.White,  the  attorney  of  Mr.  Beachem.  Are  you  now, 
satisfied.  Father  Garvey?" 

"You  don't  say  so  !"said  the  confessor,  stepping  forward  with  quite  an  altered 
manner.     "  My  dear  sir,  how  are  you  ?" 

"Pretty  well,  I  thank  you,"  said  Claude.  "Bat  do  not  let  me  disturb  your 
pious  meditations  about  St.  Chrysostora." 

•«  D- — n  St.  Chrysostom  I"  said  the  confessor. 

Claude  laughed;  and  the  Lady  Abbess  handed  Fatber  Garvey  a  glass  of  wine, 
which  he  tossed  off  with  as  jolly  an  air  as  possible.  Claude  Duval  was  highly 
amused  at  this  sudden  change  in  the  manner  of  the  pious  confessor,  and  resolved 
to  bring  him  out  as  much  as  possibje. 

"  Various  circumstances,"  said  Duval,  "  have  delayed  me,  or  I  should  have 
bean  here  much  earlier;  but  I  hope  that  there  will  not  be  naany  difficulties  in  the 
way  of  proceeding  with  Alicia.     What  sort  of  mind  is  she  in  ?"     , 

"  It  is  hard  to  say,"  said  the  abbess.     "  What  do  you  think.  Father  Garvey  ? ' 

"  Confound  her  !"  said  the  confessor  ;  "  I  don't  know  what  to  say  about  her. 
How  very  beautiful  she  is."  ,    .     ,        ,  ,  -rn-  n 

"  Indeed,  Garvey !'  said  the  abbess  ;  "  you  begin  to  admire  her,  do  y6u  ?  Well, 
I  thought  that  some  day  you  would  leave  off  complimenting  me,  and  take  to  some 
otre  who  comes  rather  nearer  to  your  taste." 

"  That  is  very  strange,"  said  the  confessor,  «  for  do  you  know  that  I  always 
had  the  idea  that  some  day  you  would  see  someone  whom  you  would  think  much 
more  of  than  you  ever  did  of  Father  Garvey."       ^ 

As  the  confessor  spoke  he  looked  at  Claude  Duval.  ^     ^ 

The  abbess  at  the  moment  looked  rather  flushed,  and  seemed  as  rf  sne  medi- 
tated a  passionate  reply.  v  t.  4.1, 

If  her  ladyship  did  at  tlie  instant  feel  hurt  by  the  cool  manner  in  which  the 
confessor  alliided  to  the  fact  which  he  had,  with  the  tact  of  his  calling,  read  m 
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lier  eyes,  that  she  was  pnamonred  of  Mr.  White,  the  lawyer,  she  quietly  aban- 
doned the  idea,  and  bursting  into  a  loud  laugh,  she  cried  out — 

"  Well,  done,  Garvey — well  done.  I  release  you  from  all  al'egiance  to  me. 
Go  with  your  sighs  where  you  please." 

"  And  I  congratulate  you,  madam,  upon  finding  one  who  is  so  much  more 
worthy  of  youv  regard  than  myself." 

There  was  just  a  slight  tone  of  acidity  about  the  way  in  which  Father  Garvey 
uttered  these  words  ;  and,  in  fact,  the  abbess  herself,  although  she  had'tried  to 
laugh  the  affair  off,  was  evidently  not  at  all  pleased  that  the  confessor  should  be 
able  so  easily  to  give  her  up  to  another. 


.1      1. 
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Claude  Duval  listened  to  this  litt'e  interlude  with  nnlngled  feelin<Ts  of  cariosity 
and  disgust.  He  felt  ail  the  curiosity  which  any  man  would  feel,  at  findinof 
himself  ihus,  as  it  were,  behind  the  scenes  of  conventual  life  and  disgust  at  the 
profligacy  that  vpas  spoken'  of  so  coolly,  as  though  it  were  quite  a  thing  of  course. 

"  1  interrupt  you,"  said  the  coiJessor,  rising. 

"No,"  said  Duval.  "  Oil,  no.  I  hope  to  hear  from  you,  sir,  some  account 
of  the  sort  of  humour  that  thisrather  self-willed  girl,  Alicia,  is  in.  Will  it  not  be 
desirable  to  lose  as  little  time  as  possible  in  the  matter  ?" 

"  No  time  should  be  lost     The  property  is  to  be  divided  into  thirds,  I  think." 

"Fourths,"  said  the  abbess. 

"  Well,  thirds  or  fourths,  I  don't  knov?  exactly  which;  bat'  I  aU*  tof  have  my 
share,  and  the  sooner  1  get  it  the  better." 


CHAPTER  CCCXLIX. 

CLAUIJE  DUVAL  PASSES  A  NIGHT  IN  THE  CONVENT. 

The  Lady  Abbess  looked  rather  spitefully  at  Father  Garvey,  as  she  sai^^ 
"  I  am  afraid,  my  dear  friend,  that  you  are  rather  selfish." 
"Only  afraid,  are  you?"  said  the  monk.     "Oh,  I  admit  the  fact  in  toto; 
Every  one  for  himself,  I  rather  think,  is  a  well  understood  motto  in  this  place/* 
The  abbsss  smiled,  and  turning  to  Claude  Duval,  ^he  said—- 
"  You  must  not  judge  of  Father  Garvey  by  what  you  see  of  him  to-night,  fflf 
good  sir.     He  is  very  much  put  out  of  his  way  at  something. " 
Claude  laia-ghed. 

"I  hope  that  the  holy  father,"  he  said,  "will  soon  recover  his  serenitj^; 
but  in  the  meaniime,  permit  me  to  hope  that  there  will  be  no  difficulties  in  the 
way  of  inducing  Alicia  to  sign  the  paper  that  I  shall  lay  before  her,  and  to  ask 
you  vi'hat  you  think  will  be  the  best  way  to  set  about  it." 
"  That  is  the  question,"  said  Father  Garvey. 

"  It  is  no  question  at  all,"  said  the  abbess,  as  her  face  assumed  a  strange  expres- 
sion. "  We  have  ways  and  means  of  overcoming  more  obstinatenatures  than  that 
of  the  fair  Alicia.  I  only  hope  that  there  will  be  found  no  persoti  counected 
v;ith  this  establishment  who  will  be  led  away  from  the  due' exercise  of  his  duty 
by  a  foolish  pity  for  one,  who  must  be  forced  into  doing  that  whiGk  it' is  our 
intent  that  she  should  do." 

"  If  by  that  speech  you  allude  to  me,"  said  the  confessor,  "your  fears  are  quite 
groundless,  I  assure  you.     1  am  an  advocate  for  the  greatest  rigour  being  exer- 
cised towards  the  girl." 
"Is  that  possible  V 

"  It  is  so,  and  I  will  assist  you  in  any  way  in  my  power." 
"  Then,"  cried  the  abbess  with  triumph,  "  I  know  what  kaa  happened.'' 
"  What  ?" 

"  She  as  repulsed  you  1" 

The  countenance  of  the  confessor  got  several  shades  darker,  and  his  small  dark 
eyes  seemed  to  retreat  deeper  beneath  his  overhanging  brows.  He  clenched  his 
fist  and  struck  it  upon  the  table,  and  seemed  about  to  give  utterance  to  some 
violent  speech,  but  even  at  the  moment  that  he  opened  his  mouth  to  utter  the. 
words,  a  second  thought  came  over  him,  and  bowing  his  head  he  was  silent,  ; 
"  It  is  quite  enough,"  said  the  abbess.  "  J  am  assured." 
The  confessor  was  still  silent,  and  the  abbess  then  struck  a  small  silver  bell; 
and  the  old  nun  who  waited  upon  her  made  her  appearance. 

"Sister  Martha,"  said  the  abbess,  "you  will  conduct  the  prudent  Alicia  to 
the  gray  chamber  at  once."  , 

Sister  Martha  made  a  low  reverence,  and  left  the  room* 
"  Come,"  said  the  abbess,  rismg,  "  we  will  all  se3  this  obstinate  girl,  and  you 
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sir,"  turning  to  Claude,   "can  explain  to  her  that  by  signing  the  paper  whiclx 
jou  are  prepared  to  lay  before  her,  she  will  be  saving  her  life,  and  the  life  of  the 
youn?  man  to  whom  she  professes  to  have  an  attachment." 
"  You  mean  Field  1"  said  Duval. 
"I  do.     Can  you  tell  us  any  news  of  him?" 

"No,  but  Mr.  Beichem  is  very  much  afraid  that  he  is  trying  -his  utmost  to 
find  out  where  Alicia  is." 

"  No  doubt;  but  even  should  he  discover  that  she  is  here,  I  don't  think  it  is 
a  piece  of  information  that  will  very  much  assist  him  in  his  suit.  But  follow 
me,  Mr.  White,  and  you  shall  see  this  obstinate  girl." 

The  Lady  Abbess  took  in  her  hand  a  small    silver  lamp,  and  opening  a  con- 
cealed door  in  the  apartment,  she  left  it,  followed  by  Duval  and  the  confessor. 
Father  Garvey  crept  up  to  Claude,  and  touched  him  on  the  arm., 
"Weil,  sir?"  said  Claude. 

"  Hush  !  speak  low.     I  only  wanted  to  say,  that  if  you  had  any  notion  of 
making  friends  with  the  abbess,  and  of  coming  here  often,  I  have  no  objection." 
"  You  are  very  good." 

"  Not  at  all.  Alicia  is  for  me.  You  understand"  tliat?  When  her  mind,  by  a 
residence  of  some  lime  longer  in  this  place,  is  sufficiently  subdued,  she  will 
easily  yield  to  me.  I  have  marked  her  for  ray  own.  And  I  won't  interfere  with 
you.      Is  (hat  a  bargain  ?" 

•'  With  all  ray  heart,"  said  Claude  Duval. 

"  Agreed,  then.  I  am  glad  we  understand  each  other  so  well,  but  I,  as  a  friend, 
beseech  you  to  be  careful.  The  abbess  is  a  woman  with  the  passion  of  a 
fiend." 

"  I  thank  you  for  the  caution  ;  but  this  conversation  is  imprudent  just  now,  for 
she  is  straining  her  hearing  to  catch  what  she  can  of  it." 

'•'  1  have  noticed  that ;  but  fear  nothing.     She  is  a  little  deaf." 
"  Tliat  is  a  good  thing  for  us,  then."  ■  - 

The  abbess  stopped  at  the  door  of  a  room  which  was  at  the  end  of  rather -atlong 
narrow  passage,  floored  with   oak,  and   the   v/alls  of   which   were  of  the  same 
material,  highly  polished. 
The  abbess  touched  a  spring  in  the  door,  and  it  flew  open  rather  sharply. 
"  Come  ic,"  she  said,  turning  to  Duval,  "  and  don't  believe  one  word  of  what 
Father  Garvey  has  been  saying  to  you  against  me." 

"  Madam,  he  said  nothing  against  you.  What  he  did  say  of  you  I  feel  myself 
constrained  to  believe.  It  was,  that  there  was  not  a  figure  in  the  whole  convent 
to  be  compared  to  yours,  and  he  begged  me  to  notice  how  truly  majestic  it  was, 
which,  however,  he  need  not  have  done,  for  I  could  not  tail  to  notice  it  without 
any  prorrpting."  j 

The  abbess  laughed,  and  shook  her  head,  but  it  was  evident  that  she  was  not 
at  all  displeased  at  the  complinient.  J 

"Capital — capital,"  whispered  Father  Garvey  to  Claude  Duval  "You  did 
that  well." 

"  It  was  easy'." 

"  Yes,  but  still  it  was  well  done." 

Duval  smiled  to  himself  at  the  commendation  of  the  confessor  ;  but  he  had  no  |i 
further  time  to  waste  upon  him  as  he  was  soon  too  much  occupied  with  the  pro-  !■ 
ceedings  of  the  Lady  Abbess  in  the  apartment  to  which  she  had  conducted,; 
hira.  I 

The  room  itself  was  rather  a  small  one,    considering  the  size  of  the  building  in  1 1 
wliich  it  w<is  situated,  but  it  presented  rather  a  curious  aspect  by   being  covered  ; 
all  over  its  walls  by  thick  gray  cloth,  that  hung  in  heavy  folas  from  the  ceiling  to 
the  floor. 

There  did  not  appear  to  be  many  windows  to  the  room,  as  far  as  Claude 
Duval  could  then  see,  but  it  was  just  possible  that  there  were,  only  that  ii\e  gray 
■curtains  covered  them  up. 
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From  the  ceiling  hung  a  bronze  lamp,  which  cast  a  dreamy  sort  of  light  over 
the  room,  for  it  burnt  but  dimly. 

In  the  centre  of  the  floor  wa3  a  small  round  table,  and  the  other  furniture  of 
the  room  consisted  of  some  three  or  four  couches,  and  some  few  of  the  old  high- 
backed  awkward-lookmg  chairs,  such  as  were  in  the  abbess's  own  room. 

There  was  no  one  in  this  gray  chamber,  as  the  abbess  called  it,  when  she  and 
the  confessor  and  Duval  entered  it,  but  scarcely  had  the  door  with  the  spring 
closed  behind  them  than  another  door  opened  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  room, 
and  the  long  gray  cloth  hangings  being  pushed  aside.  Sister  Martha  appeared. 

*'  Where  is  Alicia  ?"  said  the  abbess. 
'   "Madam,  she  will  not  come." 

"  Force  her.    There  are  surely  enough  of  you  to  do  that  ?"  , 

"  Yes,  madam." 

Sister  Martha  left  the  apartment,  an4  Claude  Duval  turning  to  the  abbess, 
s^id— 

*■  Is  this  Alicia,  then,  so  violent  a  young  lady  that  she  will  not  do  what  she 
don't  feel  inclined  to?" 

"No.  Not  violent  at  all.  I  ata  quite  surprised  at  this  message  from  her. 
She  is  delicate  and  gentle  in  appearance,  and  1  did  not  expect  much  troable 
with  her." 

"Those  are  just  the  spirits,"  said  the  confessor,  "  which,  when  once  roused, 
you  will  always  have  the  greatest  trouble  with.     Ah,  she  comes  !" 

Claude  Duval  listened,  and  heard  a  clatter  of  voices,  and  a  rushing  of  feet. 
TLe  door  again  opened  in  the  wall.  Again  the  gray  cloth  was  pushed  aside, 
and  four  nuns  appeared  dragging  along  Alicia. 

It  could  hardly  be  said  that  Alicia  was  resisling  them,  for  she  walked  of  her 
own  accord  ;  but  still  theie  was  sufficient  reluctance  about  her  proceeding  to 
show  that  it  was  a  matter  of  force.  One  of  the  nuns  had  hold  of  her  wrists, 
and  the  others  pushed  and  dragged  her  forward  into  the  room. 

At  the  first  giance  at  the  lovely  girl,  ClauJe  Duval  felt  that  Field,  the  young 
lover,  had  very  far  from  made  any  exagj^eration  in  describing  her  beauty. 

Alicia  looked  if  anything  a  year  or  two  younger  than  she  really  was.  Her 
face  was  one  of  ihose  pretty  shaped  ones  which  are  rather  wide  across  the  eyes, 
and  come  delicately  and  sweetly  small  to  the  chin.  It  is  a  kind  of  lace  thai  is 
in  nine  cases  out  of  ten  spoiled  by  the  chia  beirg  a  trifle  too  long,  which  has 
the  eff'ect  thus  of  giving  a  pointed  expression  to  the  lower  part  of  the  face ;  but 
such  was  not  the  case  with  Alicia.  Her  chin  was  sweetly  rounded,  and  in 
perfect  harmony  witli  the  rest  of  her  features. 

The  soft  and  beautiful  eyes  were  of  the  most  charming  blue  that  could  be 
conceived,  and  she  presented  the  rare  contrast  of  very  dark  brown  hair  with 
those  coloured  eyes  that  really  are  only  to  be  found  in  very  fair  people. 

Claude  Duval  was  quite  charmed  with  the  young  girl;  and  yet  it  may  be 
well  supposed  that,  terrified  and  persecuted  as  she  was  in  that  convent,  he  saw 
her  lo  the  greatest  possible  disadvantage. 

She  did  not  at  the  first  glance  look  to  be  above  sixteen  years  of  age ;  but 
after  looking  at  her  a  little  you  could  see  that  she  was  older  than  that,  although 
all  the  charms  of  early  youth  were  about  her. 

At  the  sight  of  the  confessor  Alicia  shrunk  back,  exclaiming — 

"No- no  I     Oh,  no!" 

"  Silence !"  said  the  Laby  Abbess.     •*  Leave  us,  dear  sisters." 
The  four  nuns   bowed,   and  left  the  room.     Alicia  stood  trembling,  and 
evidently  trying  to  keep  up  her  courage. 

"  Child,"  said  the  Lady  Abbess,  •'  it  is  with  pain  that  we  hear  you  are  still 
possessed  with  a  spirit  of  rebellion." 

"Rebellion!"  said  Alicia,  and  as  she  spoke  her  voice  thrilled  to  the  very 
heart  of  Claude  Duval.  "Rebellion,  madam,  do  you  call  it  to  wish  for 
life  and  liberty— to  sigh  for  all  that  is  pure  and  good  in  the  great  world  that 
God  has  given  to  his  creatures  in  lieu  of  all  tnat  is  wicked  and  bad  within  these 
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dreary  walls ?     Oh,  no — no!     It  would  be  rebellion  against  nature  were  i  to 
affect  to  be  pleased  to  stay  here.     I  demand  my  freedom." 

"Human  nature,"  said  the  abbess,  "  is  always  demanding  much.'* 
"  And  don't  get  it,"  said  the  confessor. 

"  Silence  1"  said  the  abbess.    "  Let  me  speak  to  this  recusant." 

The  confessor  bowed  and  drew  back. 

"Alicia,"  began  the  abbess,  "  do  you  not  know  that  your  fate  in  life  is  in  your 
own  hands?" 

"  No,  madam." 

*'  I  thought  not.  Come,  we  shall  all  be  good  friends  soon,  I  daresay.  All  you 
have  to  do  is  to  sign  certain  papers  that  this  gentleman  will  place  belore  you  ;  and 
then  as  soon  as  our  rules  will  permit,  without  bringing  discredit  upon  the  con- 
vent, you  will  be  free  to  leave  it." 

'  As  the  abbess  said  "  This  gentleman,"  she  pointed  to  Duval,  who,  stepping 
forward,  bowed  to  Alicia  very  profoundly.  t 

"Another?"  said  the  girl.  "  Oh,  how  many  persecutors  am  I  to  find  in  this 
dreadful  place  ?" 

"  I  am  not  one, '  said  Claude. 

"  Nor  I,"  said  the  confessor. 

"Nor  I,''' said  the  Lady  Abbess.  *' On  the  contrary,  we  are  all  your  dear 
friends,  Alicia,  if  you  will  permit  us  to  be  sucb." 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  no."  -^ 

"  But  we  say  yes.  Of  course,  you  are  young  and  inexperienced,  and  all  we' 
desire  is  that  you  should  profit  by  our  better  knowledge  of  the  world.  Come, 
now,  I  ftlt  assured  from  the  first  moment  that  you  came  here  that  you  would; 
soon  be  on  the  best  of  terms  with  all  of  us.  Let  us  see  whether  or  not  we  canatit 
arrange  all  this  affair  to  the  satisfaction  of  every  one."  ' 

"  Hold  I"  said  Alicia.  "  Do  not  be  so  hasty,  madam,  in  supposing  that  as  yet  * 
you  have  driven  me  mad." 

"  Mad,  do  you  say  ?" 

"  Yes,  mad,  for  that  seems  to  be  the  object  of  what  you  call  your  conventual 
discipline;  but  Heaven  may  give  me  strength  yet  to  resist  you.  I  will  sign  no 
papers." 

"  But,  Alicia  ?" 

•'  No,  no,  madam,  I  tell  you  I  will  sign  no  papers  at  all.  The  object  of  them 
is  to  rob  me  of  all  that  is  of  right  my  own,  and  with  which  I  would  render  inde- 
pendent one  whom  1  feel  desirous  to  be  so.  You  may  kill  me,  but  I  will  not  sign 
any  documents  whatever  in  this  house.    I  defy  you  all !" 


CHAPTER  CCCL. 

ALICIA   IS   rOUND   CONTUJMACIOUS,  AND    DEALT    WITH   ACCORDINGLY. 

Thk  confessor,  as  Alicia  thus  spoke,  grinned  maliciously  ;  but  the  Lady  Abbess 
looked  the  very  picture  of  rage. 

"  Wretch  !"  she  cried — "  no  ;  I  am  wrong.'' 

With  a  wonderful  command  over  herself  the  abbess  at  once  changed  her  tone, 
and  in  quite  a  mild  voice  she  added— ^ 

"  Alicia,  you  speak  under  mistaken  feelings,  I  feel  well  assured.  It  is  quite  out 
of  the  question  to  be  able  to  explain  to  you  the  many  advantages  that  will  result 
to  you  from  signing  the  papers  that  will  be  laid  before  you.  iiut  1  can  and  will 
explain  to  you  what  you  will  sufifer  by  your  obstinacy.*' 

"  I  will  not  yield,"  said  Alicia. 

"  In  the  first  place,"  said  the  abbess,  "you  will  be  confined  in  one  of  our  cells, 
which  are  specially  constructed  for  such  sinners  as  you  are.  Of  course,  we  shall 
all  pray  for  you,  but  that  is  all  we  can  possibly  do.    The  light  of  Heaven  will 
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never  again  shine  upon  you ;  and,  in  company  with  the  rat  and  the  toad,  you  will 
live  and  you  will  die!" 

Alicia  turned  deadly  pale. 

'•  He  whom  you,  with  your  girlish  simplicity,  think  you  love,  will  never  see 
you  more ;  but  if  he  Tjnew  that  you  yourself  had  by  your  obstinacy  here  produced 
such  a  result,  he  would  raiher  curse  than  reverence  the  memory  of  the  lady  that 
so  Treated  him,  and  made  it  impossible  that  he  could  be  happy  with  another." 

"  Oh,  no— no !' sobbed  Alicia. 

"  But  I  say  yes !"  cried  the  abbess,  in  a  voice  that  rang  through  the  apartment. 
"  I  say  yes.  Does  he  whom  you  affect  to  love  only  love  you  for  the  wealth  that 
you  so  pertinaciously  cling  to?  Is  k  that  he  may  be  enabled  to  live  upon  your 
maney  that  he  seeks  your  hand  ?'' 

"J^o-a-no,  you  don't  know  him." 
But  I  know  you.  Listen  to  me,  girl.  Suppose  you  had  beenpoor'—supposeit 

ssible  that  you  had  had  nothing  to  subsist  upon  but  what  thousands  of  others 
have,  namelv.'the  proceeds  of  your, own  industry— would  youthen  have  loved 
him  ?"         '  T 

"I  would— f  would!" 

"Would  you,  thee;h§fv€-.i;gfused  to  share  v/lth  him  his  joys  and  his  sorrows?" 

"Oh,  do— no.'' 

"Then  why  do  you  now  object  to  signing  documents  which  will  at  once 
release  f  ott  t&  do  as  you  please,  and  yet  leave  you  independence  ?  We  wiJl  not 
be  trifled  with.  In  a  word,  sign  the  papers  that  this  gentleman  will  lay  before 
you,  or  consider  this  to  be  your  prison  for  life." 

"  Can  this  be  possible  ?    Am  i  in  England  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes.  We  can  answer  in  the  affirmative  to  both  of  those  prapositions. 
You  will  do  well  to  consider  your  decision." 

"  I  have  considered  !" 

"  And  what  is  the  result  ?" 

"  That  I  will  not  sign  away  that  property  which  is  mine  own."  - 
.    "  Be  it  so." 

The  Lady  Abbess  advanced  upon*  Alicia,  and  in  her  passion  Vi^ould  have  struck 
her;  but  Claude  Duval  was  not  going  quietly  to  permit  that,  so  he  suddenly 
interfered,  saj  ing — 

"  My  dear  madam,  I  think  that  I  can  say  something  which  will  induce  the 
young  ladv  to  consent." 

"  Oh,  in  that  case—" 

"  No— no,"  said  Alicia,  "you  can  say  nothing      I  will  not  hear  you-" 
'"  The  abbess  was  too  much  exasperated  to  say  more  to  her,  bat  clapping  her 
hands  together,  she  cried  out — 

"  Where  are  ye,  holy  children — where  are  ye  ?  Corae  to  the  aid  of  the  fold. 
Come  to  the  truth,  and  hide  in  darkness  the  heretic  and  the  traducer." 

The  four  nuns  on  the  moment  made  th-ir  appearance,  and  one  of  thera,  who 
v/as  the  ugliest  being  that  Claude  Duval  thougut  he  had  ever  seen  in  the  shape  of 
woman,  sprang  upon  poor  Alicia  like  a  tiger,  acd  twined  her  long  skinny  lingers 
in  the  hair  of  the  youne  girl,  as  she  cried  out — 

"  Oh,  the  sinner  ■  Oh,  the  sinner  !  To  the  glory  of  the.saints,  the  sinner  .shall 
peri-h  for  ever." 

"  And  ever,"  said  Father  Garvey,  in  a  deep  sepulcliral  voice. 
'' Away  with  her,"  savJ  the  abbess  ;   end    then  suddenly  turning   to   Claude, 
she  whispered,  "  we  will  soon  frighten  her  into  a  compliance  with  our  wishes. 
She.don't  know  yet  what  our  vaults  are." 

"'  Have  you  vaults  ?"  said  Claude,  affecting  to  speak  in  the  most  indifferent 
possible  manner  to  the  abbess, 

'•  Have  we  vaults  ?  To  be  sure  we  have.  I  thought,  Mr.  White,  you  could 
have  no  sort  of  doubt  upon  that  subject.  Away  with  her— away  with  hei'' at 
once  !" 
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The  other  nuns  seized  poor  Alicia,  who,  in  that  moment  of  despair,  called  out 
in  shrieking  accents— 

"  Oh,  save  me — save  me  !  Henry  Field,  where  are  you  now  ?  Oh,  God,  look 
•with  pity  upon  me  !" 

"  Away  with  her!"  cried  the  abbess.     "  Away  with  the  wretch  !" 

The  nuns  dragged  Alicia  from  the  room,  and  Claude  Duval  could  hear  h'er^ 
utter  shrieks  as  they  bore  her  away  from  the  apartment  through  a  number  of^ 
narrow  passages. 

Ithiid  required  all  the  strength  of  mind  he  possessed  to  enable  him  to  resist  the 
impulse  to  spring  forward  and  cast  his  arm  round  the  waist  of  the  young  girl,- 
and  defy  them  all.  But  reflection  told  him  that  to  do  so  would  be  very  indiscreet, 
indeed,  for  the  result  could  only  be  that  he  would  have  to  fight  his  way  out  of 
the  nunnery,  the  topography  of  which  he  was  profoundly  ignorant,  and  that  in 
his  route,  which  might  be  vrrong  or  right  as  chance  might  dictate,  he  would  be 
exposed  to  every  possible  peril,  and  both  he  and  Alicia  would,  in  all  probability, 
fall  victims  to  his  want  of  patience. 

*'  You  see  of  what  materials,"  said  the  abbess,  "  our  fair  AUcia  is  composed, 
Mr.  White." 

"1  do,  indeed,"  said  Claude  Duval.    - 

*'  Curses  on  her  obstinacy '  If  by  any  possible  means  she  could  be  induced  to 
sign  the  papers,  conveying  her  property  from  herself,  she  would  soon  cease  to 
be  of  any  trouble  to  us." 

"  You  would  really  let  her. go  then  ?" 

"Let  her  go?" 

"  Let  her  go?"  echoed  the  confessor. 

*'  Oh,  dear,  no,"  added  the  abbess ;  "  we  are  not  in  the  habit  of  letting  any  on 
go,  Mr.  White." 

"  What  would  you  do  then  with  her  ?" 

The  abbess  pointed  with  her  finger  to  the  floor,  and  the  confessor  nodded. 

•'  I  do  not  quite  understand,"  said  Claude. 

"  I  have  no  objection  tu  tell  you,"  said  the  abbess,  as  she  took  a  seat  and 
began  to  fan  herself  after  her  exertions.  "If  she  once  signed  the  documents, 
which  you  know  how  to  prepare,  she  would  not  live  lon^.  That  is  what  I  mean. 
But,  curses  on  her,  as  long  as  she  refuses  to  sign  them,  her  life  is  too  valuable 
to  tamper  with.     That  is  the  whole  case." 

"  I  quite  understand  it,"  said  Claude ;  "  and  now  permit  me  to  ask  of  you  the 
permission  to  see  her  alone.  I  have  an  argument  that  I  can,  I  think,  use  with 
succecs,  to  induce  her  to  consent." 

"  What  is  it  ?"  said  the  confessor,  with  a  short,  dry  cough. 

"  Ay, what  is  it?"  said  the  abbess. 

"  I  will  tell  you  :  I  should  not  have  mentioned  it  at  all  if  I  had  not  meant  to 
tell  you,  and  it  is  just  this  : — I  suppose  that  she  really  does  believe  that  if  she 
v^ere   to  sign  that  paper  in  dispute  she  vf  ould  be  let  go  free." 

"  I  suppose  so,"  said  the  abbess;  "but  if  she  does  think  that,  it  is  a  very 
great  mistake." 

"  Doubtless ;  but  what,  now,  if  I  \yere  (o  see  her  alohe,  and  tell  her  that  I  am 
moved  to  pity  at  her  position,  and  would  do  all  in  my  power  to  aid  her;  and 
that  i  would  depose  to  the  fact  that  she  signed  the  paper  under  durance,  and 
so  vitiate  the  signature,  but  that  she  had  better  do  so  afc  once  for  the  sake  of 
freedom.     Do  you  think  that  would  do  ?" 

"  It  might,"  said  the  abbess. 

"  And  it  might  not,"  said  the  confessor. 

"  Which,"  said  Claude,  "  is  a  very  sapient  remark  (o  come  from  you,  learned 
sir." 

"  Can  we  trust  you,  sir  ?" 

"You  have  trusted  me  so  far  already,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "that  it  is  much 
better  to  go  on  than  attempt  for  a  moment  to  draw  back.     Besides,  I  rather 
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think  that  ray  interests  are  too  much  woiifcd  up  with  those  of  the  Beachem 
family  for  me  to  act  otherwise  than  in  .accordance  with  their  interests." 

"That  is  true/  said  the  abbess,  as  siie  sjave  the  confessor  a  fook  of  intelligence, 
to  which  he  responded  with  a  nod.  "  That  is  quite  true  ;■  and  you  shall  have 
the  opportunity  you  ask  for,  Mr.  White,  of  making  the  experiment  you  sug- 
gest." _  ,:•,"' 

Claude  Duval  could  hardly  conceal  liis  exultation  at  this  success ;  but  when 
he  came  to  consider,  there  was  a  something  about  that  look  that  had  passed 
between  the  con'essor  and  the  abbess  that  he  did  not  quite  like. 

"When  shall  it  be?"  he  said^ 

"  In  a  couple  of  hours,"  said  the  abbess.  '' Ey  that  time  Alicia  will  have 
had  some  slight  taste  of  the  a'mosphere  of  cur  cells.'' 

"Good,"  said  Claude.  "That  will,  no  doubt,  place  her  in  such  a  frame  of 
mind,  that  she  will  be  glad  to  welcome  anything  that  looks  like  a  chance  of 
escaoe."  ■; 

"Perhaps  so/'  said  the  confessor,  cunningly — *'' perhaps  so." 

"What,"  said  Claude,  "  doubting  again  ?" 

"  Sir,  I  did  not  speak  to  you." 

"  And  I  feel  quite  sur^  that  I  have  no  desire  to  speak  to  you  ;  but  I  appeal  to 
the  Lady  Abbess  whether  it  v/ill  not  be  very  desirable,  pendmg  the  little  ex- 
periment I  wish  to  make  upon  the  fears  and  credulity  of  Alicia,  to  take  care  that 
Father  Garvey  does  i^ot  pay  her  a  visit." 

"  He  dare  not  now/'  stud  the  abbess. 

Father  Garvey  silently  bowed  his  head,  but  about  his  lips  there  was  a  covert 
smile,  and  there  was  a  twinkle  of  his  eyes  which  looked  like  mischief.  . 

The  abbess  led  the  way  back  to  her  own  apartment,  and  Claude  and  tlie  con- 
fessor followed  ;  but  when  the  Lady  Abbess  reached  the  door,  she  stepped  aside, 
and  motioned  to  Claude  Duval  to  go  in,  and  then  facing  the  confessor,  she  made 
a  very  elaborate  cu'tsey,  aod  said — 

"  Gnoa-nighi." 

The  confessor  kept  bis  countenance  well,  and  holding  forth  both  his  arms,  as 
if  he  invoked  a  blessing  on  the  head  of  the  Jibbess,  he  said — • 

"  Good-night,  holy  &ister.      The  peace  of  the  san^.ts  be  with  you." 

The  abbess  slammed  the  door  of  the  chamber  in  his  face,  and  then  stamping 
with  rage,  she  cried  out — 

"I  hate  him — I  hate  him! — Oh,  how  I  hale  that  man  !  You  can  have  no 
notion  of  how  much  I  hate  that  man.  Mi.  White." 

"  He  is  not  the  most  loveaole  person  in  the  world/'  said  Claude.  "I  don't 
wonder  at  your  getting  rid  of  him." 

The  abbess  laughed  at  Duval  in  a  peculiar  manner,  as  she  said — 

"  Before'!  send  for  Alicia  and  allow  jou  to  speak  with  her  in  private,  which 
I  intend  to  do,  1  wish  to  ask  you  some  questions." 

"  I  am  quite  willing  to  answer  them,"  said  Claude. 

The  abbess  seated  herself  in  a  chair  that  was  very  elaborately  carved,  and 
motioned  to  Duval  to  occupy  another  close  at  hand  ;  and  then  she  said,  with  a 
tone  of  great  seriousness — 

"  Father  Garvey  means  mischief."  ' 

"To  whom  ? " 

"  To  you  and  to  Alicia  ;  but  to  you  first." 

"  He  had  better  be  careful." 

"  He  will  be  careful,  you  may  depend.  He  is  a  priest,  and  as  such  he  never 
forgives  an  injury.  He  thinks  that  you  have  done  him  one,  you  may  depend, 
and,  therefore,  he  will  not  forgive  you." 

"  What  injury  have  I  done  to  him  ?  I  never  saw  him  before  in  all  my  life/' 

"  Very  likely  not;  but,  ^-ou  must  know,  that  he  does  me  the  honour  lo  admire 
me  very  much,  and,  I  am  sure,  by  the  glance  of  his  eye,  that  he  is  t)f  opinioa 
you  have  supplanted  him  in  my  regards." 

"  A  broad  hint  this/'  thought  Claude  Duval,  and  then  he  said,  aloud,  "  Madam, 
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if  I  thought  that  indeed  it  were  possible  to  hold  a  place  in  your  affect  ions  I 
should  begin  to  consider  myselt  one  if  the  happiest  of  men  ;  but,  alas,  I  fear 
that  it  is  out  of  the  question.'' 

"Not  at  all—oh,  not  at  all.  But  wc  will  speak  more  of  this  when  the  affair  of 
Alicia  is  disposed  of.  We  must  attend  to  that  in  the  first  place  ;  but  what  I 
wanted  to  say  to  you  with  regard  to  Father  Garvey  was,  that  really  it  would  be  no 
bad  thing  if  you  induced  him  to  leave  the  country." 
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CHAPTER  CCCLI. 

FATHER   GARViiY   VISITS   ALICIA   IN   THE   CONVENT  CBLL8< 

Claude  Duval  looked  a  little  surprised  at  these  words  from  the  abbess,  for 
how  it  was  possible  that  he  could  induce  Father  Garvey  to  leave  the  country  he 
could  not  for  a  moment  conceive. 

"How  can  I  so  far  influence  him,"  he  said,  "as  to  get  him  oat  of  the 
country?"  , 

"  Easily." 

**  Well,  with  all  due  submission  to  you,  madam,  it  certainly  appears  to  me 
that  I  am  about  the  last  person  to  whom  he  would  listen  upon  this  occasion." 

"  Not  at  all.  If  a  person  should  be  removed  from  any  particular  spot  of  earth, 
whether  they  be  taken  from  it  to  another,  or  carried  upward,  or  placed  beneath 
it,  they  will  be  to  all  intents  and  purposes  equally  removed  from  the  country." 

"Ifplaced  beneath  it?" 

"  Yes." 

"~L  think  T  understand  you." 

"  I  know  you  do.  Hark  you,  Mr.  White,  if  you  think  that  my  favour  and 
my  friendship  and  countenance  are  worth  the  having,  you  will  have  to  get  rid  of 
Father  Garvey,  or  he  will  get  rid  of  you." 

"  I  am  very  much  obliged  for  the  hints  you  give  me  upon  the  subject,"  said 
Claude  Duval,  "  and  shall  take  good  care  of  myself  accordingly." 

"You  must  do  more— you  must  take  care  of  him.  Listen  to  me.  It  ia  the 
intention  of  Father  Garvey  to  visit  Alicia  in  the  ceil  to  which  she  is  by  this  time 
conveyed." 

"  Are  you  sure  of  that  ?" 

"  1  am  as  sure  as  if  he  had  told  me.  I  saw  it  in  his  eye  ;  so  you  need  not 
doubt  it.  Now,  I  want  you  to  follow  him,  not  only  to  hear  what  he  will  say 
to  the  girl,  but  to  give  you  an  opportunity  of  disposing  of  him.  After  you  have 
accomplished  both  these  purposes,  you  can  come  back  to  me  in  this  room,  and 
I  shall  be  glad  to  see  you,  and  to  send  for  the  girl  for  the  purpose  of  your 
trying  your  plan  to  make  her  sign  the  papers." 

Claude  Duval  was  secretly  delighted  at  this  arrangement  of  the  abbess's,  since 
it  well  enough  chimed  in  with  his  own  views  of  what  it  would  be  highly 
desirable  to  do  with  regard  to  the  present  posture  of  affairs.  The  only 
difficulty  that  struck  him  at  the  moment  consisted  in  the  fact  of  his  total 
ignorance  of  the  interior  of  the  convent. 

"  I  will  in  all  things  obey  you,"  said  Claude ;  '*  but  I  fear  that  I  hardly 
know  how  to  set  about  it." 

"  How  mean  you  ?" 

"  J  mean,  that  I  am  a  stranger  to  the  topography  of  the  convent,  and,  there- 
fore, if  I  were  to  start  this  moment  upon  the  expedition  to  find  Father  Garvey, 
I  could  not  do  so." 

"  All  particulars  of  that  chamber  shall  be  placed  in  your  way ;  but  you  must 
promise  me  that  you  will  kill  him." 

« I  will." 

"  Upon  your  soul  ?'* 

"  Oh,  yes,  upon  my  soul"*»if  he  won't  be  quiet  by  any  other  means,"  added 
Claude  to  himself. 

"  Then  I  am  satisfied,"  said  the  abbess.  "  Take  this  key— you  see  that  there 
is  a  set  of  wards  at  each  end  of  it.  One  or  other  of  those  wards  will  open  any 
door  in  the  convent.  I  cannot  particularise  which  will  open  which  ;  but  it  will 
not  consume  much  time  to  take  the  other,  if  one  should  fail.     Now  follow  me.'* 

"With  pleasure,"  said  Duval,  as  he  took  the  key,  which  was  a  very  ancient 
one  indeed.     "  I  feel  as  if  I  should  like  now  to  do  what  I  daresay  I  shall  not  be 
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able  to  resist  the  doing,  and  that  is,  to  follow  you  for  the  remainder  of  my 
life." 

'•  Are  you  serious  V 
"  I  am,  indeed." 
"ilow  can  I  prove  that  ?" 

"  I  don't  think  there  is  any  difficulty-  la  the  first  place,  you  see,  that  I  have 
eyes  in  ray  head,  and  in  the  next  you  can  easily  look  into  a  mirror,  and  then 
you  will  see  yourself;  and  1  would  ask  you,  then,  how  it  is  possible  for  any 
one  blessed  with  sight  to  do  other  than  admire  you  V 

The  abbess  patted  him  upon  the  arm,  as  with  a  smile  she  said— 
"  I  think  it  a  happy  chance  that  brought  you  here.     I  assure  you  I  feel  that 
we  shall  be  very  great  friends.     Follow  me  now.     I  am  anxious  to  get  all  this 
affair  over,  which  cannot  be  considered  to  be  the  case  till  both  Father  Garvey 
and  Alicia  are  no  more." 

The  complinaents  which  Claude  Duval  had  paid  to  the  personal  charms 
of  the  abbess  had  had  the  effect  of  completely  winning  her  heart,  and  she  looked 
upon  the  handsome  attorney,  Mr.  White,  as  she  thought  him,  as  a  lover  whom 
sfie  valued  more  than  any  she  had  ever  known. 

Her  anxiety  to  gel;  rid  of  Father  Garvey  increased  each  moment,  and  she 
hastened  to  place  Duval  in  a  position  that  would  enable  him  to  satisfy  her  that 
the  confessor  was  no  more. 

Claude  followed  her  out  at  another  door  than  that  through  which  they  had 
before  passed  from  the  room ;  and  after  crossing  a  corridor,  which  contained  a 
few  pictures  of  saints,  and  %vhich  was  dimly  lighted  by  a  lamp  that  burnt  before 
a  statue  of  the  Virgin,  the  abbess  turned  abruptly  upon  Duval,  as  she  said— 

«  The  key." 

"  It  is  |here,*'  he  'replied,  "  but  I  hope  you  will  give  it  to  me  agam,  for  I 
regard  it  as  a  proof  of  your  confidence." 

"  Assuredly,"  she  replied.  "  You  shall  have  it  again,  quickly  enough.  I  am 
only  about  to  convince  you  of  its  usefulness,  by  opening  a  door  with  it." 

By  the  dim  rays  of  light  emitted  by  the  lamp  in  the  niche,  where  was  the 
figure  of  the  Virgin,  the  abbess  now  sought  for  a  small  ^door,  which  w^as  so 
cunningly  contrived  in  the  wainscot  of  the  wall  that  if  one  had  not  known  it 
had  been  there,  it  might  be  passed  a  thousand  times,  and  the  keyhole,  which  was 
hidden  by  the  ornamental  portion  of  the  frame  of  a  picture,  would  never  have 
met  the  sight. 

The  abbess  turned  the  key  in  the  lock,  and  a  tall  narrow  door  opened  in  the 
wall,  showing  beyond  it  complete  darkness. 

"  Follow,"  she  said.     "  Follow  me,  and  fear  nothing.'* 

*'  With  you  I  cannot  fear  anything,"  said  Claude,  "  but  to  lose  you." 

*'  That  is  a  mistaken  fear.'*  ' 

Claude  found  that  after  proceeding  only  a  couple  of  paces  through  this  door  in 
the  wail,  he  came  to  some  stairs,  and  he  rather  shrunk  back,  as  he  said — 

'*  Are  we  to  descend  far  ?" 

*•  No,  only  four  steps." 

"Is  that  all?" 

"  It  is  so.  Come  on.  There  you  are  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  Now  wait  a 
moment,  for  I  must  be  guided  by  my  hand,  since  all  here  is  in  darkness." 

A  sudden  sound  made  Claude  Daval  start.  It  was  the  door  that  they  had  passed 
through,  which  had  closed  with  a  snap.  It  was  intended  to  close  at  once,  when 
let  go,  but  the  hinges  were  rusty,  and  the  spring  in  the  same  condition,  no  doubt, 
so  it  had  taken  some  time  to  close. 

"  It  is  only  the  door,"  said  the  abbess.  "  I  ought  to  have  closed  it.  Ah, 
here  is  the  keyhole — all  is  well.  Do  not  utter  a  word,  unless  I  tell  you  that  yoa 
may  do  so  with  safety." 

"  I  will  obey  you."  ,4 

Another  door  now  was  opened  by  the  abbess,  and  Claude  Duval  felt  a  rush  of 
cold  air  upon  his  face,  which  was  really  very  pleasant,  after  the  confined  atmos-   \ 
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phere  he  had  been  for  some  time  breathing,  for  the  interior  of  the  convent 
altogether  was  closely  shut  up,  so  that  but  little  fresh  air  circulated  in  it. 

Duval  would  fain  have  said,  "  Where  are  you  now  V  but  as  the  abbess 
had  enjoined  silence  upon  hira,  he  thought  that  it  was  better  to  keep  quiet,  and 
he  said  nothing  at  all,  but  strove  to  pierce  with  his  eyes  the  mass  of  gloom  that 
was  before  him. 

The  abbess  did  not  speak,  but  she  took  him  by  the  arm,  and  led  him  forward 
a  pace  or  two,  and  then  he  heard  her  closing  the  door  behind  her,  so  that  it 
should  not  make  any  noise  in  so  doing. 

Gradually  he  began  to  be  able  to  see  a  little  about  him,  and  then  he  became 
sensible  that  he  was  in  some  rather  large  space,  in  which  there  was  a  dim  re- 
flected light  from  somewhere,  but  he  could  not  tell  where  it  came  from. 

"  Hush  \"  said  the  abbess,  very  softly.     "  Stay  here  till  I  come  back." 

"  Yes,"  said  Duval,  in  a  similar  low  tone  of  voice. 

She  left  him,  and  each  moment  he  could  see  more  clearly  about  him,  and  he 
became  certain  that  he  was  in  the  chapel  of  the  convent,  and  that  he  was  not  far 
from  the  high  altar,  which  was  a  little  to  the  right  of  him. 

Whatever  reflections  and  cogitations  this  change  of  place  might  have  given 
rise  to  m  the  mind  of  Duval,  was  put  a  stop  to  by  the  voice  of  the  abbess,  who 
said  in  a  canting,  hypocritical  tone— 

•'  Is  there  any  holy  sister  here  to  whom  I  can  afford  consolation  and  advice  i 
If  so,  let  them  speak." 

A  deep  groan  proceeded  from  a  corner  of  the  chapel ;  and  then  a  voice 
said — 

"Holy  mother,  I  am  here— Sister  Ann,  I  am  repeating  the  prayer  of 
penance." 

'•  Did  Father  Garvey  enjoin  thee  1" 
•    "  Yes— oh,  yes  !"    " 

"  It  is  well  I  sought  you.  He  desires  that  you  now  retire  to  your  cell  to 
finish  the  penance  prayer.     Go  at  once."  > 

*'I  go— I  go,"  said  the  voice. 

Through  the  misty  light  Claude  Duval  saw  the  tall  form  of  somebody  in  black 
glide  past  him,  and  then  all  was  still.  The  nun  had  left  the  chapel,  so  that  the 
abbess  was  free  to  act  as  she  thought  proper. 

"Mr.  White?'  she  said. 

"  Here,"  replied  Duval. 

*'  Come  this  way.    Hem !    Can't  you  see  me  J*' 

"  No." 

*'  Then  you  will  shortly-  I  am  afraid  to  turn  the  lamp,  which  now  sheds 
most  of  its  beams  away  from  the.  chapel.  You  can  be  guided  by  my  voice.  Be 
careful  of  the  steps  that  are  before  you." 

Duval,  guided  as  she  had  said  by  the  voice  of  the  Lady  Abbess,  walked  forward 
and  ascended  what  he  supposed  to  be  the  steps  of  the  altar.  In  a  few  moments 
she  held  him  by  the  arm,  as  she  said—* 

"  I  can  see  you  well  enough." 

"And  I  you  now,"  said  Duval.  " My  eyes  are  getting  accustomed  to  the 
obscurity  of  the  place.    Is  this  a  chapel  V' 

"  It  is,  I  find  that  you  can  see  that  much.  Speak  low  ;  for  although  I  have 
every  reason  to  suppose  that  I  have  removed  the  only  person  who  was  in  this 
place,  yet  it  is  impossible  that  I  can  be  quite  certain  upon  that  subject." 

"  Thank  you  for  the  caution,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "  I  will  hold  it  in  mind. 
And  now  will  you  tell  me  why  I  am  brought  here  ?" 

The  abbess  laughed  strangely,  as  she  said — • 

"  You  don't  tancy  it  is  to  say  your  prayers,  do  you  V* 

*'  Hardly  that,"  replied  Claude. 

*'  Well,  then,  it  is  that  you  may  be  enabled  to  follow  your  foe,  the  confessor, 
and  my  foe  likewise,  as  I  know  well  he  is.  In  order  to  get  to  the  vaults,  in 
which  Alicia  is  a  prisoner,  he  must  pass  through  this  chape!.    He  will  have  a 
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light,  as  a  thing  of  course,  and  that  will  enable  you  to  see  him,  and  follow  him. 
Wrapt  up  as  he  will  be  in  the  object  that  brings  him  here,  and  not  at  all  sus- 
pecting that  he  is  followed  by  you,  he  will  not  be  very  suspicious ;  but  still, 
despite  that,  1  advise  you  to  be  very  cautious,  as,  before  you  kill  hira,  I  wish 
you  to  hear  every  word  that  he  says  to  Alicia." 
*'  I  understand  you." 

"  Of  course  you  do.     Your  professional  experieaces  are  such  as  not  to  deaden 
your  conception  of  such  little  matters  as  these,  and  I  feel  quite  certain  that  you 
will  execute  what  you  undertake  with  due  discretion.    There  remains  now  but 
one  other  subject  to  settle." 
*' What  is  that,  madam?" 

"  How  do  you  propose  to  yourselif  to  take  the  life  of  the  confessor  ?  Are  you 
armed  ?" 

Duval  did  not  choose  to  tell  the  Lady  Abbess  that  he  was  amply  provided  with 
arms,  offensive  or  defensive ;  for  it  did  not  look  very  lawyer-like  to  be  in  such 
a  state  of  readiness  for  a  fray,  so  he  merely  said— 

"  I  think,  if  I  once  get  hold  of  him  by  the  throat,  that  he  will  find  a  very  con- 
siderable difficulty  in  getting  away  again." 
**  No— no,  that  will  not  do." 

**  Well,  madam,  I  am  open  to  any  suggestion  that  your  better  experience  may 
enable  you  to  make  to  me  upon  this  subject." 
"Take  this.'* 
"WhatisitJ" 

"  A  poniard.  It  will  not  fail  you,  you  may  depend.  I  think,  that  after  you 
have  heard  all  that  there  is  to  hear,  you  had  better  at  once  step  up  to  the  con- 
fessor and  leave  this  in  his  back," 

"  I  daresay  that  would  do."  -    : 

"  It  would  be  sure  to  do,  and  nothing  is  easier.    I  tell  you,  that  I  hate  the 

man,  and  must  and  will  be  rid  of  him.     I  shall  think  the  better  of  you  if  you 

aid  me  in  this  business  ;   but  it^  at  the  last  moment,  as  I  know  people  are  apt 

to  do,  you  falter  at  it,  I  will  do  it  myself  at  the  first  opportunity  that  offers." 

"  Make  yourself  easy,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "  1  will  dispose  of  the  con- 
fessor." 

Duval  made  this  promise  to  the  Lady  Abbess,  but  he  certainly  had  no  sort  of 
idea  of  carrying  it  out  in  the  way  she  dictated.  That  it  would  be  very  desirable 
to  get  the  confessor  out  of  the  way,  Duval  fully  felt;  but  he  shrank  from 
assassination,  and  left  it  to  good  fortune  to  point  out  some  other  mode  of  dis- 
posing of  the  very  pious  and  holy  Father  Garvey. 


CHAPTER  CCCLir. 

DX3VAL  FINDS  THE  WAY  TO  THE  VAULTS  OF  THE  CONVENT, 

The  dagger  with  which  the  Lady  Abbess  so  kindly  furnished  Claude  Duval 
for  the  destruction  of  the  confessor,  was,  in  good  truth,  a  most  murderous  wea- 
pon, and  Claude,  as  he  passed  his  hand  along  the  blade,  felt  that  it  would  very 
speedily,  indeed,  accomplish  the  object  of  the  Lady  Abbess's  even  in  the  most 
unskilled  hands. 

There  is  very  little  doubt  but  that  if  he  had  let  the  abbess  know  how  very 
much  averse  he  was  to  the  use  of  such  an  implement,  she  would  not  have  been 
at  all  particular  about  giving  him  a  taste  of  it ;  but  Claude  Duval  took  care  to 
keep  that  state  of  things  to  himself. 

It  did  not  take  him  much  trouble  to  thoroughly  understand  the  abbess.  She 
was  one  of  those  women  of  wicked  passions,  who  have  always  some  friend  and 
lover  for  the  time  being,  but  who  are  always  ready  to  throw  him  aside  for  a  new 
,j   one  who  might  strike  her  fancy  at  the  moment. 

jr~:g-y  . _ 
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I     The  death  of  the  old  lover  was,  then,  the  very  best  and  most  ready  mode 
of  disposing  of  him  ;  and  what  so  politic  as  to  employ  the  new  one  upon  such 
I  an  enterprise  ? 

It  was  very  probable  that  Father  Garvey  might  have  disposed  of  his  predecessor, 
I  and,  no  doubt,  he  would  have  had  much  less  scruples  about  the  mode  of  doing 
I  so  than  Duval  had. 

j      The  little  conversation  that  had  taken  place  between  Duval  and  the  abbess 
was  conducted  in  very  rapid  whispers,  so  that  it  did  not  take  long  in  coming  to 
j  an  end,  and  then  the  abbess  said  to  him— 

j  *' Now,  you  quite  understand  me.  When  you  have  done  all  that  you  have  to 
do,  you  can  come  to  me  in  my  own  room  ;  or  suppose  I  say,  that  I  will  be  waiting 
for  you  in  the  corridor  through  the  two  secret  doors  ?" 

*'  That  will  do,"  said  Claude,  "  provided  I  can  find  the  doors." 
"  That  you  will  do  easily,  knowmg  the  position  of  them.    There  is  yondcir 
lamp  which  you  can  take  possession  of,  as  it  will  aid  you  on  your  return.    Here 
ia  the  key  that  I  before  gave  you." 

"  A  thousand  thanks.  And  now,  madam,  I  beg  that  you  will  consider  your 
orders  as  obeyed  to  the  letter." 

"  Be  it  so." 

The  abbess  glided  away  like  a  ghost,  but  where  she  went  to  Claude  could  not 
in  the  obscurity  of  the  chapel  take  upon  himself  to  say:  He  thought  in  his  own 
soind,  that  it  was  highly  probable  she  had  some  other  mode  of  getting  to  her  own 
apartment  than  by  the  secret  doors  leading  to  the  corridor. 

Situated  as  he  now  was,  Duval  became  perfectly  alive  to  the  slightest  sound 
which  should  be  indicative  of  the  approach  of  the  confessor.  He  had  a  fear  that 
Father  Garvey  might  glide  into  the  chapel,  and  pass  out  again  without  being  seen, 
and  that  made  him  so  anxious,  that  he  started  at  the  slightest  noise  that  occurred 
within  the  convent. 

This  state  of  things  lasted  a  considerable  time,  till  a  strange  rattling  kind  of 
gound  came  upon  Claude's  ears,  which  for  a  few  moments  rather  confused  him, 
till  the  idea  occurred  to  him  that  it  was  rain  upon  the  roof  of  the  chapel.  By 
listening  intently,  he  thought,  too,  that  he  could  hear  the  roaring  of  wind  among 
the  trees  in  the  convent  garden. 

*•  A  rough  night,"  thought  Claude. 

Like  a  star  amid  the  obscurity  of  the  chapel,  Duval  suddenly  saw  a  faint  light 
at  the  farther  end  of  it,  and  he  crouched  down  upon  the  steps  of  the  altar,  to 
watch  its  progress. 

Slowly  marching  up  one  of  the  aisles  came  a  dim  figure,  the  outlines  of  which 
were  so  very  indistinct,  that  Duval  could  not  take  upon  himself  to  say  whether 
it  was  the  confessor  or  not ;  but  he  was  soon  satisfied. 

As  the  figure  approached,  the  star-like  light  that  it  carried  shed  a  dim  radiance 
around  it,  and  then  as  it  once  paused,  and  the  little  flame  of  the  hand-lamp  was 
allowed  to  steady  itself,  it  burnt  much  more  clearly,  and  Father  Garvey,  attired  in 
his  gown,  with  the  cowl  partially  drawn  over  his  face  and  head,  stood  revealed  to 
the  gaze  of  Duval 

It  appeared  by  the  attitude  of  the  confessor,  that  he  was  listening  to  the  sounds 
that  were  indicative  of  a  storm  without. 

During  the  few  moments  that  he  did  so  pause,  Claude  Duval  had  a  good  look 
about  the  chapel,  as  well  as  at  the  priest,  for  the  light  that  Father  Garvy  carried 
each  moment  burnt  with  a  clearer  flame. 

The  convent  chapel  was  in  good  truth  a  rather  gorgeous  place.  The  appoint- 
ments were  all  in  the  highest  style  of  florid  gothic  art,  and  from  the  glance  that 
he,  Duval,  took  at  the  altar  that  was  close  to  him,  he  could  see  that  it  was  quite 
a  blaze  of  gold  and  velvet. 

Duval,  however,  wa&  too  anxious  to  look  well  at  the  confessor,  and  to  watch 
him  and  his  movements,  to  waste  much  time  in  studying  the  appointments  of  the 
chapel,  although  he  would  have  been  well  pleased  to  have  done  so. 
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After  muttering  something  to  himself,  as  the  wind  roared  and  shrieked  over 
the  chapel  roof,  the  confessor  glanced  at  his  lamp,  and  came  slowly  on. 

Claude  was  afraid  that  he  was  on  the  point  of  coming  up  the  steps  of  the  altar 
to  the  very  spot  where  he  stood,  and  he  thought  it  desirable  to  creep  behind  the 
altar ;  but  before  he  could  accomplish  that  movement  the  coQfessor  turned  aside, 
and  walked  up  to  a  portion  of  the  wall  of  the  aisle. 
Duval  watched  him  anxiously. 

The  confessor  placed  the  lamp  upon  a  little  bracket  that  was  fastened  to  the 
wall,  and  then  Claude  heard  a  rattling  sound,  like  that  which  might  be  produced 
by  a  key  in  a  lock,  and  then  in  a  very  mysterious  kind  of  way  the  confessor 
suddenly  disappeared,  and  all  was  darkness  in  the  chapel,  save  a  faint  kind  of 
reflected  halo,  that  came  from  the  spot  where  the  confessor  had  so  suddenly  and 
strangely  disappeared. 

Deeply  interested  at  all  this,  and  fearful  of  losing  sight  altogether  of  Father 
Garvey,  Claude  crept  forward  as  noiselessly  as  he  possibly  could  towards  the  place 
and  then  he  soon  got  a  solution  of  the  apparent  mystery. 

The  bracket  upon  which  Father  Garvey  had  placed  his  lamp  was  fastened  to  a 
small  iron  door  which  he  had  opened,  so  that  by  the  act  of  opening  it  the  lamp, 
had  been  carried  inwards  with  the  door,  as  that  was  the  way  it  moved. 

The  confessor  himself  was  just  upon  the  threshold  or  the  top  of  a  small^ 
narrow  flight  of  stairs,  as  Duval  afterwards  saw,  and  was  in  an  attitude  of  listen* 
ing  intently  with  his  band  up  to  his  left  ear. 

A  Corinthian  column  that  was  close  at  hand,  and  which  formed  one  of  thf 
supports  to  the  arched  and  richly  ornamented  roof  of  the  chapel,  now  afforded  ifa : 
Claude  Duval  a  very  convenient  place  of  hiding  in,  and  by  just  peeping  round 
its  convexity  a  little  he  could  watch  the  proceedings  of  the  priest. 

After  listening  in  this  way  for  any  sound  that  might  come  up  from  the  sub- 
terranean  passage  beneath  the  chapel,  the  confessor  put  his  head  out  into  the  sacred 
building  again,  and  listened  for  about  the  space  of  a  minute  in  that  direction. 

To  hear  more  acuteiy  he  had  thrown  the  cowl  back  from  over  his  head  and 
face,  and  as  the  rays  of  the  lamp  fell  upon  him,  Claude  Duval  had  a  good  view 
for  once  in  the  way  of  the  undisguised  features  and  aspect  of  a  man  who  pro- 
bably never,  except  by  such  an  accident,  was  seen  by  human  eyes  unless  he  was 
playing  a  part  that  was  pleasing  to  his  real  feelings. 

Such  an  expression  of  frightful,  satyr-like  sensuality  upon  the  face  of  any 
human  being  Claude  had  never  seen.  The  low  forehead— the  thick  lips— the 
strange,  rolling  eyes,  and  the  general  expression  of  the  priest's  face,  were  those 
that  are  given  in  some  of  the  paintings  of  the  old  masters  to  the  grinning 
heads  that  are  represented  peeping  through  clefts  of  trees,  or  peering  down  far 
amid  masses  of  luxuriant  foliage  at  some  nymph  reposing,  and  seeking  a  bath 
in  some  refreshing  stream  in  the  depths  of  a  forest. 

Claude  Duval  shuddered  to  look  at  the  man,  who,  by  the  ignorant  and  the 
bigotted,  was,  no  doubt,  esteemed  quite  a  holy  person. 

But  here  we  would  not  have  our  readers  mistake  us,  and  suppose  that  in 
recording  the  fact  that  Father  Garvey,  who  lived  some  hundred  years  ago, 
was  a  real  type  of  the  Catholic  priesthood.  On  the  contrary,  we  believe,  and  we 
know  that  there  are  many  highly  intellectual  and  excellent  men  belonging  to  that 
fraternity  ;  but  what  we  do  mean  to  show  is,  that  the  conventual  system  per- 
mitted the  existence  of  such  men  as  the  confessor,  and  of  such  woman  as  the 
abbess. 

Having  satisfied  himself  that,  beyond  the  sound  of  the  rain  upon  the  roof  of 
the  chape!,  all  was  still,  the  confessor  turned  again,  and  taking  the  lamp  off  the 
bracket,  he  descended  a  few  steps  further,  so  as  to  be  clear  of  the  door,  and  then 
closed  it. 
A  double  darkness  seemed  to  fall  upon  the  chapel. 

This  was  a  state  of  things,  of  course,  which  was  not  at  all  calculated  to  frus- 
trate Duval's  views,  so  he  at  once  stepped  forward  and  felt  for  the  key-hole  of  the 


)L 


143  6  GENTLEMAN  JACK. 


litUe  iron  door.     For  a  few  moments  he  was  rather  puzzled  to  find  it,  ais  aloose  " 
piece  of  ornamental  iron  hung  over  it ;  but  as  he  felt  that  yield  to  his  touch,  he 
guessed  at  once  that  it  was  only  a  shield  to  the  key-hole,  and  in  another  moment 
he  was  carefully  trying  the  key  that  the  lady   abbess  had  given  him  in  the 
lock. 

A  pang  of  disappointment  came  across  the  mind  of  Claude,  as  he  found  that 
the  key,  instead  of  opening  the  door  for  him,  turned  round  and  round  in  the 
lock  without  exercising  the  slightest  influence  on  it.  At  the  moment,  he  forgot 
that  it  was  a  master-key  that  he  had  with  a  set  of  wards  at  each  end  of  it ;  but 
it  was  only  for  a  moment  that  this  lapse  of  memory  took  place,  and  then  he 
rapidly  turned  the  key. 

The  lock  yielded  in  a  moment,  and  the  little  iron  door  opened. 
'    Claude  Duval  now  felt  all  the  necessity  of  caution  for  more  reasons  than  one. 
In  the  first  place,  Father  Garvey  was,  no  doubt,  perfectly  acquainted  with  all 
the  intricacies  of  that  underground  portion  of  the  convent ;  and   so,  if  he  bad 
any  suspicions  that  he  was  watched,  might  easily  elude  him,  Claude. 

in  the  second  place,  if  he  were  only  once  to  discover  that  his  visit  to  Alicia 
was  found  out  by  the  man  whom  he  believed  to  be  his  enemy,  there  was  no 
knowing  but  he  might  take  tha  life  of  the  innocent  young  girl  to  avenge 
himself.  '        - 

For  these  reasons,  Claude  Duval  was  as  cautious  as  it  was  possible  for  afiy 
human  being  to  be,  as  he  proceeded  upon  the  ticklish  and  somewhat  perilous 
adventure. 

Even  as  father  Garvey  bad  projected  his  head  from  the  narrow  passage  on 
the  other  side  of  the  secret  door  to  listen  in  the  chapel,   so  did   Claude  Duyal 
project  his  head  from  the  chapel  to  listen  in  the  secret  passage. 
All  was  still. 

A  new  dread,  however,  soon  came  over  the  heart  of  Claude  Duval,  and  that 
Tvas,  the  possibility  that,  while  he  was  being  so  over-cautious  in  listening  that 
the  priest  did  not  suspect  his  presence,  he,  Garvey,  might  reach  the  victim  of 
the  persecutions  of  the  convent,  and'torment  her  with  his  insolent  addresses, 
without  he,  Claude,  being  able,  amid  the  intricacies  of  the  place,  to  find  the 
cell. 

No  sooner  did  this  notion  find  a  home  in  the  heart  of  Duval,  than  he  hurried 
forward  at  once  after  the  confessor. 

Two  steps  from  the  entrance  to  that  mysterious  region  there  commenced  a 
flight  of  stairs— so  narrow  and  so  steep  were  those  stairs,  that  only  one  person 
could  descend  with  anything  like  .ease  at  a  time,  and  that  one  required  to  be 
specially  careful  how  he  went  on  lest  he  should  slip  from  the  narrow  step  he  trod 
upon,  in  which  case,  the  probability  of  his  falling  all  the  way  was  very  strong, 
indeed. 

Claude  was  very  careful ;  but  he  had  the  disadvantage  of  being  la  the  dark, 
so  that  he  shuddered  with  a  "strange  sort  of  dread  as  he  went  step  by  step  down 
there,  as  it  were,  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  and  still  found  no  termination  to 
the  steps. 

He  regretted  much  that  he  had  not  begun  to  count  the  steps  from  the  top ; 
l)Ut  now  it  was  too  late  "to  do  so,  and  the  idea  of  going  back  for  such  an  object 
as  that  was  not  to  be  thought  of. 

Down,  fstili  down  went  Duval,  till  he  made  sure  that  some  fifty  feet  at  least 
had  been  descended  from  the  level  of  the  chapel  floor,  and  then  he  felt  that  he 
was  no  longer  on  the  stone  steps  that  .he  had  wished  so  devoutly  at  an  end. 

He  drew  a  long  breath  of  relief. 
S^  "  At  last,"  he  whispered  to  himself—*'  at  last  I  have  reached  the  foot  of  this 
staircase  ;  but  where  is  the  confessor?" 

That  was,  indeed,  a  question,  for  the  place  in  which  Claude  Duval  now  found 
j{    himself  was  profoundly  dark,  and  no  confessor  was  to  be  found  at  hand. 
i)       The  floor  was  evidently  of  earth  merely.  No  doubt  it  was  hammered  down  hard 
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and  fiat  ;  but  still  it  was  on^y  earth.  The  air  was  very  cold,  ar.d  at  .,5he  same  time 
there  was  a  strange  sickly  odour  about  it  that  laid  hold  of  ihe  sensei  of  Duval, 
and  seemed  lo  deprive  hira  of  one  half  his  strength. 

"  If  one  should  chance  now,"'  lie  thought,'  "  to  faint  in  such  a  place  as  this, 
there  would  be  no  further  hope.  Death  would  be  certain.  1  must  not  think  of 
such  horrors." 

By  an  effort  Claude  shook  off  the  strange  feelings  that  were  crowding  about 
his  htart,  and  he  lislened  inlenty. 
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CHAPTER  CCCLIir. 

THE   HOEROUS    OF  THE    CONVENT   VAULTS   TRANSCEND    CLAUDE's    IMAGINATION. 

As  Claude  Duval,  in  a  crouching  attitude  at  the  foot  ot  the  long  dreary  stairs, 
listened  for  any  sound  that  mjght  enable  him  to  guess  the  whereabouts  of  tne 
priest,  he  suddenly  heard  a  pattering  kind  of  noise. 

At  first  he  could  not  make  out  what  it  could  mean  ;  but  as  he  listened  he  felt 
convinced  that  it  was  the  fall  of  water  from  some  great  height  in  drops  into 
some  pool  that  it  had  formed. 

f  That  afforded  him  no  indication  of  the  way  which  the  confessor  had  taken, 
and  he  was  about,  with  the  hope  that  chance  might  direct  him,  to  proceed 
cautiously  forward,  when  there  came  a  rushing  sound,  and  he  felt  something 
pass  over  his  feet. 

Some  unmistakable  squeaks  from  rats  engaged  in  a  fight  with  each  other 
convinced  him  that  what  the  abbess  had  said  of  the  reptile  inhabitants  of  that 
region  was  by  no  n?eans  an  overdrawn  picture. 

And  yet,  much  as  Duval  detested  those  creatures  about  him,  he  felt  it  almost 
a  relief,  amid  the  stern  solitude  of  that  place,  to  find  aught  in  the  shape  of  life 
there. 

'*  I  will  proceed,  "  he  said  to  himself.  "  Surely  I  shall  hear  something  of  the 
confessor.     This  place  cannot  be  so  very  large." 

At  that  moment  there  came  a  dim  flash  of  light  on  the  scene,  and  from  a  lon^ 
vaulted  passage  to  the  left  of  where  he  stood,  Claude  heard  the  sound  of  hasty 
footsteps. 

The  light  increased  each  moment  in  power. 

That  tb'is  was  Father  Garvey,  for  some  reason  or  another,  on  his  return  to  that 
spot,  Duval  could  not  for  a  moment  doubt ;  and  as  he  did  not  wish  just  then  to 
encounter  the  priest,  he  glanced  around  him  for  some  place  of  shelter 

The  vaulted  passage  along  which  the  confessor  was  coming,  went  past  the  enci 
of  the  staircase,  and  so  right  on  into  an  obscurity  which  Claude  could  nor 
penetrate  with  his  eyes. 

Upon  rather  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  than  from  any  reflection  that  that 
■would  be  the  best  thing  he  could  do,  Claude  ran  down  the  darkest  portion  of  the 
passage,  and  finding  that  there  were  small  gothic  doors  upon  each  side,  he  pushed 
at  one  cf  them. 

The  door  gave  way,  and  Duval  fell  headlong  down  a  height  of  about  three  feet, 
on  to  what  felt  like  damp  straw. 

Fearful  that  the  noise  of  his  fall  might  alarm  the  confessor,  Duval  would  not 
move,  but  he  listened  with  all  the  intensity  in  his  power  for  any  sound  that 
might  enlighten  him  as  to  the  state  of  affairs  in  the  passage  he  had  left. 

The  gothic  door  that  Duval  had  pushed  open,  and  then  fallen  through,  was  not 
above  twenty  paces  from  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  so  that  when  the  confessor  passed 
at  that  lat'er  point  with  his  light,  a  faint  ray  or  two  of  it  found  its  way  to  where 
Claude  lay. 

By  that  faint  ray,  he  could  just  see  that  he  was  in  a  little  vaulted  apartment 
about  twelve  feet  square,  and  that  there  was  a  wide  bench  in  one  corner  on  which 
was  standing  a  jug,  and  a  piece  of  stale  bread  ;  the  floor  was  covered  with  straw 
in  a  very  scanty  manner;  the  place  had  evidently  been  used  as  a  prison  for  s  ^me 
unfortunate.  The  confessor  either  heard,  or  fancied  he  heard  some  noise,  and  pro- 
ceeded cautiously  to  look  all  around  him,  holding  the  lamp  in  his  hand  above  his 
head,  and  endeavouring  to  pierce  the  'gloom  that  reigned  in  that  place.  He 
approached  the  passage  which  Claude  had  just  traversed,  and  began  to  exam'ne 
the  cells  in  a  very  cautious  manner,  and  if  he  had  continued  his  search  as  he  began 
it,  without  d  oubt  he  must  have  found  Duval ;  but   he  did  not. 

"I  certainly  heard  the  noise  ot   something  like  a  heavy  body  falling;  but 
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perhaps  it  was  some  of  the  old  plaster  giving  way.     I  do  not  like  searching 
these  vaults,"  he  said. 

As  he  spoke,  he  turned  slowly  round;  and  Claude  saw,  or  fancied  that  he  saw 
him  tremble  as  he  did  so. 

"  The  fellow  is  a  coward,  after  all,"  thought  Duval. 

"  I  am  certain  I  heard  some  sound  from  here,"  added  the  priest ;  "  and  yet, 
what  or  who  could  it  possibly  be  ?  Not  the  abbess,  surely  ?  and  she  and  I  only 
cou'd  visit  these  places  at  such  an  hour  as  this." 

With  a  wild  rush,  a  whole  legion  of  large  grey  rats  now  darted  past  the  con- 
fessor, and  fled  screeching  and  squalling  along  another  passage  to  the  right. 

"  Curses  on  the  vermin  !"  he  said.  "  So  it  was  the  rats,  after  all,  that  once 
more  have  filled  me  with  fears  in  this  place  ?  If  I  c^me  oftener,  which,  thank 
the  fates,  I  do  not,  I  suppose  I  should  get  a  little  used  to  them.  Confound  them  ! 
Well,  well,  it  was  better  to  come  back  and  know  what  it  really  was  before  I  went 
to  the  cell  of  Alicia." 

With  these  words,  the  confessor  slowly  moved  towards  the  direction  from 
whence  he  came. 

As  he  went,  Duval  could  still  hear  him,  amid  the  intense  silence  of  that  place, 
muttering  to  himself— 

"  Yes  ;  she  shall  be  mine — mine  only !  We  never  yet  had  in  our  power  withia 
these  walls  any  one  to  be  compared  to  her  in  beauty.  It  is  wonderful — wonder- 
ful !" 

Claude  scrambled  out  of  the  dungeon,  the  floor  of  which  was  so  much  lower 
than  the  passage  which  led  to  it. 

*'  Js  it  wonderful  ?"  he  said  to  himself.  "  I  will  let  j'ou  find  out  that  there  is 
something  more  wonderful,  still,  in  the  whole  proceeding  than  the  beauty  of 
Alicia.  I  feel  quite  obliged  to  the  rats  for  making  disturbance  enough  to  bring 
the  holy  father  back  again  to  this  spot,  for  now  I  can  with  ease  follow  him." 

Nothing  could  be  easier,  now,  guided  by  the  light  that  Father  Garvey  carried, 
for  Claude  Duval  to  follow  him  along  the  narrow  passage  he  was  pursuing. 

It  was  astonishing  now  with  what  complete  security  the  confessor  seemed  to 
proceed.  The  discovery  that  it  was  the  rats  that  had  made  all  the  noise  appeared 
so  completely  to  satisfy  him,  that  it  is  doubtful  if  anything  but  a  human  voice 
would  now  have  had  the  effect  of  inducing  him  to  turn  his  head. 

This  was  all,  eo  far,  in  Claude's  favour. 

The  passage  was  about  sixty  feet  in  length,  and  then  it  suddenly  widened  out 
into  a  large  gloomy  looking  vaulted  apartment,  which  was  some  thirty  or  forty 
feet  across  it  in  one  direction,  that  is  to  say,  opposite  to  the  end  of  the  passage, 
while  right  and  left  it  was  quite  lost  in  the  darkness,  so  wide  was  it  in  both  of 
those  directions. 

The  confessor  paused. 

Claude  Duval  now  hoped  that  his  perseverance  In  following  Father  Garvey 
would  be  crowned  with  success,  for  it  was  evident  the  priest  was  near  to  the 
cell  he  meant  to  visit. 

Turning  round  slowly  the  confessor  held  up  the  light,  and  took  a  keen  glance 
around  him.     Then  he  muttered — 

!'  So  !  this  is  the  place  that  they  all  shudder  at,  and  pretend  is  haunted— 
haunted  with  the  spirits  of  the  nuns  and  the  novices  who  have  here  come  by 
death,  and  of  tlje  children  who  have  perished  in  the  Well.  Haunted!  Ha!  I 
fear  not  these  idle  tales  of  superstition,  not  I." 

A  deep  groan  sounded  audibly  from  out  of  the  intense  darkness;  tut  whether 
it  came  from  the  right  or  from  the  left  Duval  could  not  say. 

The  confessor  appeared  to  be  equally  unable  to  fix  the  locality  of  the  sound, 
for  he  looked  about  him  rather  wildly,  and  then  uttered  a  cry  of  terror  as  he 
sunk  almost  to  the  damp  floor,  and  trembled  excessively. 

"Serves  you  right,"  thought  Duval.  "  The  more  frightened  such  a  rascal 
as  you  are  the  better." 
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"  Vv^hat  was  it  1— what  was  it  ?"  said  the  confessor  in  a  thick  and  husky 
whisper.     "  I  thought  I  heard  a  something.     Oh,  what  was  it  i" 

All  was  still  again  as  the  grave. 

"No — no!''  he  added,  "it  was  only  imagination,  or  the  rats  again— 
yes,  the  rats  again.  Oh,  fool — fool  that  i  am  to  allow  myself  to  be  thus  played 
upon  by  my  over-acute  senses.     It  is  nothing — oh,  it  is  nothing!" 

He  rose  to  his  feet  again,  and  looked  rather  anxiously  at  the  lamp,  which 
was  burning  but  dimly. 

"It  is  the  bad  air  here,"  he  muttered,  "that  affects  the  flame  of  the  lamp.  I 
wi'l  go  to  the  cell  of  Alicia  at  once.  I  must  take  her  out  of  this  place,  for  it  is 
paying  too  dear  a  piice  even  for  her  sweet  society  to  visit  her  here." 

Again  the  dismal  groan  came  upon  the  dusky  air. 

The  confessor  did  not  utter  any  cry  this  time ;  but  he  shrunk  back,  and 
Claude  could  see  his  eyes  glaring  into  the  obscurity  far  away  to  the  right  of 
where  he  stood. 

"  The  well — the  well !"  he  said.  "  Surely  it  comes  from  the  v?ell.  No — no  ! 
Death  only  is  there.  This  place  should  be  still  as  death,  for  what  is  it  but  one 
great  grave  ?" 

With  a  shuddering  horror  the  priest  now  looked  about  him,  and  then  passing 
his  disengaged  hand  across  his  brow,  he  muttered — 

•'  Let  me  think — oh,  let  me  think.  What  other  inhabitant  of  this  gloomy 
region  is  there  beside  Alicia  ?" 

After  a  few  moments'  thought  he  exclaimed — 

"  Ob,  fool  that  I  am  to  forget  !  the  young  girl  from  Ostend  is  here,  to  be 
sure — she  who  would  not  consent  to  receive  the  fond  embraces  of  the  Prior  of  St. 
Mary's.  Ah,  yes,  how  could  I  forget !  She  is  but  a  child,  too,  to  utter  such  groans 
as  that.     Her  cell  is  yonder,  and  she  is  left  to  perish,  I  suppose." 

The  confessor  seemed  now,  as  he  looked  in  the  direction  of  the  cell  he  men- 
tioned, to  be  consulting  a  little,  but  the  result  was  what  might  have  been  expected, 
for  with  a  toss  of  his  head,  he  said,  suddenly — 

"Well,  let  her  perish  ;  Alicia  engages  ray  attention  now  ;  and,  besides,  there  is 
no  comparison  between  then,  and  there  would  be  just  as  much  trouble  with  one 
of  them  as  with  the  other." 

With  this  speech  the  pious  man  strode  onwards  down  towards  the  deep  gloom 
that  lay  to  the  left  of  where  be  had  been  standing  and  lookmg  about  him. 

"  You  scoundrel,"  thought  Duval,  "  I  will  follow  you  now  for  the  sake  of 
Alicia ;  but  I  am  glad  you  have  given  me  information  that  there  is  another  victim 
in  this  place,  for  before  I  leave  it  I  will  rescue  her  likewise." 

Never  had  Claude  Duval  felt  greater  satisfaction  at  the  prospect  of  the  good  that 
he  might  do  in  the  carrying  out  of  any  of  his  adventures  than  he  did  now  at 
the  idea  that  by  coming  to  the  convent  to  save  Alicia  he  might  be  the  means  of 
likewise  snatching  another  human  being  from  the  terrible  fate  that  awaited  her. 

Following  the  confessor,  now,  rightly  but  silently,  and  being  himself  in  the 
deep  shadow  of  the  place,  while  Father  Garvey  was  plainly  visible  by  the  lamp 
that  he  carried,  Claude  saw  him  at  length  pause  at  a  portion  of  the  wall  of  the 
open  space. 

That  open  space,  to  which  the  narrow  vaulted  passage  had  led,  deserves 
something  like  a  description. 

•  Imagine  a  space  of  about  thirty  feet  in  one  direction  and  in  the  other  of  more 
than  a  hundred.  The  floor  is  partly  earth,  beaten  very  hard,  and  partly  covered 
with  flat  red  tiles.  The  roof  is  somewhere  about  twenty-five  feet  in  height.  In 
fact,  this  place  was  as  nearly  as  possible  under  the  floor  of  the  chapel. 

Around  the  walls  appeared  at  intervals  low  arched  gothic  doors,  and  it  was  to 
one  of  these  that  the  confessor  now  directed  his  attention,  and,  no  doubt,  there 
"was  the  cell  of  Alicia. 

The  heart  of  Claude  beat  rapidly. 

"  Now,"  he  thought,  "I  shall  indeed,  knowing  where  this  fair  young  creature 
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is  impriaoneci,  have  a  chanca  of  rescuir.g  her  from  priestly  t;,'ranny  -a  chance  do 
i  say  ?     Oh,  I  will  take  such  spocidl  care  that  it  shall  be  a  certaiaty  " 

The  confessor  now  rattled  his  key  in  the  lock  of  the  cell  door,  but  it  was  hard 
to  open,  ani  he  had  to  place  his  lamp  upon  the  floor  before  he  could  manage  to 
tura  the  kev,  since  it  required  the  strength  of  both  his  hands  to  do  so. 

Then  it  was  evident  he  was  very  careful,  lest  he  should  defeat  his  own  intei- 
tions,  and  break  the  key  in  the  lock,  so  that  it  was  about  h.^lf  a  rainuie  of  sus- 
pense both  to  him  and  to  Claude  Duval  before  the  harsh  grating  sound  of  th'? 
rusty  wards  of  tiie  lock,  as  they  yielded  to  the  power  of  the  key,  came  upon  their 
ear'. 

"  Done  at  last,"  said  the  confessor. 

He  stooped  arid  picked  up  the  lamp  from  the  floor  before  he  opened  the  door 
of  the  cell,  and  then,  with  his  right  hand  he  opened  it  wide,  and  holding  up  the 
lamp,  he  cried  — 

"  Girl  !  girl  !     Are  you  here  ?     Speak  !" 

"  Mercy  !"  cried  a  faint  voice. 

"  Good,"  said  the  confessor,  "  good,"  and  he  at  once  crossed  the  threshold  of 
the  cell. 


CHAPTER  CCCLIV. 

FATHER    GARVEY    FINDS    AFFAIRS    ANYTHING    BUT  PLEASANT. 

In  one  moment,  Claude  Duval  was  at  the  door  of  the  cell  ia!o  which  Father 
Garvey  had  stepped,  with  such  a  feeling  in  his  miad  of  perfect  security  from  all 
interception. 

The  door  had  partially  closed  after  the  priest,  so  thaf  it  only  remained  open 
about  six  inches,  but  that  was  all  the  better  for  Duval,  as  in  the  darkness  he 
could  stand  close  toil  and  look  into  the  cell,  without  much  chance  of  being  seeu 
by  the  confessor. 

And  after  all,  now.  Du/al  did  not  a  great  deal  care  whether  he  was  seen  or  not, 
for  he  had  accomplished  the  principal  object  of  his  visit  to  that  underground  region 
in  finding  out  where  Alicia  was  imprisoned,  and  beyond  a  litlld  curiosity  to- 
know  what  the  holy  father  might  want  ^to  say  to  Alicia,  he  had  nothing  to  do- 
now  but  to  lay  ho'd  of  him,  and  dispose  of  htm,  not  as  the  lady  abbess  had  in- 
tended, but  in  some  way  that  would  at  all  events  keep  him  out  of  harm's-way  for 
a  time. 

The  cell  in  almost  every  respect  v/as  like  the  other  one  in  which  Claude  had 
been.     If  possible,  it  vi^as  a  trifli.'  smaller,  and  the  roof  was  a  little  lower. 

7'he  lamp  that  the  priest  carrie.l  was  ample  light  for  such  a  small  place,  so 
that  everythmg-in  it  was  as  clearly  visible  as  possible,  so  that  Duval  had  no 
difficuliy  whatever  in  being  a  spectator  of  all  that  occurred. 

Oh,  how  little  did  the  teriified  and  agonized  Alicia  dream  that  almost^ 
within  arm's  length  of  her  was  such  a  protector  as  Claude  Duval! 

In  the  farther  corner  of  the  cell  there  was  Alicia — pale  as  death  itself,  and  half 
reposing  upon  some  straw  that  was  on  the  floor.  Tne  beautiful  young  creature- 
held  out  both  her  hands  as  though  their  weak  force  would  be  sufficient  to  keep 
from  her  the  confessor,  and  there  was  upon  her  face  an  expression  of  the  most 
terrible  dread. 

The  priest  looked  at  her  in  silence  for   some  moments,  and  then  in   a  thick,  ■ 
husky  voice,  he  said — 

"  Girl !  why  do  you  regard  me  with  such  looks  V 

"  Oil  !  have  mercy  !" 

"  Mercy  >.  W  hat  have  I  done  that  you  should  doubt  my  mercy  ?  Why  am 
I  here  ?     Of  course  1  come  to  save  you." 

"  To  save  me  ?" 

•'  Most  assuredly.     Do  you  think  that  I  could,  by  any  possibility,  permit  the 
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abbess  to  murder  you  ?     Do  you  think  that  I,  a  man,  could  feel  towards  you  as 
an  angry  woman  wouW  ?" 

'•  I  do  not  understand  you,"  said  Alicia.    "  If  your  words  are  not  a  mockery 
—if  you  comprehend  theTn  in  the  same  sense  that  I  do,  you  will  let  me  go  forth 
from  this  dreadful  place," 
"  Well,  and  why  not?" 
*'  Can  I  hope  so  much  ?" 
•*  It  is  just  what  I  came  for." 
"  Oh,  I  will  bless  you  if,  indeed,   you  have  repented  of  the  past  and   will 

restore  me  to  liberty — to  life " 

"  Tell  me  exactly  what  you  wish." 

"  Only  liberty.     All  I  wish  is  that  you  would  let  me  leave  the  convent.     Give 
me  leave  to  feel  that  I  am  free,  and  I  will  then  find  some  one  to   befriend  me. 
Place  me  in  any  street  in  London  that  you  like,  and  leave  me  to  my  own  fortunes.'" 
"  Indeed  !   Perhaps  you  would  change  your  religion  V 
*'  Religion  ?     Is  it  for  you  to  talk  of  religion  ?" 

*'  Certainly,  I  am  a  priest — but,  at  the  same  time,  I  am  a  man.  Do  you 
think  that  because  I  am  a  priest  I  have  neither  eyes  nor  other  senses  ?  Do  you 
thmk  that  because  I  am  a  priest  I  do  not  see  that  you  are  beautiful,  Alicia?" 

"  Then — then — "  again  she  moaned — "  oh,  is  this  keeping  your  promise  to  set 
me  free  ?     No — no,  it  is  the  old  talk." 

"  Silence  !  girl.  I  will  set  you  free  unknown  to  the  abbess — likewise  to  all  in 
the  conveat.  I  came  here  for  that  very  purpose.  You  shall  find  that  there  is 
one,  at  least,  who  will  not  let  you  pine  in  such  a  place  as  this." 

Alicia  only  looked  at  him  now,  but  she  made  no  reply  to  him.  She  had  too 
good  reason  to  doubt  the  sincerity  of  his  statements. 

"Listen,"  he  continued.    "  I  intend,  by  the  power  that  a  full  and  complete 
knowledge  of  this  place,  and  the  possession  of  a  key  which  will  open  all  its  seve- 
ral doors,  give  me,  to  take  you  out  of  the  convent  before  day  dawns." 
"  Can  this  be  possible  ?" 
*'  Yes,  upon  conditions." 
"  Conditions  ? — Oh,  what  conditions  ?"* 

"  You  shall  hear.    They  are  not  hard  ones — on  the  contrary,  they  are  such  as 
ought  to  present  themselves  to  you  in  the  most  delightful  and  glowing  colours." 
"  I  will  listen,"  said  Alicia,  sadly. 

"  For  some  time  past,"  said  the  confessor,  "  I  have  been  tired  of  my  residence 
in  England,  and  I  have  sent  letters  to  Rome  to  get  myself  removed  to  some  other 
country.  They  have  been  answered  to  the  effect,  that  if  I  so  liked,  I  might  take 
up  my  residence  at  Lisbon.  You,  no  doubt,  are  well  aware  that  that  city  abounds 
in  all  that  can  delight  the  senses.  The  climate  is  beautiful — the  wines  are  charm- 
ing— the  women  !— Hem  !  I  don't  mean  that;  but  I  mean  to  say  that  a  residence 
in  Lisbon  will  be  a  very  agreeable  change," 

•'Go,  then,"  said  Ahcia  ;  "and  take  my  prayers  with  you,  if  you  release  me 
before  your  departure  fiom  this  place." 

"  That  1  mean  to  do ;  for  upon  your  release  will  depend  my  departure  alto- 
gether." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you." 

"Pair  girl,  I  make  you  the  offer  of  being  the  companion  of  my  flight  to  Lisbon. 
When  there,  I  will  introduce  you  as  my  niece.  Most  priests  have  a  niece  ;  and 
nobody  is  so  ill-mannered  as  to  make  any  further  inquiries  about  such  a  person- 
age. Your  life  will  glide  away  in  tranquillity  and  pleasure.  What  say  you  ?  Is 
the  condition  a  hard  one  ?" 

"  It  is  such  a  one  that  I  cannot  express  my  indignation  at,    I  prefer  death  to 
such  degradation." 
"Indeed?" 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  and  I  now  only  pray  that  Heaven  will  take  me  to  itself,  and  save 
me  further  suffering." 
•'  Rash  girl,  you  know  not  what  you  say.    Beware !— oh,  beware  i" 
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"Of  what?  I  have  nothing  to  beware  of  but  the  wild  anger  of  the  abbess, 
■who  so  transgresses  the  commands  of  that  Heaven  she  affects  to  serve,  as  to  per- 
secute where  she  should  protect." 

"  It  is  not  of  the  abbess  that  I  bid  you  beware.'* 

"  Of  whom,  then  V 

*'  Of  me.     I  am  all-powerful !     I  tell  you,  girl,  you  are  at  my  mercy." 

"  Your  mercy  ?  That  is  a  quality  you  do  not  possess ;  so  it  cannot  come  into 
question." 

"Very  good,"  said  the  priest.     "Then  you  consent,  of  course.'"' 

"Never!" 

"  Pho  !  pho  !  You  see,  girl,  that  I  am  not  at  all  angry  at  this  little  coquetry 
on  your  part,  for  it  only  adds  a  zest  to  beauty,  as  sauce  does  to  some  delicate 
dish.  1  will  just  tell  you,  though,  what  would  be  your  fate  if  I  were  not  to  save 
you  frem  it." 

"  I  know  it." 

"  Oh,  no,  you  don't  Did  you  never  hear  of  the  well  ?— the  convent  well,  I 
mean  ?'' 

Alicia  shuddered.  She  had,  indeed,  heard  of  the  well,  for  the  old  nuns  had 
i  threatened  her  with  death  by  being  cast  down  it  frequently  upon  finding  that 
i  she  was  not  willing  to  consent  to  what  the  superior  desired  of  her. 

"You  need  not  answer  me,"  said  the  priest.  "  I  can  see  that  you  have 
heard  of  it." 

•'  If  death  is  to  be  my  fate,"  said  Alicia,  claspmg  her  hands  and  looking 
upward,  "  it  is  easier  and  better  than  the  degradation  to  which  you  would  coa- 
sign  me." 

"  Stop  a  bit ;  you  reckon  too  quickly.  The  abbess,  before  you  were  con- 
signed to  the  well,  would  amuse  herself  by  submitting  to  you  such  punishments 
that  you  would  vi'ish  for  any  death  to  escape  from  them  ;  and,  besides,  I  would 
ask  you  what  is  to  hinder  me  from  by  force  achieving  that  result  which  you  will 
not  from  love  accord  to  me  ?" 

"Oh,  Heaven  send  me  succour  now!" 

"Heaven?  Stuff!  Do  you  fancy  that  the  age  of  miracles,  if  there  ever  was 
one,  is  to  be  restored  specially  upon  your  account?  Why,  you  must  be  mad, 
girl." 

"  Still  I  have  a  hope  that,  as  Heaven  looks  down  into  this  dreary  cell,  and 
sees  the  danger  that  I  am  in,  something  will  yet  happen  to  aid  me — yes,  to 
deliver  me." 

"  Despair  of  any  such  circumstance ;  you  are  here  wholly  and  entirely  in 
my  power.  Your  cries — your  shrieks  would  not  be  heard  here  ;  or  if  they  did 
faintly  reach  the  ears  of  some  shrinking  nun,  she  would  but  cross  herself,  and 
with  a  prayer  to  the  Virgin  compose  herself  to  rest  again," 

"Is  there  no  humanity  in  this  place  ?" 

"No  ;  but  there  is  plenty  of  pietj'." 

Alicia  sobbed,  and  wrung  her  hands; 

"  Girl,"  added  the  confessor,  "  I  begin  to  perceive  that  you  are  now  awakening 
to  the  hopeless  character  of  your  position.  Surely  it  is  better  to  be  friends  than 
foes  with  me.  Come,  let  me  clasp  your  wondrous  beauty  in  these  arms.  1 
want  you  to  rain  soft  kisses  upon  my  lips — I  want  to  hear  you  tell  me 
that  you  love  me;  and  you  shall  do  so.  Resistance  is  all  in  vain.  You 
may  shriek — howl — pray,  or  rave  as  you  please,  but  still  you  are  mine,  and  mine 
only.     Ha  I  ha !     You  are  weak,  and  I  am  strong." 

'•  Help  1"  shrieked  Alicia. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,"  said  Claude  Duval,  as  he  stepped  into  the  cell  and  placed 
his  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  the  confessor — "  if  you  please,  sir,  I  beg  to  object 
to  this  little  proceeding." 

Had  a  thunderbolt  Suddenly  fallen  to  his  feet,  the  confessor  could  not  possibly 
have  been  more  thoroughly  confounded  than  he  was   at  this  most  unlooked-for 
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interruption.  It  so  staggered  him,  that  after  one  cry  of  surprise  and  fear,  he 
stood  like  a  man  turned  to  stone  for  a  few  moments. 

Tiie  har-d  of  Claude  Duval  was  still  upon  his  shoulder,  and  with  a  calrj,  keen 
look,  he  looked  into  the  face  of  the  audacious  priest. 

Poor  Alicia,  who  had  really  thought  that  her  last  hour  haJ  come,  for  to  out- 
live disgrace  was  a  thought  she  could  not  for  one  moment  entertain,  still  re- 
mained^upon  her  knees  in  the  corner  of  tha  cell,  and  with  her  avna?  upllfled  to 
Heaven,  appeared  to  implore  that  divine  mercy,  which  alone  could  save  her. 

Alicia,  fio  doubt,  at  this  moment,  could  not  conceive  that  the  la-s^yer,  and 
friend  of  the  lady  abbess,  as  she  thought  Claude  Duval  to  be,  could  possibly 
come  there  as  her  champion.  It  rather  appeared  to  her  at  that  moment  that 
his  appearance  was  part  of  the  plot  against  her  peace. 

This  state  of  quiet  into  which  the  confessor  was  thrown,  was  not  likely  to  last 
very  long.     It  was  but  the  calm  which  is  too  often  a  prelude  to  a  siorra. 


CHAPTER  CCCLV. 

CLAUD2   DUVAL  VISITS   HIS     FRIENDS,    AKD     ARUINGHS     A     PLAN     OF 
PROCEEDINGS, 

If  anything,  as  a  mental  faculty  and  exercise,  is  paid  more  attention  to  than 
another  with  the  Catholic  priesthood,  it  certainly  is  that  presence  of  mind  which, 
however  estimable  a  quality  it  may  be  in  some  situations,  may  in  others  be 
-denominated  nothing  but  brazen  impudence. 

The  holy  Father  Garvey  had  not  had  that  essential  portion  of  his  education 
neglected.  He  was  a  Jesuit!  That,  we  opine,  is  sufficient  evideaca  of  the 
-fact. 

But  the  circumstances  into  which  the  holy  man  of  God  was  now  thrown,  were 
quite  peiilous.  If  the  affair  had  been  one  of  an  ordinary  character,  he  might 
have  preserved  his  equanimity  ;  but  it  wilt  be  borne  in  mind,  that  his  passions 
were  concerned  in  the  matter  at  present  on  the  tapis,  so  nature  get  the  better 
of  the  force  of  education  and  culture,  and  wiih  a  howl  of  rage,  Father  Garvey 
awoke  from  the  sort' of  trance  that  had  come  over  him,  and  tuined  upon  his 
assailsnt.  t     i  q 

"  Wretch  !  Villain  !"  he  cried.  "  What  do  you  here  ?  But  why  do  I  ask  :"— 
why  need  I  ask?     This  shall  suffice." 

As  he  spoke,  he  drew  from  some  sheath  that  held  it  elevated,  so  that  the  han- 
■.die  was  towards  his  hand,  a  dagger  of  about  eight  inches  in  length.  It  was,  in 
truth,  c>  most  murderous  and  formidable  lookin^g  weapon. 

Making  a  strange  circular  movement  with  it  round  his  head  to  give  force  to 
the  blow,  he  aimed  it  at  the  neck  of  Claude  Duval,  with  the  full  intention  of 
despatching  him. 

It  was  well  for  Claude  that  he  was  quick  of  eye  and  agile  of  limb,  or  he  might 
there  and  then  have  fallen  beneath  the  steel  of  the  murderous  priest.  As  it  was, 
he,  with  an  agility  and  pracision  that  few  men  could  have  compassed,  caught  the 
descending  arm  of  the  confessor  by  the  wrist  and  gave  ifc  such  a  wrench,  that, 
witli  a  yell  of  pain,  tiie  would-be  assassin  dropped  the  dagger  to  the  floor  of  the 
cell.  ... 

"  Be  careful,"  said  Duval.  "  Another  such  attempt  will  cost  you  your  life, 
Do  you  understand  me?"  , 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  took  from  his  pocket  with  his  disengaged  hand  a  pistol,  and 
quite  heedless  of  the  confusion  he  created  among  the  teeth  of  the  confessor,  he 
dashed  the  barrel  right  into  his  mouth,  and  held  it  there. 

"  One  touch,"  added  Claude  with  the  same  imperturhjlble  calmness  with  whtcn 
he  had  spoken  all  along—"  one  touch  to  the  trigger  of  this  pistol,  and  your  braiaa 
are  scattered  on  yonder  wall.     How  do  you  like  the  prospect .'" 


CIAUPE    AT'  THE    TORTEr's   GATE    OF    UERHVHEAD    raiORt  , 


"Murc'er!" 

"  Oh,  no,  it  would  not  amount  to  murder.  If  ever  in  this  vvoi  Id  tiiere  could 
be  a  justifiable  homicide,  this  might  be  called  such." 

"  Mercy  !" 

"  Hold,  Sir  Priest !  How  dare  you,  who  knows  no  touch  of  such  a  god-like 
quality,  ask  for  mercy  ?" 

The  confessor  was  silent ;  but  a  fit  of  trembHng  now  took  possession  of  him, 
and  he  could  hardfyr  support  himself  upon  his  feet.  Fiom  that  raoinent  Duval 
saw  that  even  his  vindictive  spirit  was  for  the  time  broken  by  abject  fear, 
and  he  did  not  consider  that  there  was  anything  further  to  apprehend  from  the 
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confessor.     Taking  the  barrel  of  the  pistol  from  his  mouth,  then,  Duval  pointed 
to  the  opposite  corner  of  the  cell  to  that  where  Alicia  still  knelt,  and  in  a  voice 
of  command,  he  said  to  the  trembling  confessor— 
«'  Go  there." 

*'  Yes — yes.     What  do  you  mean  ?    Who  are  you  1" 

"Obey  me.     Kneel!     That  will  do.     If  you  value  your  life,  you  will  be  still." 

The  confessor  shrank  to  the  corner  of  the  cell  pointed  cut  by  Duval,  and  knelt 

down.     In  such  an  attitude  Claude  felt  that  it  was  not  very  likely  he  could   be 

suddenly  dangerous;  for  unless  he  had  fire-arms  it  would  be  quite  impossible 

for  him  to  make  any  aggressive  movement  unobserved. 

All  this  scene,  which  we  have  had  to  describe  in  its  details  at  some  length, 
happened  "  with  great  rapidity.  So  much  so,  indeed,  that  Alicia  had  scarcely 
time  to  ask  herself  if  it  could  be  possible  that  the  man  who  had  been  introduced 
to  her  by  the  abbess  as  the  agent  of  the  Beachem  family  could  really  be  her 
friend  or  not. 

The  panic  of  the  confessor,  and  the  whole  of  the  scene  that  had  taken  plac& 
between  him  and  the  attorney,  as  she  thought  Claude  Duval  to  be,  was  too  real 
and  natural  to  be  a  piece  of  acting,  and  she  had  looked  upon  the  latter  part  of 
the  affair  with  mute  wonder. 

Having,  though,  disposed  in  some  sort  of  the  priest,  Claude  Duval  at  once 
turned  to  Alicia,  and  said  to  her — 

"Alicia,  let  me  as  soon  as  possible  say  sufficient  to  you  to  induce  you  to 
trust  me.  I  am  your  friend— I  am  the  friend  of  Mr.  Field,  who  loves  you,  and 
my  errand  here  is  to  protect  and  to  save  you-" 

With  a  cry  of  joy,  Alicia  rose,  and  springing  forward,  she,  with  a  childish 
confidence  that  was  irresistibly  enchanting,  flung  herself  into  the  arms  of  Claude 
Duval. 

It  was  but  for  a  moment,  though,  that  the  extatic  feelings  of  the  young  girl  at: 
finding  Heaven  had  indeed  raised  her  up  a  friend  in  such  an  emergency  got  the- 
better  of  her  prudence  and  her  womanly  reserve.  She  disengaged  herself  from 
the  arras  of  Claude  Duval,  and  burst  into  tears. 

Claude  could  very  well  guess  the  state  of  feeling  that  she  had  now  fallen  into,.. 
and  with  all  the  delicate  courtesy  of  tone  that  he  knew  so  well  how  to  assume, 
he  said — 

"Alicia,  calm  your  fears.  You  may  well  imagine  that  I  am  one  who  can  be 
well  trused  by  your  lover,  .or  he  would  not  have  consented  to  allow  me  to  come 
upon  this  errand  alone.  Do  not  weep,  I  pray  ycu.  This  should  be  the  begin- 
ning of  joy,  pot  of  tears." 

"Oh,  yes — yes,  it  should  !"  she  sobbed  ;  "  but  when  the  poor  heart  is  full;  it 
must  find  relief  in  tears.  Save  me — oh,  save  me  from  that  dreadful  man,  and 
from  this  terrible  place.  Save  me,  and  I  will  prav  for  you,  and  bless  you  while 
I  live." 

"  Hush  !  All  shall  be  well.  But  you  must  have  a  little  patience,  yet,  Alicia, 
and  it  is  necessary  in  the  firt>t  place  to  get  rid  of  this  encumbrance." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  pointed  to  the  confesjor,  who,  thereupon,  with  a  deep 
groan,  fell   flat  upon   his    face,  for  he  construed  those  words  of  Claude's  into 
nothing  less  than  a  sentence  of  death  against  him. 
"Spare  him  ! — oh,  spare  even  him  !"  said  Alicia. 

Claude  approached  close  to  her,  and  whispered  in  her  ear,  so  that  the  priest 
should  not  hear  him,  saying — 

"I  would  not  soil  my  hpnds,  nor  afflict  my  soul  by  his  murder  for  the  world. 
If  he  remain  non-reaisting  as  he  is  now,  he  is  safe  enough  from  me  at 
present ;  but  it  will  be  necessary  and  highly  proper  to  secure  him  somewhere 
where  he  can  do  no  mischief  either  by  detailing^  what  has  taken  place  here  to 
others,  or  by  taking  active  steps  himselfto  thwart  us  in  our  future  proceedings." 
"Dear  friend,  what  do  you  purpose  doing  with  him  ?"  ^ 

"  Placing  him  in  one  of  the  cells  and  leaving  him  there  for'a  time  a  prisoner. 
I  have  from  his  own  lips  heard  that  neither  cries,  nor  shrieks,  nor  prayers,  have 
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any  effect  upon  the  inhabitants  of  the  convent  when  coming  froui  these  dreary 
cells ;  so  upon  his  own  showing  he  will  be  safe  enough.  You  have  no  objection 
to  his  being  so  located  ?" 

"Oh,  no — no.  But  tell  me— is  he  quite  well  and  happy — Mr.  Field,  I 
•mean?" 

Ic  was  with  downcast  looks  that  Alicia  ventured  to  ask  this  question  con- 
cerning her  lover,  and  Claude  Duval  could  easily  imagine  how  many  more  she 
would  gladly  have  given  utterance  to,  but  that  maidenly  reserve  held  her  back 
from  so  doing. 

"  Well,  in  bodily  health,  doubtless  he  is,"  said  Duval,  "but  happy  he  is  not 
since  you  are  from  him." 

"  Oh,  no — no  ;  but — but " 

"  What  doubt  is  it  that  hangs  upon  your  lips  ?" 

"  He  might  himself  have  come  to  my  rescue." 

Claude  soiiled  as  he  replied — 

"  And  so  he  would,  but  I  prevented  him." 

"  You  prevented  him  r" 

•'Yes,  for  his  own  sake  as  well  as  for  yours,  I  would  not  let  him  come,  and  I 
will  tell  you  the  reason.  Love,  Alicia,  ts  a  feeling  that  in  its  intensity  swallows 
up  all  others.  It  v\?ould  have  been  out  of  the  question  for  him  who  loves  you  as 
Field  does  to  come  here  and  play  the  part  that  1  have  played  and  that  I  still  have 
to  play,  for  your  rescue.  His  feelings  would  have  overcome  him  on  the  instant 
that  he  saw  you,  and  30U,  too,  if  you  had  suddenly  been  introduced  to  a  room  in 
which  you  saw  him  as  you  saw  me,  could  you  have  so  far  restrained  your  feelings 
as  to  seem  to  know  hira  not ;" 

"No- oh,  no." 

"  So  I  could  have  sworn,  Alicia.  Do  not,  then,  for  one  moment  blame  ysur 
lover  for  not  himself  coming  here  to  manage  your  escape.  I  prevented  him  from 
so  doing." 

"1  owe  you  the  more  thanks.  You  have  convinced  me  that  you  have  pur- 
sued the  best  course.     But  what  do  you  propose  now  ?" 

"  Stop  !     The  confessor." 

Faiher  Garvey  upon  hearing  himself  now  spoken  of,  uttered  a  deep  groan,  and 
piteously  looked  up.  Alicia  understood  what  Claude  Duval  meant,  which  was, 
ihat  they  should  put  him,  the  confessor,  in  some  place  of  safety  before  they  pro- 
ceeded further  in  their  plan  of  escape,  or  even  before  they  spoke  further  of  the 
mode  by  which  that  desirable  end  was  to  be  accomplished. 

"  Come,  holy  and  accomplished  sir,"  said  Claude  Duval,  as  with  his  foot  he 
^stirred  up  the  attention  of  Father  Garvey,  "  I  will  trouble  you  to  rise  and  follow 
me  forthwith." 

"  Have  mercy  upon  me  !  What  good  will  it  do  to  you  to  take  ray  life  ?  You 
have  conquered  me,  1  freely  admit.  Oh,  be  just  and  merciful  to  me,  now!  If  it 
be  your  wisli  to  leave  the  convent  with  this  young  lady,  only  say  so,  and  1  will 
smooth  the  way  for  yoj.  I  will  take  you  past  all  the  dangerous  places,  and  see 
you  safely  in  the  open  air.  But  do  not — oh,  do  not  slay  me,  I  beg  of  vou  !" 

"  Follow  I" 

"Mercy!  mercy  !  Oh,  Alicia,  bid  him  spare  me  !  To  you  I  appeal  !  You 
are  gentle  and  good.  You  do  not  wish  to  see  blood  shed,  or  to  know  that  it  is 
shed/' 

He  tried  to  take  hold  of  her  hand,  but  Alicia  shrunk  from  him  with  horror. 

"  Abstain  from  appealing  to  her,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "  Recollect  the  cha- 
racter of  your  answers  to  her,  when  only  a  short  time  ago  she  appealed  to  you, 
and  you  thought  that  no  help  was  nigh.  I  wonder  that  with  all  your  priestly 
cunning  you  are  foolish  enough  not  to  draw  such  a  parallel.  Follow  me  at  once  !' 

"  Yes,  yes — oh,  yes!  I  will  follow  you  ;  but  you  will  yet  spare  my  life  ?  Help! 
help!   mercy!     Oh,  murder  !      Help!  mercy!" 

The  confessor  lost  all  self-control,  and  shrieked  aloud. 


ib 
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CHAPTER  CCCLVT. 

FATHER  GARVEY  HAS  A  TASTE  OF   THE  CONVENT  CELLS,  WHICH   HE   DOES   NOT 

ADMIRE. 

The  sound  of  the  cries  of  the  confeBsor  echoed  through  the  open  space  outside 
the  cell ;  and  notwithstanding  he  had  himself  assured  Alicia  that  no  cries,  how- 
ever loud,  that  might  be  uttered  in  that  place  would  reach  anj'  ears  in  the  con- 
vent, and  that  if  they  did,  such  sounds  would  be  paid  no  attention  to,  Claude 
Duval  was  afraid  that  the  racket  and  confusion  he  made  while  the  fear  of  deatk 
was  80  strong  upon  him,  would  be  fatal  to  the  future  plans  of  himself  and  Alicia. 

Under  these  circumstances,  it  became  necessary  to  let  the  half-mad  wreich 
know  that  his  life  was  safe. 

Clutching  hira  by  the  throat  with  a  force  that  at  once  stapped  his  cries,  by 
nearly  stopping  the  whole  of  his  breath— for  Claude  Duval  felt  quite  certain  that 
there  was  no  other  mode  of  quieting  him — he  spoke  calmly  and  deliberately— 
I  "I  wou'd  not  soil  ray  hands  nor  my  conscience  by  taking  your  life.  That  is 
safe  J  but  j'ou  will,  for  security,  occupy  one  of  the  cells  for  a  time.  Do  you  under- 
stand that?" 

"  I  do,"  said  the  priest,  in  half-choked  accents. 

Claude  then  took  his  hand  from  his  throat,  and  permitted  the  half- strangled 
j  wretch  to  breathe  again,  when,  casting  himself  at  the  feet  of  Duval  and  Alicia,  he 
•  cried  out  in  abject  accents — 

"  Oh,  what  clemency — oh,  what  tokens  of  mercy  is  this !      How  can  I  pos- 
sibly thank  you  both  sufficiently  for  my  life —how  cao  I  say  or  do   enough  to 
thank  you  ?" 
j     "  Silence — silence  !* 

I  "  Nay,  but  I  will  tell  you  all.  You  cannot  escape  the  intricacies  of  the 
convent.  All  the  routes  that  lead  from  it  are  too  well  guarded  for  you  to  escape., 
j  There  are  several  men  employed  by  the  Jesuit  Comraitte  who  keep  guard,  and 
there  are  some  of  the  old  nuns  who  know  the  use  of  fire-arras.  It  will  be  im- 
possible for  you  to  leave  the  place  except  you  encounter  the  whole  convent.  You 
will  be  crushed  in  the  attempt  if  you  had  twenty  lives  unless  you  take  me 
with  you." 

"No." 

"  Yes — oh,  yes  !  With  knives  and  with  every  kind  of  weapon  that  they  can 
possibly  use  the  nuns  will  oppose  you.  You  will  have  to  fight  women — you  will 
have  to  slay  them.  You  cannot  leave  the  convent  without  giving  the  alarm,  for 
there  are  alarms  in  the  shape  of  bells  and  of  explosive  substances,  so  placed 
that  you  must  disturb  them.  Do  you  wish  to  fight  your  way  through  a  mass  of 
alarmed  women — do  you  wish  to  kill  them  ?  Oh,  nol  But  you  will  save  your- 
self all  this  if  you  take  me  with  you." 

"  No." 

"  Yes— oh,  yes,  let  me  advise  you— let  me  imp'ore  you !" 

"Not  another  word.  Follow  me.  Alicia,  do  you  take  the  light  ;  I  shall  not 
feel  at  ease  till  I  have  this  fellow  under  lock  and  key." 

The  confessor  gathered  enough  from  the  tone  in  which  Claude  Duval  spo'^e 
to  feel  that  it  was  quite  useless  to  urge  him  further,  and  so,  despite  his  horror 
at  being  shut  up  in  one  of  the  cells,  he  had  to  reconcile  his  mind  to  it  as  best  he 
could,  and  he  only  shook  his  head  now  and  then  as  he  followed  Claude  Duval 
and  uttered  deep  sighs. 

Duval  took  good  care  to  let  Alicia  go  first  for  fear  the  rascally  priest  should  be- 
seized  by  some  sudden  feeling  of  desperation  and  seek  to  take  her  life,  thinking 
possibly  that,  after  all,  by  so  doing  he  could  not  be  making  his  own  situation, 
worse  than  it  was  in  reality. 

In  this  way,  then,  they  left  the  cell,  and  Alicia  held  the  light  as  high  as  she 
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could,  so  that  Claude  Duval  might  get  a  good  look  at  the  open  space  from  which 
the  cells  opened. 

*'  There  is  one,"  said  Alicia. 

"Yes,"  replied  Duval,  as  he  pushed  open  the  door  of  the  cell,  "this  one  will 
do.     Now,  holy  and  pious  sir,  walk  in," 
"In— there?" 
"  Precisely." 

"But— but— vou  will  not—'* 
"Will  not  what?" 

"  Lock  and  bolt  and  bar  the  door,  surely,  if  I  give  you  my  sacred  word  of 
honour,  and  further  fix  that  fast  and  strong  by  oaths,  that  I  will  not  stray  from 
this  cell  till  yoH  say  I  may  do  so.     You  can  trust  me." 
"  What  !  trust  a  priest  ?     Oh,  dear,  no.     Walk  in." 

"Not  yet,"  said  the   confessor,  and  turning  shai ply,  he  fled  across  the  open 
space  with  great  speech. 
I      "  We  are  lost  !"  cried  Alicia. 

"  No,"  said  Claude,     "  Wait  whtre  you  are." 

On  the  moment  Duval  dashed  after  the  priest ;  but  the  latter  would  probably 
enough,  considering  the  intimate  knowledge  he  had  of  the  locality,  have  got 
off,  but  that  he  turned  his  head  for  a  moment  to  see  where  was  his  pursuer. 
That  movement  decided  his  fate,  for  he  ran  against  one  of  the  columns  that  held 
up  the  roof,  and  recoiling  with  the  shock,  he  fell  to  the  ground. 

In  another  moment  Claude  Duval  was  upon  him  with  a  shock  that  nearly 
killed  him. 

"  So,  holy  sir,"  eaid  Claude,  *'  you  would  escape,  would  you  ?" 
"Oh— oh!     Oh,  mercy!" 
"  Rise,  man,  at  once." 
"I  cannot." 

"  Tiy  it.  Oh,  you  cannot,  or  you  will  not.  Well,  we  shall  see  if  we  cannot 
find  some  mode  of  helping  you." 

Duval  looked  around  him,  but  could  see  no  means  of  annoying  the  holy  father 
ready  at  hand;  so  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  pistol,  that  had  attached  to  its 
barrel  a  spring  bayonet  with  so  very  fine  a  point  that  nothing  could  resist  it. 

"  Try  and  get  up  now,"  said  Claude  Uuval,  as  with  the  point  of  the  bayonet 
he  gave  the  confessor  rather  a  sharp  touch  or  two  about  the  region  of  the 
ribs. 

The  giibness  with  which  the  sharp  point  of  the  little  bayonet  slipped  througli 
his  c'othing,  and  some  couple  of  inches  of  his  flesh,  had  a  most  startling  eifect 
upon  the  priest,  and  he  sprang  to  his  feet  with  a  speed  and  dexterity  worthy  of  a 
tumb'er. 

"  What  the  devil  io  tliat?"  he  sairl. 

"Oh,  nothing  particular,'"'  said  Claude,  as  he  gave  him  another  touch  with 
the  bfiyonet  that  raa'.'e  him  cut  a  most  extraordinary  caper.  "Nothing 
particular  ;  but  1  am  rejoiced  to  see  you  so  much  better." 

Laving  hold  of  him  novv  firmly  by  the  back  of  the  neck,  Claude  Duval  led  him 
along  till  they  came  to  the  door  of  the  cell,  and  then  by  the  aid  of  a  kick  that 
vas  not  to  be  resisted,  he  sent  him  right  away  to  the  farther  extremity  of  it. 

To  close  the  coor,  lock  it,  and  put  up  the  heavy  iron  bar  across  it,  was  the 
work  of  the  next  half  minute,  and  Father  Garvey  was  at  all  events  for  some 
tirre  cut  of  the  way  of  doing  any  further  mischief. 

Alicia,  during  the  short  race  that  had  taken  place  after  the  runaway  confessor, 
had  remained  trembling  by  the  cell  door.  She  felt  that  if  the  priest  made  his 
escf.pe,  that  there  would  not  only  oe  no  hope  for  her,  but  that,  in  all  humaa 
piobabiiity,  he  who  had  ventured  to  that  dismal  place  to  rescue  her  would  not 
escipe  from  it  with  his  life.  It  was,  therefore,  a  great  relief  to  her  to  see  ths 
confessor  brought  back  so  quickly,  and  in  such  good  custody. 

When  he  was,  however,  fairly  thrust  into  the  cell  and  the  door  was  fastened^ 
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Alicia  felt  able  to  breathe  freely;  and  looking  with  eyes  swimming  in  tears  in 
Claude's  face,  she  said — 

"  The  grateful  feelings  of  a  life  will  not  be  sufficient  even  to  repay  you  for  what 
you  have  done  for  me." 

"  Don't  think  of  that,"  said  Claude.  "  What  I  wish  now  to  see  to  is  your  es- 
cape ;  and,  in  ihe  first  place,  tell  me  if  you  have  been  long  enough  here,  or  if  you 
have  seen  enough  of  the  mysteries  of  this  convent,  to  come  to  any  opinion  regard- 
ing the  truth  or  falsehood  of  what,  in  his  fright,  the  confessor  said  about  the 
difficulty  of  leaving  the  convent  ?" 

"  Alas  !  it  is  true." 

"  You  are  sure  of  that  ?" 

"Yes,  1  have  eveiy  reason  to  be  sure  of  it.    The  one  person  in  all  this  estab- 
jlshment  who  uttered  many  words  of  sympathy  to  me,  told  me  the  same  thing  ; 
and  I  fear  she  has  suffered  for  it." 
I     "  Who  is  she  ?" 

i  "A  young  girl,  a  novice,  who  feels  that  happiness  is  not  to  be  obtained  here  ; 
and  that  the  vices  of  the  conventual  system,  even  if  it  were  properly  administered, 
far  exceed  any  good  that  can  possibly  accrue  from  it.  Alas  !  I  tremble  to  think 
■what  has  become  of  her  !" 

"  What  do  you  suppose  has  become  of  her?" 

"  She  disappeared.'' 

"  Disappeared  ?  Stop !  Thaf^  puts  me  m  mind  that  I  have  an  idea  some  one 
is  in  one  of  the  cells  close  at  hand  to  this  one.  It  may  be  your  young  friend,  for 
all  we  know." 

"  Oh !  if  it  should  be,  what  a  joy  it  will  be  to  me  to  rescue  her  from  death  and 
despair !" 

"  Come  on,  Alicia  ;  we  will  see,  to  this  at  once.  This  way.  And  now  while 
I  am  here,  I  will  not  leave  one  of  these  cells  unsearched  ;  and,  if  I  can  help  it, 
there  shall  be  no  victim  of  Catholicism  left  in  this  terrible  abode  but  those  who 
are  obstinately  foolish  enough  to  stay  in  spite  of  reason." 

e  At  this  moment  the  confessor  kicked  loudly  upon  the  door  of  his  cell ;  but 
so  thick  was  the  door,  and  so  heavily  plated  with  iron  on  both  sides,  securea  by 
nuts  and  screws,  that  the  blows,  although,  no  doubt,  they  were  given  with  great 
force,  only  sounded  hollow  and  mulBed. 

"  He  thinks  I  am  gone,"  said  Claude.  "  It  will  be,  perhaps,  as  well  to  un- 
deceive him  on  that  head." 

Duval,  in  order  to  let  the  priest  know  that  he  was  still  there,  gave  the  door  a 
great  kick,  and  then  all  was  quiet  within  the  cell.  It  was  tolerably  clear  that 
the  holy  father  had  an  opinion  it  was  better  aot  to  provoke  his  captor  too  far. 

"  Now,  Alicia,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  let  us  commence  an  examination  of  the 
cells;  and  when  that  is  concluded,  we  will  consider  what  is  best  to  be  done  in  the 
way  of  escape." 

The  cells  were  easily  got  at ;  but  in  none  of  them  did  they  find  any  prisoner, 
till  they  came  to  one  from  which  there  issued  a  scream,  as  of  some  person  in  great 
-agony,  as  Claude  took  down  the  iron  bar  that  held  the  door  shut. 

"  Some  one  is  here,"  said  Claude. 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes  !  If  it  should  be  Margaret,  how  happy  I  shall  be  that  she,  too, 
will  be  rescued  by  you  from  this  dreadful  place." 

"  Is  Margaret  the  name  of  the  young  novice  who  spoke  kindly  to  you  V 

"  Yes  ;  oh,  yes." 

Claude  Duval  flung  the  door  of  the  cell  wide  open,  and  then  a  voice  cried  out 
in  a  tone  of  pain  — 

*'  Oh,  spare  me! — spare  me,  I  beseech  you!  Only  let  me  go  forth  into  the 
■world,  and  1  will  say  nothing  of  the  terrors  of  this  house.  I  swear  that  much  to 
you  by  all  that  1  hold  sacred  !" 

"  Margaret — Margaret,"  ciied  Alicia,  "  it  is  I!  Oli  1  come  forth  and  let  me 
embrace  you,  my  dear  friend,  and  weep  that  you  have  suft'ered  for  my  sake  !" 

Claude  Duval  took  the  light  from  the  bauds  of  A'icia,  who  then  spraag  into 
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the  cell,  and  folded  a  young  girl  in  her  arms,  who  sobbed  aloud  from  joy  at  find- 
ing that  it  was  not  the  abbess  or  the  confessor  who  had  sought  her  cell. 

"  Oh,  Alicia,  Alicia,"  she  said,  "  it  was  old  Sister  Bertha  who  listened  to  what 
1  said  to  you,  and  then  informed  the  abbess,  who  ordered  me  to  be  imprisoned 
iu  the  cells.     But  how  is  it  that  you  are  able  to  come  to  me  1" 

"I  owe  that  dear  privilege  to  this  gentleman,"  said  Alicia,  pointing  to  Claude 
Duval.     "  He  will  save  us  both,  and  rescue  us  from  this  place." 

"  I  will  try  to  do  so,"  said  Claude.  "  But  time's  precious.  Let  me  ask  of  you 
both  again  if  you  think  that  it  would  be  possible  for  us  to  leave  the  convent  now 
at  once  without  observation  ?" 
"JVo — no,"  they  both  said. 
"  By  force,  then,  could  it  be  done  1" 

"  Ah,  no,"  said  Alicia,  "  1  think  not.  We  could  help  you  but  little;  and  the- 
vindictive  rage  of  the  elder  nuns  would  make  each  a  fury." 
'[  "  Well,"  said  Claude,  "  listen  to  me,  then,  both  of  you.  By  exerting  a  little 
I,  patience,  I  can  bring  a  force  into  the  convent  which  will  put  all  resistance  out  of 
!i  the  question.  Can  you  bear  with  this  place  for  a  few  hours  longer,  while  I  go 
'1  foi  such  aid?  I  have  no  less  than  three  friends  upon  whom  I  can  fully  rely.  The 
fi  abbess,  as  yet,  thinks  me  in  her  power;  and  all  1  have  to  do  is  to  make  to  her  a. 
sufficient  excuse  to  leave  the  convent,  anJ  then  come  back  again  with  my  friends 
over  the  wall  of  the  garden.  I  think  I  can  mduce  the  abbess  to  tell  me  how  that 
can  be  done  with  safety.     What  is  your  reply  to  this  ?" 

It  was  not  without  some  reluctance  that  Margaret  and  Alicia  agreed  to  thte 
arrangement  of  Duval's  ;  but  it  did  not  require  much  reflection  to  convince  them 
both  that  he   was  quite  right  in  it,  and  that  it  was  far  better  to  suffer  a  little 
further  the  inconvenience  of  being  in  that  dismal  portion  of  the  convent  than  to 
II   sacrifice  possibly  all  chances  of  escape. 

ji       Besides,  as  Claude  Duval  at  least  found  it,  it  was  hardly  possible  for  them  to 
11   do  otherwise  than  adopt  his  views. 

>.''-       "  You  have  only  both  of  you,"  he  said,  "  to  tell  me  that  you  prefer  risking 
V   everything  in   an  attempt  now  at  once  to  leave  the  convent  to  any  delaj',  and  I 
j  will  try  it.    I  am  well  armed.    I  can  provide  each  of  you  with  fire-arms,  and  we 
i    might  possibly  succeed." 
ji       "No,  no,"  said  Alicia,  "we  will  wait."' 

"We  will  wait,"  said  Margaret,  as  she  embraced  Alicia,  and  hid  her  sweet 
tearful  face  in  her  bosom.     "  God  bless  you,  dear  friend,  and  prosper  you.     We 
, ;   will  wait  in  patience." 

i|        Clflude  Duval  felt  deeply  affected  by  the  conduct  of  these  two  young  girls  in 
^,  such  cruel  circumstances  as  they  were  placed.     The  manner  in  which  they  had 
such  great  confidence  in  him,  a  total  stranger  to  them,  would  at  any  time,  even 
if  he.  had  not  had  the  precise  resolution  to  do,  have  inspired  him  to  do  wonders 
in  their  defence. 

"  Trust  to  me,  implicitly,"  he  said.  "  I  will  soon  return  to  you  both,  you  may 
depend  ;  and  until  I  do,  I  recommend  you  to  make  the  time  you  have  to  pass^ 
together  as  light  as  possible  by  such  discourse  as  will  engender  hopes  of  happy 
days  in  store.' 

"  We  will— we  will." 

"  Do  so  ;  and  now  farewell  for  a  time.  The  lady  abbess,  if  I  did  not  soon  make 
my  appearance  would,  I  feel  convinced,  seek  me  even  in  this  spot." 
•'!       This  was  an  idea  that  so  much  alarmed  Alicia  and  he"r  young  friend,  the  novice, 
]]  that  they  were  both  as  anxious  for  Duval  to  go  as  they  had  been  for  him  to  stay. 
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CHAPTER  CCCLYII.     " 

THE    LADY    ABSESS    IS    QUITE    DELIGHTED    WITH    DUVAl's    CONDUCT. 

Go  at  once,"  said  Alicia.  "  We  will  not  attempt  even  to  thank  you  for  what 
you  have  already  done  ;  but  the  time  may  come  when,  with  minds  more  free  from 
the  shadow  of  present  evils,  v.e  may  be  able  to  do  so." 

Claude,  with  an  assuring  smile  to  them,  waived  his  hand  ;  and  then,  with  the 
lamp  in  his  hand,  without  which  he  felt  that  he  could  never  have  found  his  way 
to  the  chapel  again,  he  took  his  route  back  to  that  portion  of  the  conventual 
edifice. 

Ic  was  sorely  against  his  feelings  and  inclinations  to  leave  those  two  young 
creatures  in  so  gloomy  a  region  ;  but  the  more  anxious  he  lelt  for  their  release, 
the  moie  he  decided  that  it  should  depend  wholly  upon  himself. 

The  reasoning  by  which  he  brought  himself  to  temporise  with  this  adventure, 
end  to  act  with  a  greater  degree  of  caution  and  forethought  towards  danger  than 
he  had  e\4r  done  in  his  life  before,  simply  arose  from  the  full  consciousness  he 
had  that  jf  he,  unaided,  were  to  attempt  the  escape  of  the  two  young  girls,  and 
if  he  Vi'as  to  be  killed  in  that  attempt,  their  fates  would  be  sealed. 

Such  a  contingency  might  happen  if  he  were  to  make  the  attempt  alone;  but 
if  there  were  several  with  him,  the  death  of  one  v^ould  not  be  a  death-blow  to 
the  whole  party. 

This  was  the  feeling  with  which  he  now  made  his  way  back  to  the  convent 
chapel,  and  to  the  ladyabbess,  to  give  her  a  report  of  his  proceedings  as  regarded 
the  holy  father  confessor. 

That  that  amiable  lady  was  waiting  with  no  small  amount  of  impatience  for 
nsws  cf  the  death  of  the  confessor,  he  did  not  for  a  moment  doubt. 

At  any  other  time,  alone  as  he  now  was,  and  without  the  dread  of  any  inter- 
ference with  his  life  and  liberty,  Claude  Puval  would  have  been  glad^p  havp 
taken  the  opportunity  of  examiniog  more  minutely  the  underground  place  in 
v/hich  he  was;  but  he  felt  that  the  very  existence  of  the  two  young  creatures 
wl  o  had  placed  implicit  reliance  upon  his  honour,  and  his  exertions,  were  at 
stake,  and  therefore  he  would  not,  although  sorely  tempted  so  to  do,  tarry  by 
the  way. 

"  I  mj^y  yet  have,"  thouglit  he,  "  another,  and  a,still  better  opportunity  of  dis- 
covering ec-me  of  the  mysteries  of  'this  monastery,  and  if  I  do  I  will  take  good 
care  to  avali'mvseif  of  it  most  thoroughly.' 

As  he  passed  the  mysterious  looking  well  in  the  court-yard  adjoining  the  cell, 
he  ca?t  down  it  a  shuddering  glance,  and  he  thought  how  convenient  it  must  be 
to  such  an  establishment  to  have  such  a  place  in  which  to  get  rid  of  the  remains 
of  those  who  become  obnoxious,  either  by'  their  obstancy  in  clinging  to  their 
earthly  possessions,  or  by  their  virtue  to  the  authorities  of  the  convent. 

With  such  thoughts  as  these  busy  at  his  brain,  Claude  Duval  made  his  way 
rapidly  towards  the  flight  of  steps  that  led  up  to  the  chapel  of  the  establish- 
ment. 

Nothing  h;»ppened  to  disturb  the  even  tenor  of  his  way,  as  he  went,  and  he 
reached  the  little  door  that  opened  into  the  chapel,  close  to  one  of  the  confes- 
sionals without  hearing  a  sound. 

To  open  the  door  was  the  work  of  a  moment,  and  then  he  was  about  to  step 
into  the  chapel,  when  a  hand  was  laid  upon  his  arm,  and  a  voice  cried  to 
him — 

"  Hush  !    Not  a  word." 

It  was  the  voice  of  the  Lady  Abbes, 

Before  Claude  Duval  could  reply,  a  loud  shriek  burst  upon  the  still  air,  and 
then  as  the  Lady  Abbess  pulled  him  into  the  chapel,  and  without  any  ceremony 
da-hed  him  hearllong  uUo  llie  confessional,  he  saw  a  flash  of  light,  and  heard 
the  '.'onfused  tread  of  feet. 
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CLAUDE,   DISGUISED   AS    A   LAWYER,   INTRODUCED    TO   THE   LADY   ABBESS. 

It  was  a  moment  or  two  beforeBaval  could  make  up  his  mind  as  to  how  much 
or  how  liitle,  he  was  fully  iiiterested  in  what  was  going  on  ;  but  in  the  course  of 
a  short  time  he  found' out  pretty  well  what  was  proceeding,  although  the 
cause  of  it  was  to  him  a  mystery.  - 

There  was  a  piece  of  gauze  over  one  of  the  panels  of  the  confessional,  through 
which  no  one  could  see  from  without,  because  to  do  so  was  to  look  for  light  into 
the  absolute  darkness  of  the  confessional;  but  nothing  was  easier  than  for 
Claude  Duval  to  see  through  it,  from  the  obscurity  of  the  place  in  \vhich  he  was 
into  the  chapel;  it  was  quite  light  now  Irora  the  flare  of  some  half  dozen 
torches.  I 
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The  scene  that  presented  itself  to  him  was  now  a  most  wild  and  singular  one. 

Advancing  frona  the  further  end  of  the  chapel,  through  a  dojrway  which  con- 
nected with  a  passage  that  lead  to  the  cells  of  the  nuns,  came  about  twenty  of  the 
elder  sisterhood,  dragging  with  them  a  young  novice,  whose  age  could  not  have  been 
above  nineteen.  Among  all  that  dragged  her  along,  Claude  Duval  could  see  none 
of  the  younger  sisterhood  of  the  convent. 

The  Lady  Abbess  stood  upon  the  steps  of  the  altar,  and  kept  calling  out  in 
perfectly  demoniac  accents, — 

"  To  the  cells  with  her  !  To  the  cells  with  her !  She  is  possessed  by  a  fiend ! 
Drag  her  along  !     To  the  cells !     She  shall  never  see  the  light  of  day  again  !'' 

The  young  girl  shrieked  aloud,  and  then  some  of  the  old  nuns  about  her  dealt 
her  several  blows  upon  the  face  with  their  fists,  and  others  tore  her  cheeks  with 
their  nails. 

Tliey  seemed  delighted,  did  those  old  hao;3,  who  no  doubt  had  been  compelled 
from  their  vices  to  retire  from  a  world  that  would  no  longer  tolerate  them, 
to  have  it  in  their  power  to  inflict  injury  upon  that  young  and  helpless  creature. 

Without  being  so  fair  and  engaging  in  her  beauty  as  Alicia,  this  young  girl  was 
still  of  very  prepossessing  appearances,  and  delicate  form.  It  was  quite  out  of  the 
question  for  her  to  do  any  good  by  attempting  to  defend  herself  against  the  host 
of  foes  that  surrounded  her. 

And  yet  With  the  feeling  of  desperation  which,  no  doubt,  the  knowledge  of 
the  fate  to  which  she  was  about  to  be  to  consigned  engendered  in  her  mind,  she 
struggled  to  the  extent  of  her  ability  against  the  old  nuns,  and  several  of  them 
■were  hurt  in  the  great  squabble. 

"  Drag  her  along  !"  screamed  the  abbess.  "Oh,  fools  that  you  are!  will 
one  girl,  a  mere  child,  get  the  better  of  you  all  ?" 

Upon  this  the  old  hags  surrounded  her  like  furies,  and  in  a  few  moments  there 
was  hardly  a  rag  of  clothing  left  upon  the  novice. 

"  Mercy  ! — Ob,  mercy  !"  she  cried. 

"  That  will  do,"  said  the  abbess.  *'  Place  her  in  one  of  the  cells,  and  we  will 
see  how  she  looks  and  thinks  at  this  time  tomorrow  night.  We  will  give  her 
twenty-fours  for  reflection.      Ha!  ha!" 

"Help! — Oh,  help!"  screamed  the  girl. 

"Ha!  hal"  laughed  the  Lady  Abbess.  "You  would  hardly  believe  it,  my 
dear  sisters,  but  this  child  came  to  me  and  demanded  to  be  let  out  of  the  convent, 
and  to  go  to  her  friends  ;  because  she  said  she  had  been  hidden  in  the  chapel, 
and  had  seen  me  in  here  with  a  man,  and  had  heard  me  say  strange  things  to 
him." 

"0h,  mother  !"  cried  all  the  old  nuns. 

*{  She  is  mad  ! "  said  one.     "  Mad  !" 

"  Yes,  dear  sister  Margaret,  she  is  mad,"  said  the  Lady  Abbess ;  "  but  if  she 
got  out  into  the  world,  the  are  people — enemies,  I  mean,  of  our  holy  faith — who 
would  pretend  to  believe  her,  particularly  wretches  connected  with  newspapers, 
so  drag  her  along." 

"  Oh,  Heaven  !"  cried  the  young  girl ;  "  is  there  no  hope  ?  Is  there,  indeed, 
no  hope  for  me  in  this  world." 

"  None,"  said  the  abbess. 

Oh,  how  gladly  would  Claude  Duval,  if  he  could  have  but  for  "one  moment 
thought  it  prudent  to  do  so  with  reference  to  the  safety  of  others  as  well  as  that 
of  the  young  girl  herself,  have  rushed  out  of  the  confessional  and  told  her  that 
he  would  protect  her  ;  but  the  idea  of  having,  single  handed,  to  fight  the  whole 
convent  was  too  much  of  a  good  thing,  and  he  kept  quiet  from  the  conviction 
that  he  would  be  able  soon  to  rescue  this  young  novice  as  well  as  Alicia  and  her 
young  friend. 

Tlie  abbess  herself  descended  from  the  elevated  station  she  had  taken   on  the 
altar  steps,  and  opened  the  door  leading  to  the  vaults. 
"  Away  with  her,"  she  cried,  "  away  with  her  !" 
The  nuns  dragged  the  girl  along,  but  what  with  the  ill-usuage  she  had  received  1 
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and  the  exhaustion  consequent  upon  her  struggle,  she  fainted,  so  they  had  to 
carry  her  through  the  doorway,  which  they  did  with  as  Uttle  care  of  whether 
they  hurt  or  not  as  if  she  had  been  a  bundle  of  hay. 

As  the  youn^  creature  was  carried  through  ihe  door-way  the  abbess  struck 
her  several  blows  with  her  clenched  hand,  and  stamped  with  rage  at  the  idea  that 
she  had  bren  retorted  to  by  one  so  young  and  so  bold. 

Gradually  the   old   nuns,  with  the  girl  in  their  charge,  disappeared  down  the 
staircase,  and  then  a'l  was  still,  and  the  abbess  after  one  hasty  glance  around  her 
opened  the  door  cf  the  confessional  and  said,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice — ■ 
"  Mr.  White— Mr.  White?" 
"Yes,"  said  Claude,  "I  am  here." 

"  Come  out  then  and  leave  the  chapel,  you  know  the  way?'' 
"  Where  to  ?" 
"To  my  room." 

"  Oh,  j'es,  I  think  I  do,  my  charming  madam." 
"  Stop." 

*■'  At  your  pleasure.     What  M'ould  you  say  ?" 

"  I  cannot  contiol  my  iaipatience  to  know  if  Father  Garvey  is  at  all  likely  to 
trouble  us  more  V 

*'  Not  at  all.  You  may  take  my  word  for  it,  madam,  that  you  need  be  under 
no  uneasiness  at  all  regarding  the  p  ous  father." 

"  What?     You  then  accoinplished  your  nurpose  in  the  vaults  1" 
"I  did." 

"You  are  a  man  after  my  own  heart — go  at  once  to  my  room,  I  beg  of  you. 
The  night  is  still  young,  and  I  will  come  to  you  soon.  1  do  not  want  the  old 
nuns  to  see  you  here.     Oh,  what  a  narrow  escape  I  have  had," 

"As  how?" 
.    "  That  abominable  novice,  she  actually  saw  you  here,  and  heard  all  that  passed, 
and  if  it  bad  not  been  for  her  own  simplicity  she   might  at  some  inopportune 
momei.t  have  escaped,  and  so  brought,  by  her  tales,  ruin  upon  us  all." 
"  What  a  pity !"" 

"A  pity  !  It  would  have  beendesfruction  worse  than  death  itself  to  me.  But 
fortune  has  favoured  us,  Mr.  V/hite,  and  all  is  well.  You  shall  tell  me  all  that 
passed." 

"  Nay,  you  know  that  best." 

"  You  misunderstand  me.  1  allude  to  Garvey's  visit  to  the  ce'Is.  Oh,  th-e  villain. ! 
How  well  I  knew  that  he  would  make  such  a  visit.  But  go  to  my  room  now  at 
once  and  wait  for  me  theie.  Vou  will  find  the  way;  I  must  stay  here  till  the 
sisters  come  up  from  the  vaults  again.    Go  at  once,  for  1  hear  them." 

Duval  felt  that  it  was  anything  but  politic  to  remain  longer  in  the  chapel,  for 
of  all  things  that  he  had  now  to  dread,  so  far  as  the  safety  of  the  persons  in 
the  vaults  'a  as  concerned,  was  that  the  abbess  should  have  any  suspicions  con- 
cerning his  intentions. 

"  1  go,"  he  said,  "  and  await  you  with  inr.palience." 
"  You  will  not  h'lvc  to  wait  long,'' 

Claude  Duval  glided  past  the  altar,  and,  without  much  difiicully,  he  found  the 
door  in  the  wall  which  led  by  the  secret  and  circuitous  passage  to  the  lady 
abbess's  room. 

Thy  determination  of  Claude  Duval  was  now  mode  to  leave  the  convent  as 
quickly  as  possible,  and  seek  his  friends,  informing  them  of  the  state  of  affairs 
there,  and  getting  them  to  make  such  arrangements  with  Lim  as  shou'd  enable 
him  and  them  to  make  a  vigorous  systematic  attempt  to  rescue  the  unfor  unatea 
who  were  in  the  vaults. 

'I'hat  there  were  three  now  (o  rescue  from  that  horrible  state  of  imprisonment 
Claude  Duval  knew,  and  that  there  might  be  yet  more  to  be  iband  was  a  likely 
enough  preposition,  reasoning  upon  the  facts  that  he  already  knaw. 
With  such  thoughts  he  hurried  to  the  abbess's  room. 
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CHAPTER  CCCLVII. 

CLA.UDE   DUVAL    LEAVES   THE     COXVENT     AND     REPORTS    PROGRESS   TO   HIS 

FRIENDS. 

It  was  not  very  likely  that  in  the  state  of  mind  he  was  now  ia  Claude  Duval 
wo'ilfj  pay  much  attention  to  the  litile  disagreeables  of  the  narrow  passage  in 
which  he  found  himself  after  leaving  the  chaps!  ijy  the  secret  door  at  the  back  of 
the  altar  ;  but  he  found  himself  in  the  course  of  a  few  moments  amid  such  a 
cloud  of  dustj  and  so  completely  enveloped  in  spiders'  webs,  that  he  paused  ia 
surprise. 

'■Surely,"  he  thought,  "the' lady  abbess  comes  mucli  too  often  along  this 
passage  for  it  to  be  in  this  condition," 

Tiie  further  he  advanced  the  more  untrodden  and  strange  did  the  place  appear, 
until  at  length  he  found  his  course  arrested  by  a  door,  such  as  he  was  quite 
certain  he  had  not  seen  before. 

This  at  once  led  Claude  Duval  to  the  conclusion  that  he  had  taken  some  wrong 
turning,  and  had  wandered  away  from  the  route  that  would  lead  him  direct  to 
the  room  of  the  abbess. 

Such  a  state  of  things  under  existing  circumstances  was  not  exactly  what  he 
could  have  wished,  although  as  regarded  the  grand  notion  of  making  what  dis- 
coveries he  could  in  the  convent  it  might  be  all  very  well. 

"i  must  retrace  my  steps,"  said  Duval,  "  for  this  will  never  do.  If  anything 
more  than  another  will  arouse  the  suspicions  of  the  abbess,  it  will  be  not  finding 
me  in  her  room  when  she  herself  repairs  to  it." 

It  was  not  difficult  at  all  to  get  into  the  right  track  again.  Claude  Duval 
found  that  he  had,  without  thinking  of  it,  taken  a  turn  to  the  left  instead  of 
going  straight  on,  and  so  found  his  way  into  that  unused  portion  of  the  secret 
passage  that  terminated  at  the  door  which  had  aroused  him  to  a  sense  of  his 
error,  and  barred  his  further  progress. 

The  other  portion  of  the  passage  was  clear  enough  from  any  of  the  en- 
cumbrances in  the  shape  of  dust  and  spiders'  webs  with  whic'i  the  unused 
portion  was  so  filled  up,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  moments  more  Claude 
Duval  was  in  the  abbess's  room. 

It  is  frequently  from  some  trifling  -mistake,  though,  that  we  elaborate  a  new 
idea,  and  so  now  was  it  in  this  instance  with  Claude  Duval.  He  thought  it  highly 
probable  that  the  door  he  had  come  to,  and  which  had  stopped  his  course  in 
the  direction  he  had  inadvertently  taken,  might  possibly,  if  it  weie  opened,  dis- 
close some  other  of  the  secrets  of  the  convent. 

*'  I  win  not  forg'^t  that  there  is  such  a  door,"  he  said,  "  and  I  can  reserve  the 
knowdedge  of  it  for  future  consideration." 

Being  no sv  alone  in  the  abb2ss's  room,  Claude  Duval  had  an  opportunity  of 
looking  about  him,  which,  had  she  been  there,  he  could  hardly  have  availed  him- 
self of  with  such  facility. 

He  was  quite  surprised  when  he  came  to  look  closely  at  the  furniture  and 
fittings  of  the  apirtmeut  to  see  the  amount  of  v.ealth  and  luxury  that  it  really 
contamcd  within  its  not  very  large  dimensions. 

The  chairs  were  inlaid  with  plates  of  gold,  silver,  and  pearl,  and  the  hangings 
were  all  of  the  most  rich  and  costly  description.  Upon  a  beaufet  in  one  corner 
(here  were  cups  and  tankards  of  gold  and  silver,  and  upon  every  table  and  shelf 
in  the  room  there  was  quite  a  cro»vd  of  little  objects  of  art  and  taste,  all  of  the 
most  cost'y  character. 

"  These  are  the  spoils  of  monasteries,''  said  Claude  Duval  to  himself.  *'  X 
wonder  whether  it  would  be  safe  now  to  by  hands  on  a  few  of  these  relics  of 
the  past  ?" 

There  was  one  square  bo.^  of   solid  gold  that  slruck  the  eye  of  Ciaude  Duval. 
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In  the  centre  of  the  lid  of  it  there"  shone  a  ruby  of  great  size  and  beauty,  and  an 
inscription  upon  the  side  of  the  box  was  as  follows — 

"Here  Enshrined  is  a  Nail   op  the  Toe  of  the  Holy  St.  Anthony." 

«'  Confound  his  toe,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "  I  should  like  the  box  very  reuch. 
Ah !  1  hear  a  footstep."  „     ,    ,  ,  .u       ,  i 

The  panel  in  the  wall  opened,  and  With  a  flushed  countenance  the  abbess 
made  her  appearance  in  the  room. 

"  Oh,  you  are  here  ?"  she  said.',  ,  ,  v  . 

"  Certainly,"  replied  Claude.  "  The  way  was  short  and  easy.  You  expected 
me  here,  did  you  not  1" 

"To  be  sure  I  did.     I  am  fatigued."  ,.    ,     ,      ,   ,    , 

"  Pray  be   seated,"  said  Claude  Dnval,  as  he  very  politely  handed   her  a 

"  Thank  you.     My  malediction  light  upon  that  wretch  !' , 
"What  w'stch.  may  1  ask?"  .  .    ,, 

"Oh,  you" saw  her.     The  novice  I  allude  to,  who  is  now  safe  m  the  vaults. 
Ha !  ha  1     She  will  not  be  very  likely  to  see  daylight  again." 
"  Serve  her  right,  too." 
«'  You  really  think  so,  Mr.  White  ?" 

"Of  course  I  do.     The  girl  is  a  fool."  .    .    ^,.  w,    . 

"  Ah,  she  is— she  is.     Why,  Mr.  White,  I  do,  indeed,  begin  to  think  that  you 
are  a  person  afler  my  own  heart." 
"  I  am  sorry  for  that." 

"  Sorry — sorry  1"  .       ,  ,  i.  j 

"  Yes,  that  you  only  begin  to  think  so.  I  really  had  hopes  that  you  had 
settled  that  in  your  mind  to  your  complete  satisfaction  a  long  time  ago." 
.«  Well— well,  perhaps  I  have  ;  but  what  made  you  call  the  novice  a  fool  ^ 
"Just  because  I  think  everybody  is  a  fool  who  sees  the  way  to  any  enjoy- 
ment and  don't  at  once  take  advantage  of  it.  She  saw  that  if  she  had  chosen 
she  might  have  led  a  placid  enough  lifeheie;  but  with  her  stupid  prejudice, 
which,  forsooth,  she  will  call  virtue,  she  would  not  do  so  ;  and  behold  what  is 

the  result."  ,      ,       ,    ^       ^u  n-ir 

"  True— true,"  cried  the  abbess,  clapping  her  hands  together.        You  are  a 

dear  man,  Mr.  White."  .■,.■.■.    ^ 

Claude  Duval  bowed  in  reply  to  the  compliment.  Of  course  he  had  said  what 
he  had  for  the  express  purpose  of  making  the  abbess  thoroughly  and  entirely 
trust  him,  so  that  he  might  with  a  greater  certainly  succeed  m  defeating  her 
in  her  abominable  cruelties  and  deceptions.  ,    .  .    .^,     . 

"Go  to  that  beaufet,"  she  said.  "  You  will  see  a  long-necked  bottle  there 
with  some  yellow  wax  round  the  cork." 

"  With  all  the  pleasure  in  the  world."  ,r         -n  z.   ^    i 

«'  It  is  some  of  the  finest  wine  in  the  world  even  now.  You  will  find  glasses 
there.     I  feel  that  I  want  something  to  refresh  me." 

"  No  doubt  of  it,"  said  Duval,  as  he  coolly  knocked  the  top  of  the  neck  of 
the  bottle  off  against  the  edge  of  the  table,  and  then  poured  out  a  glass  of  rich 
sparkling  Burgundy  for  the  lady  abbess,  and  a  glass  for  himself—"  1  have  no 
doubt  you  are  fatigued." 

She  drank  the'  wine  at  a  draught ;  and  as  Claude  Duval  felt  quite  sure  that 
no  trick  in  the  way  of  drugging  was  played  with  that  bottle,  at  all  events,  he 
followed  her  example. 

The  wine  was  truly  delicious. 

"  This  wine,"  he  said,  "  merits  all  the  encomiuras  you  can  possibly  pass  upon 

it,  madam."  .     ,     /.  t,  .  „ 

"  No  doubt  of  that.     I  e.vpect  that  it  is  exceedingly  fine.     But  now  tell  me 

how  you  sped  with  Father  Garvey.  Keep  nothing  from  me.     I  would  like  to 
hear  all  that  passed." 
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"  I  can  have  no  motive  in  concealing  anything  from  n'ou.  You  shall  hear 
all,  and  I  think  you  will  then  admit  that  no  one  can  possiblj'  have  more  dis- 
position than  i  have  to  do  you  all  the  service  you  can  require  of  me." 

"Goon  — goon." 

"  You  gave  me  a  poniard,  and  you  told  me  to  follow  him.  I  did  so  follow  hira, 
and  as  1  went  I  had  twenty  opportunities  if  I  had  chosen  to  embrace  them  of 
compassing  the  rascal's  destruction." 

"Why  did  you  r.ot— oh.  why  did  you  not?'' 

"  I  thought  it  more  consistent  with  your  wishes  acd  your  intentions  that  I 
should  follow  him  and  see  what  he  was  about,  i  knew  that  at  any  time  I  could 
at  once  spring  upon  him  and  do  the  deed.'* 

"  Ah,  true  ;  that  was  quite  light.  J  had  forgotten.  My  head  is  ralher  in  a 
whirl  to-night.     Go  on." 

"  I  followed  him,  then,  to  the  gloomy  passage  at  the  foot  of  the  secret  stau-s, 
and  then  he  traversed  a  rather  large  open  spate." 

"Yes — yes;  I  know  it  well," 

The  abbess  shuddered  as  she  spote,  and  Claude  Duval  continued— 

"  He  reached  the  cells  or  dungeons,  call  t!  em  what  you  will,  and  opening 
one  of  them  he  began  a  threatening  discourse  with  Alicia." 

"  Ah,  as  I  suspected.     The  villain  !" 

"  I  listened  for  a  little  time,  just  sufficient  to  hear  from  l.im  the  most  atrocious 
calumnies  against  you,  and  the  vilest  proposals  to  the  young  girl;  and  then  at  the 
moment  that  he  was  threatening  her  with  force  I  interfered." 

"  You  killed  him !"  cried  the  abbess,  springing  to  her  feet;  "tell  me  that  you 
killed  him  1" 

**  Why  he  would  not  be  quiet,  and,  under  such  circumstances,  I  can  safe'y  say 
that  he  lies  in  one  of  the  cells  now,  and  will  trouble  you  no  more.' 

"  'Tia  well :    I  breathe  freely  now." 

She  resumed  her  seat  again,  and  then,  after  a  few  moments'  silence,  she  said, 
suddenly— 

"  Did  you  speak  to  Alicia  ?" 

"I  did." 

"  Ah  !  and  what  did  you  say  to  her  ?" 

"Bearing  in  mind  the  object  of  my  visit  here,  and  the  duty  that  I  owe  to  the 
Beachem  family,  I  thought  it  was  a  good  opportunity  of  asking  her  to  sign  the 
deed  that  will  divide  her  fortune  equally  between  the  church  and  her  dear 
relations." 

"  Well,  so  it  was.     What  said  she  ?" 

"  1  think  from  what  she  said,  and  from  the  fright  she  experienced  by  the 
threats  of  Father  Garvey,  that  we  shall  succeed  with  her  ;  and  the  sooner  we  place 
the  documents  before  her  the  better." 

"  This  very  hour  !     Do  it  now  1" 

"X.h^r^  is  only  one  little  objection." 

"Objection  !     What  objection — v/hat  possible  objection  can  there  be  ?" 

"Just  this,  that  1  have  not  the  deed  with  me.  Do  not  look  surprised.  It  is 
not  far  off;  1  left  it,  I  find,  in  my  travelling  vallise  at  the  inn  at  ErUing  where  I 
put  up  before  coming  on  here  to  the  convent.  My  own  feeling  is  that  the  best 
thing  I  can  possibly  do  is  to  go  now  at  once  and  get  that  important  documeu', 
and  lay  it  before  Alicia  to  sign,  while  fright  at  Father  Gai  vey  and  gratitude  to  me 
occupy  her  mind." 

"  This  is  very  provoking,"  said  the  abbess. 

"It  is  so." 

She  played  with  her  fingers  upon  the  table,  and  looked  at  Claude  Duval  for  a 
few  moments  in  silence,  and  then  she  said — 

"Well,  well,  it  cannot  be  helped,  now;  go  you  must  for  this  deed.     The 
Beachems  are  too  good   friends  to  us  for  us  to  neglect  their  interests.     I  think 
with  you  that  the  sooner  the  girl  is  made,  by  fair  means  or  by  foul,  to  sign  tlu 
deed,  the  better." 
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"  Decidedly  so." 

•■'And  then,  Mr.  White,  T  do  hope  that  you  and  I  will  understand  each  other, 
and  that  your  visits  here  will  be  as  frequent  as  your  wishes  may  dictate," 

"1  should  stay  here  altogether,  theu,"  said  Claude,  "  if  that  were  to  be  the 
case." 

"  Ah,  flatterer !" 

"No,  indeed,  I  do  not  flatter.  But  I  may  truly  say  that  the  man  who  can  really 
tell  himself  that  he  has  awakened  an  interest  in  the  breast  of  such  a  person  as 
yourself,  with  such  a  world  of  attractions,  may  well  feel  flattered.'* 

"Are  you  sincere  ?'*        ^ 

"  Oh,  on  my  honour  !" 

"  Well,  then,  go  and  get  the  deed,  and  then — oh  !  come  back  to  me  as  soon  as 
you  can,  for  the  time  will  feel  very  long  till  I  see  you  again.  Now  that  1  have 
got  rid  of  that  detestable  Father  Garvey,  you  do  not  know  how  truly  i  feel  for 
you." 

"  Yes,"  thought  Claude,  '*  you  have,  as  you  think,  got  him  murdered,  and  you 
are  willing  that  I  should  step  into  his  eituatioo.  I  quite  understand  vou,  my 
lady.'*  N  •  ". 


CHAPTER  CCCLVIir. 

(THK   LADY  ABBESS   IS   COMPLETELY   DECEIVED  BY  CLAUDE  DXJVA^. 

Under  no  other  circumstances  than  those  now  present  would  the  lady  abbess 
of  the  convent  have  been  taken  in  by  Claude  Duval ;  but  it  is  no  uncommon 
phenomenon  in  human  nature  for  the  passions  completely  to  blind  the  judgment 
for  a  time. 

The  fact  is,  she  was,  we  were  going  to  say,  in  love  with  Claude  Duval,  only 
that  we  feel  it  would  be  a  desecration  of  the  word,  love,  to  apply  it  to  the  coarse 
and  despicable  vices  of  the  abbess. 

No  doubt,  however,  can  exist  but  that  it  was  the  existence  of  the  strong  feel- 
ing of  partiality  for  Claude  Duval  that  had  the  effect  of  making  her  the  easy 
victim  of  the  deceit  that  was  bemg  practised  by  him. 

Although  she  had  given  him  leave  to  go  to  Ealing  and  get  the  deed,  yet  she 
did  not  seem  to  like  him  to  go  out  of  her  sight ;  and,  with  quite  a  die-away  sort 
of  look,  she  said — 

"  You  will  soon  be  back  ?— you  will  really  soon  be  back,  now  ?'* 

*' Certainly  1  will.    Of  course." 

•'  Ah,  you  are  a  dear  man  !" 

*'  Thank  you.  I  will  go  at  once  j  because,  tou  see,  the  sooner  I  do  so  the 
sooner  I  shall  be  back." 

"  Yes,  of  course— of  course.  I  assure  you  that  all  the  advantages  that  the  late 
Father  Garvey  possessed  you  shall  possess." 

«'  That  is  very  delightful  to  think  of,"  said  Duval. 

"  Ah,  yes,  j  ou  would  say  so  if  you  knew  all." 

*'  All  ?    Do  1  not  know  all  ?" 

"  I  don't  think  you  do.    Father  Garvey  was  not  a  priest." 

"Indeed?"' 

vv"  »  °'    ^"^  ^®  ^**  ^  friend  of  mine,  and  you  may  be  that  friend,  too,  if  you 

"If  I  like  1    Ah,  can  you  doubt  it  ?" 

"  Very  well ;  then,  you  will  understand  that  when  all  this  affair  of  the 
lieachems  wiib  the  girl,  Alicia,  is  settled,  and  you  come  here  regularly  three  or 
four  times  a  week,  which  I  hope  you  will,  I  shall  introduce  you  as  the  confessor 
of  the  novices  and  the  young  boarders." 

"Oh!" 
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"  You  understand  me,  don't  you  ?" 

"  Hang  me  if  I  do/'  said  Claude  Duval. 

"  Oh,  how  dull  you  are  !  As  their  confessor,  you  know,  you  will  have  so  many 
nice  little  opportunities  of  gathering  accounts  from  your  situatusn ;  and  in  the 
way  in  wliich  you  can  impose  penances,  and  so  on,  you  can,  if  you  are  so 
minded,  rather  enjoy  the  situation  and  the  power  you  will  possess — eh  ?  Do 
you  understand  me  now?" 

"  Well,  I  think  I  do." 

"  You  think  you  do?  Bah!  you  know  you  do.  Well— well,  we  will  talk  of 
all  that  another  time  ;  but  if  you  like,  jou  can  have  good  sport  in  a  convent. 
Father  Garvey  had."  ' 

"Lucky  dog!" 

"  l*oh! — poh !  Now  go  and  get  the  document  which  you  ought  to  have  had 
with  you,  and,  be  back  again  as  quicklv  as  you  can.     Stop  !  I  have  a  thought." 

"What^is  itf" 

"Why;  I  will  put  .you  in  the  way  of  reaching  this  room  without  the  necessity 
of  ringing  at  the  outer  gateof.it, leaving  word  with  the  portress,  and  any  one  that^ 
you  may  meet,  that  you  are  here."  * 

"That  will  be  a  great  advantage,"  said  Claude;  "and  I  assure  you,  that  such 
a  mode.of  reachini^  the  convent  will  have  the  effect  of  increasing  the  number  of 
my  visits  threefold," 

"Will  it,  indeed?  Then  I  am  glad  I  thought  of  it.  Follow  me,  now,  and  I 
will  show  you  the  way.  It  is  a  route  that  has  not  been  used  for  some  time  now ; 
for  although  Father  Garvey  knew  it,  he  took  a  superstitious  fear  of  it,  and  of 
lale-7^1  mean  for  the'last  year  or  so — he  always  came  by  tbe  regular  porter's 
gate.     You,  I  doft^tthink,  are  the  sort  of  man  to  be  afraid  pf  a  ghost,  are  you?" 

"Certainly, not."  ,  _ 

•'Follow  mei  then.    This  way." 

The  abbess  led  the  Way,  carrying  a  lamp  in  her  hand,  into  the  same  passage 
that  led  to  the  chapel  ;  but  instead  of  going  there,  she  turned  off  info  the  very 
same  portion  of  the  passage  into  which  Claude  Duval  so  recently  had  turned  by 
mistake. 

Upon  reaching  the  iron  door  which  had  stopped  his  farther  progress,  she 
said— 

"  Your  key  which  I  gave  you  will  open  this  door.  Have  you  it  about 
you?" 

"  Certainly.    I  would  not  pare  with  it  on  any  account." 

"  Try  it,  then." 

The  lock  of  the  iron  door  from  disuse  was  rather  rusty  and  dilBcult  to  turn  ; 
but  in  a  few  minutes  Claude  Duval  succeeded  in  opening  it,  and  the  door 
creaked  upon  its  hinges  as  he  opened  it.  All  seemed  involved  in  impenetrable 
darkness  beyond  it. 

"  Ther^  is  a  staircase,"  said  the  lady  abbess.  *'  Follow  me,  and  mind  how 
you  go." 

She  preceded  Claude  Duval,  and  he  counted  that  tbey  descended  no  less  a 
number  than  thirty  stairs,  and  then  they  came  to  another  door  very  similar  to 
the  one  which  was  at  jthe  head  of  the  steps. 

Claude  Duval  onetfed  this  door  likewise  with  his  master»key,  and  then  a 
sudden  rush  of  cold  air  blew  out  the  lamp. 

The  darkness  was  most  excessive  at  that  moment;  but  the  abbess  said  in  a 
low  tone  of  voice— 

"Wait  a  little.  This  darkness  is  the  gloom  of  contrast.  When  we  get  a 
little  round  to  it  you  will  see  pretty  well  enough  about  you.  I  ought  to  have 
left  the  lamp  in  the  passage." 

"  Where  are  we  ?"  said  Claude. 

"  In  tlie  convent  garden  now.  You  will  have  to  go  along  one  of  the  gloomiest 
walks  of  it,  and  it  will  lead  you  to  a  portion  of  the  wall,  over  which  you  will  be 


GENTLEMAN  JACK ;  OR,  LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.         1481 


SISTER   MARTHA   RECEIVES   HER    INSTRUCTIONS    FROM    THE    LADY   ABBESS. 

able  to  get  with  ease,  and  it  will  conduct  you  to  a  lane.  By  turning  to  your 
right  there  you  will  reach  the  high  road  again  with  ease." 

"  This,  then,  will  be  my  route  ?' said  Claude. 

"  Yes ;  but  let  me  impress  upon  yon  the  necessity  of  not  straying  from  it 
upon  any  account,  for  if  you  do,  you  will  be  des'royed !" 

"Destroyed!     How?" 

"  There  are  pitfalls,  and  there  are  traps  and  spring-guns  ;  so  that  certain 
death  would  be  the  result  of  any  one  unacquainted  with  the  route  attempting  to 
get  to  the  convent  in  this  way." 

"  I  will  be  careful." 
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"  And  they  do  say,"  added  the  abbess,  with  a  shudder,  and  with  a  slight 
change  of  tone — "  they  do  say — but  that  is  all  a  delusion — that  at  times  an 
apparition  has  been  saen  in  this  gloomy  portion  of  the  premises," 

"  You  may  depend,"  said  Claude,  "  that  it  was  the  guilty  and  the  cowardly 
fancy  of  Father  Garvey  that  occasioned  such  an  appearance." 

"  It  may  be  so." 

'*  At  all  events,  I  am  not  afraid  of  it ;  for  I  swear  to  you  that  if  a  legion  of 
ghosts  were  to  take  up  their  stations  here,  nothing  of  the  sort  should  prevent  me 
from  returning  to  the  convent  as  quickly  as  I  could  with  what  I  go  now 
to  seek." 

**  Hush !  speak  lower.  I  wonder  how  I  shall  find  my  way  back  in  the  dark  ? 
It  is  Very  provoking  to  have  let  the  light  go  out." 

"I  can  relieve  you  from  that  difficulty,"  said  Claude  Duval.  *•  I  have  the 
means  of  relighting  it  about  me." 

**  Ah,  have  you  so?" 

*'  Yes,  some  phosphorus  matches,  which  I  luckily  have,  will  put  that  difficulty  ' 
at  rest.    Where  is  the  lamp  ?" 

«•  Here— here."  i 

^  Claude  Duval  lit  the  lamp  for  the  abbess,  who  took  care  to  place  it  on  one  of  | 
the  itairs  out  of  the  draught  of  the  open  door. 

**  I  thank  you  for  this  accommodation,"  said  the  abbess.  **  I  own  that  I  have  j 
no  liking  to  traverse  any  of  the  gloomy  passages  of  the  convent  in  the  dark.  You  I 
aie  better  provided  than  I  expected,"  j 

•It  is  a  great  satisfaction  to  me,"  said  Duval,  **  that  I  am  able  to  be  useful  ; 
•  to  80  very  charming  a  person." 

**Go  to— you  don't  mean  what  you  say,  I*m  sure!"  ; 

i     ••  Indeed,  but  I  do.    Let  me,  however,  go  as  soon  as  possible  for  the  deed  | 
that  1  v?ant,  if  it  be  only  for  the  one  reason  that  I  shall  the  sooner  be  back 
again." 

*•  Go,  then— go.'* 
,     ••  "Will  you  not  show  me  the  way  ?'* 

The  abbess  hesitated  a  moment,  probably  from  the  distaste  she  had  to  come 
back  again  alone  through  the  dismal  garden  walk  in  the  dark,  but  it  was  only 
for  a  moment,  and  then  she  said  in  a  firm  voice— 

*•  Yes,  I  will  see  you  safe  to  the  garden- wall.  Come  on  with  me.  This  is  the 
way  we  must  take.  Do  not  deviate  to  the  right  or  to  the  left  more  than  you  can 
possibly  help,  for  there  is  danger  in  so  doing." 

Claude  Duval  did  not  implicitly  believe  all  that  the  abbess  said  about  the  pit- 
falls, and  the  steel-traps,  and  the  spring-guns  in  the  convent  garden.  As  re- 
garded the  guns,  they  would  require  the  charge  to  be  too  often  removed  in  con- 
sequence of  the  damp  that  would  get  to  the  powder  to  make  it  at  all  probable  that 
they  were  used  in  such  a  place,  so  he  looked  upon  the  whole  as  a  fable,  though 
he  did  not  say  so  to  the  abbess. 

The  soft  rain  that  had  so  recently  fallen  had  made  the  vegetation  in  the  convent 
garden  smell  exceedingly  fresh  and  pleasant,  but  the  path  upon  which  they  were 
was  so  completely  covered  in,  that  it  would  have  taken  a  rain  of  many  hours' 
duration  before  it  could  have  found  its  way  to  it. 

On  one  side  of  this  path  there  was  a  row  of  cypress-trees,  planted  very  closely 
to  each  other,  and  of  great  height.  On  the  other'side  there  were  elms,  together 
with  some  very  fine  specimens  of  the  mountain  ash,  and  the  branches  of  both 
species  of  trees  had  been  artificially  bent  over  towards  the  cypresses,  so  as  to 
form  quite  a  canopy  overhead. 

It  was  beneath  this  all  but  impenetrable  s^Qade,  then,  that  Claude  Duval  slowly 
paced  with  the  wicked  and  unscrupulous  abbess  of  the  convent. 

The  abbess  had  been  right  in  saying  that  the  intensity  <3f  the  darkness  was 
owing  to  the  sudden  contrast  from  the  e  xtinguishing  of  the  light,  for  every 
moment  enabled  them  to  see  better  about  them,  and  by  the  time  they  reached  the 
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convent-wall  there  was  no  longer  any  difficulty  in  distinguishing  large  objects,  at 
all  events,  one  from  the  other. 

'*This  is  the  spot,"  said  the  abbess.  "  You  will  find  that  there  are  branches 
removed  in  some  places  and  protruding  in  others  on  this  side  of  the  wall,  fvbich 
will  enable  you  to  reach  the  top,  and  when  you  get  there,  you  will  creep  along 
till  you  come  to  the  trunk  of  a  chestnut-tree.    Do  you  attend  V* 

*'  Yes.    The  trunk  of  a  chestnut-tree.''' 

"  Exactly.  When  you  get  to  that  spot  you  will  find  that  there  isj;he  same 
mode  of  descending  the  wall  to  the  lane." 

"  Which  way  do  I  take  the  route  to  the  chestnut-tree  ?    Right  or  left?" 

"  To  your  left.  I  was  rather  confused,  or  I  should  have  told  you  that.  Now, 
go  on  as  quickly  as  you  can,  and  believe  me  I  shall  expect  you  with  impatience,*' 

*'  Not  more  so  than  I  shall  look  forward  to  my  return." 
'      "  How  long  do  you  really  think  you  shall  be  now  ?" 

Claude  Duval  thought  there  would  be  no  great  difficulty  in  getting  back  with 
his  friends  in  an  hour  from  that  time,  but  he  did  not  by  any  means  wish  the 
lady  abbess  to  be  upon  the  look-out  for  him,  so  he  said  after  a  little  considera* 
tion— 

"  I  do  not  think  it  possible  for  me  to  be  upon  this  spot  agam  in  less  than  two 
hours  and  a  half  from  now." 

"  That  IS  a  long,  long  time." 

*'  It  is,  but  I  cannot  help  it.  May  I  hope  that  you  will  sit  up  tiD  my 
return  ?" 

"  I  shall  certainly  do  so.    What  is  the  Time  nowP" 

Even  as  ihe  abbess  spoke,  the  church  clock  at  Ealing  struck  the  hour  of  one. 
Claude  Duval  bad  thought  it  later,  and  be  was  agreeably  surprised  to  find  that 
it  was  not  so.  The  fact  is, we  are  accustomed  to  think  of  time  with  reference  to 
incidents  that  take  place  in  it,  rather  than  to  its  actual  progress ;  but  the  pvents 
which  have  taken  us  some  time  to  detail  as  taking  place  in  the  convent,  had  in 
reality  proceeded  with  great  quickness. 

*'  It  IS  but  one,  you  hear,"  said  Claude  Duval,  as  he  approached  the  wall, 
and  began  its  ascent;  "  you  may  expect  me  before  four  at  the  latest." 

"  I  will  be  here  at  this  spot,"  said  the  abbess,  "  at  three,  and  I  will  wait  for 
you  from  that  hour;  so  you,  knowing  that,  will  be  quicker  if  you  can." 

*'  I  will.     Farewell  for  the  present." 

Claude  Duval  obeyed  the  directions  of  the  abbess,  and  in  a  few  moments  he 
was  quite  safe  in  the  lane  that  ran  along  the  side  wall  of  the  garden  of  the 
convent. 


CHAPTER  CCCLIX. 

DUVAL   AND    HIS  FRIENDS   MAKB  THEIR  WAY  TO  THE  CELLS  OF  THE  CONVENT. 

The  fact  which  the  abbess  had  taken  care  to  announce,  that  from  the  hour  of 
three  she  meant  to  be  upon  the  spot  where  she  and  Duval  had  parted,  waiting 
for  him,  had  in  one  sense  all  the  effect  she  intended  it  to  have,  namely,  in  inducing 
him  to  make  greater  speed. 

She  did  not  think,  though,  that  that  speed  would  be  for  the  purpose  of  getting 
back  again  a  full  hour  before  the  time  mentioned. 

After  a  glance  around  him,  to  be  certain  that  he  was  going  in  the  right  direc- 
tion, Duval  set  off  at  a  swinging  kind  of  trot.  He  knew  that,  in  the  long  run, 
he  should  get  over  the  ground  that  lay  between  him  and  his  friends  much  easier 
at  some  such  pace  as  that  than  as  if  he  had  made  a  violejjit  rush  at  once,  and  «0 
\m\  bre?»th  apd  strength  in  the  effort. 
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Nothing  occurred  to  interrupt  Claude  Duval  in  the  least,  and  he  reached  the 
outskirts  of  the  cluster  of  trees  where  he  had  left  his  little  party  in  perfect  safety. 
Just  as  he  did  so,  a  voice  called  out— 

"  Who  goes  there?" 

It  was  the  voice  of  Jack,  and  Claude  immediately  replied  to  it— 

"  Hilloa,  Jack,  is  that  you?" 

*' Ah,  it  is  Claude!"  ^said  Jack.  "A  thousand  times  welcpme  back  again, 
and  in  safety  too." 

*'  Yes,  Jack,  all's  right.     Where  are  the  others  V 

"Close  at  hand." 

"  That  will  do.  Lead  me  to  them.  There  is  no  time  to  lose,  I  can  assure  you 
now." 

"This  way,  then,"  said  Jack,  "  I  was  keeping  watch  here,  that  was  all." 

"  For  anything  special.  Jack  ?' 

"  Why,  I  hardly  know  what  to  say  to  that,  Claude,  The  fact  is,  that  servant 
of  Mr.  Field's  has  been  here,  and  had  a  quarrel  with  his  master,  who  sent  him 
off,  and  I  don't  like  the  fellow." 

"  Dennis,  you  mean  ?"i 

"  Yes.  That  is  his  name.  He  don't  seem  at  all  to  like  what  he  suspects  is 
going  on." 

"  Confound  his  irapudence !     Upon  what  ground  does  he  presume  to  dislike  it  ?* 

"  T hat|I  cannot  tell  you ;  but  I  meant,  if  be  tried  to  interfere  with  us  any 
further,  to  give  him  a  hint  that  he  would  get  into  danger  by  so  doing,  if  he  did 
not  mind  what  he  was  about." 

"  And  so  he  will  too.  In  good  truth,  I  would  not  advise  him  to  be  too 
troublesome.'* 

Young  Mr.  Field  and  Dick  Turpin  were  close  at  hand,  and  Claude  Duval  was 
very  soon  with  them.  He  rapidly  related  all  that  had  passed  at  the  convent,  and 
then  added— 

"  You  see  from  this  there  is  no  time  to  lose." 

"  You  saw  my  Alicia  ?"  cried  Mr.  Field.  "  Ob,  tell  me,  did  she  look  ill  ?  Was 
she  dying?" 

*'  Dying  ?     Nonsense  !     What  put  that  into  your  head,  Mr.  Field  ?" 

"  I  thought— that  is,  I  am  afraid — that— that— " 

"  Come,  come,  you  must  have  no  fears.  I  assure  you  that  all  will  be  well,  if 
you  will  come  with  us." 

•'  Take  me  where  you  will,  so  that  it  lead  to  Alicia,  and  I  am  with  you,  even 
if  death  were  certain  to  be  ray  doom  afterwards." 

"There  will  be  no  occasion,  ray  good  friend,  for  any  such  sacrifice,  I  assure 
you,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "  I  have  every  reason  to  believe  what  I  sincerely 
hope  will  come  to  pass,  and  that  is,  that  you  will  soon  see  your  Alicia  quite 
free." 

"  Oh.  joyous  thought !" 

"Well,  it  is  so.  But  now  listen  to  me,  all  of  you,  and  don't  say  one  word  till 
i  have  finished  ray  story." 

They  listened  with  silent  attention  to  what  Claude  Duval  said  now,  as 
though  their  very  lives  had  depended  upon  every  word  that  fell  from  his  lips, 
and  then,  with  the  feeling  strongly  upon  his  mind  that  there  was  really  not  a 
minute  of  time  to  throw  away,  Claude  Duval,  with  wonderful  perspicuity  and 
strictness,  related  the  heads  of  all  that  had  happened  at  the  convent. 

At  its  conclusion  young  Mr.  Field  made  a  spring  forward,  and  clasped  Claude 
Duval  in  his  arms,  exclaiming — 

"  My  friend,  my  brother!  oh,  how  can  I  ever  hope  to  repay  a  hundredth  part 
of  the  deep  obligations  that  I  owe  to  you!" 

"  Don't  think  of  it,"  said  Claude  ;   "  it  is  not  worth  thinking  of  in  that  way." 

"  You  are  too  good — too  generous  !" 

"  No  at  all.     Believe  me,  that  it  is  a  great  pleasure  to  me  to  rescue  Alicia  and 
he  other  victims  of  priestly  and  conventual  tyranny  and  oppression  from  the 
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dreadful  state  in  which  they  are  ia  the  convent ;  so  now,  without  any  more  ado 
about  it,  let  me  beg  of  you  all  that  you  will  follow  me." 

•'We  will — we  will/' 

"  Hush !"  said  Jack.     "  Ah,  I  have  you." 

Jack  made  a  dash  among  the  trees,  and  there  was  a  howl  as  of  some  one  in 
great  distress  and  trouble,  and  Jack  called  out  — 

"  No,  you  rascal,  you  don't  get  away  from  rae  quite  .so  easy,  I  assure  you. 
Come  on — come  on,  or  must  I  provide  you  with  a  pistol  bullet  in  your  head  ?" 

"  Oh,  good  jontilmen,"  said  a  voice,  "  have  mercy  upon  me,  I'm  as  innocent 
as  a  babby  that's  never  to  be  born." 

"  Why,  it's  Dennis  again,"  said  Mr.  Field. 

"  Confound  him  I"  cried  Turpin,  "  what  the  devil  shall  we  do  with  that 
fellow  ?     He  positively  haunts  us." 

"  And  for  no  good,  I  expect,"  said  Claude  Duval. 

•'  Here  he  is,"  said  Jack,  as  he  dragged  Dennis  forward,  "  here  is  the  rascal 
who,  I  suspect,  has  been  playing  the  spy  upon  ns  all  along.  Now,  Mr.  Field,  I 
have  but  one  piece  of  advice  to  offer  you  regarding  this  man." 

"  What  is  it  ?" 

"  To  hang  him  out  of  hand  at  once.  I  feel  quite  certain  if  you  don't  some- 
thing  serious  will  happen  all  through  his  pig-headed  stupidity  and  his  treachery. 
Hang  him,  say  I,  and  then  he  will  be  off  your  mind." 

"  1  don't  know  what  to  do  with  him,  but  I'm  afraid  hanging  him  would  not 
have  the  effect  of  taking  him  off  my  mind." 

"  I'm  afraid  not,"  said  Claude. 

'•' Oh,  master,"  whined  Dennis,  "it's  yourself  that  knows  I'm  the  faithful 
Dennis,  any  way,  and  my  ancestors  were  kings  of  old  Ireland,  bedad  an'  sure 
they  were,' and  it's  raeself  that  would  scorn  the  dirty  action." 

"  [  don't  see  that,  Dennis,  when  you  have  not  scorned  to  disobey  my  orders 
and  to  turn  spy." 

*'  Is  it  disobey  your  orders  that  I  did  ?* 

"Surely  so.  Did  not  I  tell  you  to  go  to  the  Lioa  Hotel  at  Charing  Cross  and 
there  to  wait  for  me  ?" 

•'  The  Lion  was  it,  sir  ?'* 
'  "You  know  well  that  it  was,  you  rascal."    '"'' 

P  "Faith,  sir,  then  wasn't  I  going  to  that  same  Lion  when  this  pretty-looking 
gentlemen  came  at  me  like  a  tiger  and  stopped  me  V  ^ 

"But  you  were  hiding  and  listening.'* 

*'  Is  it  listening  you  say,  sir?" 

"  To  be  sure  I  do,  and  you  know  you  are  guilty." 
f  "  Is  it  guilty  you  say,  sir  ?" 

"This  is  insolence,"  said  Claude  Duval,  impatiently;  "I  cannot  and  will  not 
waste  time  upon  this  fellow.  I  have  quite  made  up  my  mind  that  in  the  affair 
we  have  in  hand  he  cannot  be  connected.  The  only  thin*  we  can  do  with  him 
short  of  taking  his  life  is  to  tie  him  up  here  until  we  come  back." 

"  Oh,  sir,  and  sure  you  wouldn't  think  of  tying  up  the  faithful  Dennis  ?  It's 
myself  that  will  go  with  the  master,  and  fight  like  a  bravo  !'    .^5^, 

"Fight  the  priest,  do  you  mean,  Dennis?"  said  Turpin.         .  \  '    '  ' 

"Is  it  the  praste  you  aay,  sir  J" 

"I  do." 

"  Glory  be  to  the  saints  and  the  pras  te !  I  shouldn't  like  to  fight  the  praste. 
It  isn't  the  praste  that  can  do  anything  wrong.  If  I  said  or  did  anything 
against  the  praste,  bedad  he'd  may  be  put  the  curse  upon  me,  and  then  what 
would  I  do  ?'' 

"  Just  so,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "  Secure  this  fellow.  Jack,  as  effectually  as 
you  can.  I  must  be  off.    I  am  getting  mad  at  the  delay." 

Dennis  raised  a  howl  as  Jack  tied  him  to  a  tree  in  such  a  manner,  that  escape, 
unless  some  one  came  to  his  aid,  was  out  of  the  question,  and  then  saluting  him 
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with  three  or  four  hard  slashes  across  the  back  with  a    riding  whip.  Jack 
said— 

"Now,  Dennis,  if  you  wish  to  preserve  yourself  in  a  whole  skin  you  will  be 
quiet,  and  wait  here  till  we  come  back,  for  so  sure  as  I  am  a  living  man,  if  you 
make  any  disturbance  I  will  hunt  you  out  and  shoot  you." 

"  On,  on,"  cried  Claude  Duval.     "  Follow  me." 

They  all  darted  from  the  wood  now,  and  left  Dennis  to  himself,  who  after 
making  all  the  efforts  he  could  to  free  himself,  and  finding  that  by  so  doing  he 
only  made  the  rope  with  which  Jack  had  bound  him  sink  deeper  into  his  flesb, 
he  set  to  blubbering  like  a  great  school  boy. 

"  Oh,  dear,  if  I  could  only  get  away  ;  but  t  can't.  It's  the  blessed  praste  that 
they  may  do  a  mischief  too.  What  if  he  did  go  to  the  young  lady,  and  wish  to  be 
kind  to  her?  He  was  the  praste  !  What  if  he  does  take  just  the  drop  too  much 
of  wine  ?  He  is  the  praste  !  What  if  he  does  put  them  as  won't  do  just  what 
he  wants  'em  into  a  cell,  and  keeps  *em  on  bread  and  water,  and  now  and  then 
drops  one  or  two  of  them  into  a  well — isn't  he  the  praste  ?  The  Lord  be  good  to 
him  !    Sure,  judgment  will  come  upon  them  if  they  meddle  with  the  praste  !" 

Such  was  Dennis's  idea  of  the  power  and  the  influence  of  the  priesthood  of 
his  creed  ;  and  we  doubt  not  but  that  even  now,  when  knowledge  and  civiliza- 
tion have  made  such  rapid  strides  among  all  other  classes  of  the  community,  the 
besotted  ignorance  and  degraded  subserviency  of  the  lower  order  of  Irish  to  their 
priests  remains  much  the  same  as  it  did  in  the  time  of  Gentleman  Jack.3 

We  do  not  mean  to  say  but  that  thsre  are  good  priests.  We  know  that  there 
are  men  in  that  capacity  who  are  a  credit  to  human  nature,  and  the  blessing  of  all 
around  them  ;  but  they  are  the  exceptions  unfortunately  ;  and  as  in  the  case  of 
absolute  monarchy,  which  is  the  very  best  form  of  government  under  the  sun 
provided  you  can  get  a  good  and  exalted  despot,  so  is  it  the  most  hazardous,  on 
account  of  the  rarity  of  such  characters. 

For  good  or  for  evil,  the  catholic  priesthood  wield  an  awful  power.  Pity  it  is 
that  the  evil  seems  so  largely  to  predominate,  that  the  lesson  taught  to  human 
nature  by  it  is,  to  trust  no  human  bemg  with  any  such  authority  lest  it  be  cruelly 
abused. 

The  reader  will  pardon  us  for  this  little  digression,  as  the  subject  seemed  in 
an  imperative  manner  to  call  for  it;  and  we  now  resume  our  narrative  in  its 
regular  course. 

Having  so  recently  threaded  the  road  from  the  convent  wall  to  the  little  wood 
in  which  he  had  left  his  friends,  Claude  Duval  was  well  qualified  to  take  them 
back  to  the  convent  again  by  the  most  favourable  route. 

His  impatience  to  get  back  again  had  all  its  effect  upon  those  who  were  with 
him,  and  it  was  astonishing  in  how  short  a  space  of  time  they  got  back  to  the 
lane,  from  one  side  of  which  rose  the  wall  of  the  convent. 

They  were  rather  better  pleased  with  the  soft  rain  that  now  fell,  and  with 
the  derse  clouds  that  obscured  the  sky,  than  as  if  the  night  had  been  one  of 
clearness  and  of  beauty,  for  the  dingy  aspect  of  everything  had  the  effect  of 
completely  enshrouding  them  in  obscurity. 

"  There  is  the  wall,"  said  Claude  Duval,  •'  and  I  think  we  are  close  to  the 
spot  at  which  it  will  be  quite  safe  to  scale  it." 

Duval  led  the  way,  and  with  that  strength  and  agility  for  which  he  was  so 
remarkable,  and  which  upon  more  than  one  occasion  had  surprised  bis  foes,  and 
had  the  effect  of  saving  his  life,  he  sprang  up  to  the  low-hanging  branch  of  a 
tree,  and  catching  it,  he  in  another  moment  stood  upon  the  convent  wall. 

*'  Bravo !"  said  Turpin* 

"  Hush !  hush !  I  can  now  help  you  all  up.  You  come,  Mr.  Field,  if  you 
please." 

Young  Field  did  not  want  for  strength  or  agility ;  but  still,  without  the  aid    | 
of  Claude  Duval,  he  might  have  found  it  rather  a  troublesome  job  to  get  to  the 
%Qp  of  that  rather  high  wall. 
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was  sufficiently  wide  to  let  any  one  stand  upon  it  with  ease,  Claude  found  the 
part  where  the  abbess  had  shown  him  that  a  descent  might  be  made,  and  a 
minute  more  saw  the  party  in  the  garden. 


CHAPTER  GCCLX. 

CLAUDE  AND  HIS  FRIENDS   REACH  THE  CONVENT  IN  SAFETY. 

"  So  far  all  is  right,"  whispered  Claude.  "  Now,  don't  move  either  of  you 
hand  or  foot,  till  I  reconnoitre  the  way  a  little.'* 

Bearing  in  mind  what  Duval  had  told  them  the  abbess  had  said  of  the  means 
taken  to  prevent  intruders  from  making  their  way  through  the  garden,  they  did 
not  think  this  excessive  caution  of  Duval's  to  be  at  all  necessary,  but  rather 
regarded  it  as  quite  proper ;  so  there  they  stood  like  statues,  while  he  crept 
cautiously  on. 

Of  course,   Claude's  object  was  to  get  into  the  same  path  that  he  had 
traversed  with  the  abbess,  for  he  did  not  wish  to  lose  time  in  the  garden,  as  the 
secret  passage  that  led  to  the  chapel  was  what  he  wanted  to  reach. 
"  All  is  right,"  he  said.     "  We  are  in  the  path.     Come  on.'* 
"  D— n  it,  what's  this  ?"  said  Dick. 
**  Hush  !  not  so  loud,  Dick.    What  is  the  matter?'* 
"  Something  is  round  my  leg." 
"  Be  quiet,  then." 

Claude  Duval  lit  a  match,  and  stooped  down,  shielding  it  as  well  as 
he  could  from  the  rain,  and  then  he  saw  that  a  piece  of  copper  wire  was  twisted 
round  Turpin's  foot ;  but  it  was  easily  removed. 

"  You  may  depend,'*  said  Turpin,  "  that  this  belongs  to  part  of  the  abbess's 
man-traps,  and,  thank  the  fates,  the  apparatus  must  be  out  of  order,  or  I  might 
have  suffered." 
«  You  kept  the  path,  Dick  ?' 

*'  I  can't  say  I  did.  An  infernal  great  frog  or  toad,  as  large  as  a  dinner-plate, 
crossed  my  feet,  and  I  naturally  set  my  right  foot  on  to  the  grass  edging  of  this 
flower-bed,  and  that  did  it,  I  suppose." 

"  No  doubt  of  it.    Come  on,  and  be  more  cautious,  I  beg  of  you,  Dick,  and 
never  mind  the  frogs  or  the  toads.    The  rain  has  brought  them  out,  no  doubt, 
in  the  old  garden." 
"So  it  seems." 

They  now  went  on  for  some  short  distance,  and  Claude  Duval  was  congratu- 
lating himself  that  all  would  be  well,  when  a  voice  said  suddenly—" 
«  Hush— hush  !• 

Claude  stopped,  and  so  did  the  party  behind  him. 
"  Is  it  you,  Joseph  ?"  said  the  voice. 
"Yes,"  said  Claude. 
*'  Dear  me,  what  a  cold  you  have  got." 
"I  rather  have." 

**  Well,  Joseph,  you  can't  come  into  the  buttery  to-night,  although  it  has 
some  splendid  pie  and  cold  game  in  it.    The  fact  is,  that  the  abbess  is  up  still, 
land  seems  as  restless  as  the  very  devil,  she  does." 
"  Oh,"  said  Claude. 

"  So  you  must  go,  Joe  ;  but  mind  you  come  to-morrow  night.    Don't  stop 
laow,  I  beg  of  you,  for  I  don't  know  what  the  abbess  is  about.    She  seems  half 
)ijut  of  her  wits  to-night.    Good-bye." 
*'  Good-bye,"  said  Claude. 
"  Well,  you  have  got  a  cold!"  said  the  voice. 

They  heard  a  light  footstep  make  its  way  rapidly  in  the  direction  of  the  con- 
tent,  and  when  it  was  safe  to  speak,  Claude  said— 


J 


lisT""  GENTLEMAN  JACK. 


"  So,  it  seems  that  others  of  the  holy  sisterhood,  besides  the  lady  abbess, 
have  theit  little  indulgences." 

te  "  Of  course,"  said  Turpin,  "  nobody  ever  doubted  that  fact  in  connection 
■with  convents.  We  may  thank  the  lain,  and  the  wind,  and  the  darkness  of  this 
night,  Claude,  for  your  being  mistaken  for  Joe  somebody." 

"  Yes,  combined  Mrith  that  sort  of  feeling  of  security  which  is  the  product  of 
long  impunity.  I  have  no  doubt  but  that  the  lady  who  spoke.to  me  never  dreamt 
of  the  possibility  of  it  being  any  one  but  her  Joe." 

How  cold,  and  sloppy,  and  dreary,  the  convent  garden  now  was.  The  rain 
dropped  from  leaf  to  leaf  until  it  reached  the  lowest  stratum  of  them,  and  then 
with  melancholy  splashes  sought  the  soddened  ground. 

Now  and  then,  a  bird,  disturbed  from  its  roost  in  some  old  tree  by  the  wet, 
would  fly  staggering  and  uncertain-like  across  their  path,  and  occasionally  a  gentle 
wind  would  stir  the  old  tree  tops,  and  scatter  particles  of  water  in  all  directions. 

It  was  a  night  admirably  adapted  for  the  expedition  Claude  Duval  and  his 
party  had  come  upon,  on  account  of  its  many  discomforts.  , 

,  The  old  convent  clock  struck  something,  but  the  wind  at  the  altitude  of  the 
clock-tower  appeared  to  be  restive  and  shifty,  so  that  the  sounds  were  vague 
and  confused,  and  some  of  them,  no  doubt,  did  not  reach  the  ears  of  Duval  and 
his  friends  at  all ;  but  by  calculation  of  time  he  well  knew  that  it  could  not  be  yet 
near  the  hour  for  the  lady  abbess  to  expect  him.  i 

The  uncertainty  of  the  path  they  were  pursuing — the  report  from  Claude  of 
what  the  abbess  had  said  of  unknown  dangers  being  on  all  sides  of  them,  and 
strange  sighing  sounds  that  the  wind  made  now  and  then  among  the  trees,  all 
combined  to  infuse  an  odd  feehng  into  the  minds  of  the  quiet  little  line  of  figures 
that  crept  so  noiselessly  along  the  garden  path.  , 

I  They  looked  more  like  spectres  than  living  people  at  that  solemn  hour  and  in 
that  strange  place.  ^  ! 

j  It  was,  probably,  upon  the  constitutionally  serious  character  of  Jack  that  the 
greatest  effect  was  produced ;  but  he  did  not  let  the  feeling  show  itself  in  any 
,  way  that  could  interrupt  the  progress  of  the  expedition. 

'  The  pathway  in  which  they  were  became  more  and  more  gloomy,  and  Claude 
Duval  felt  confident  that  they  had  got  to  that  part  of  it  which  be  had  noticed 
when  he  was  with  the  abbess,  and  where  the  tall  trees  interlaced  their  branches 
overhead,  and  prevented  the  least  vestige  of  the  sky  from  being  visible,  and  must, 
even  at  mid-day,  have  converted  all  below  them  into  an  impenetrable  shade. 
j  "  Are  you  sure  you  are  in  the  right  track  ?"  whispered  Jack. 
!     "  Quite,  Jack." 

j     "  That  is  well.    And  your  key,  Claude  ?" 

i  "  I  have  it  here.  We  are  now  quite  close  to  the  mysterious  little  door  that 
opens  into  the  secret  passage  of  the  convent.  I  will  try  to  do  without  a  light  if 
I  can  ;  but  J  rather  think  1  shall  have  to  ignite  a  match  to  enable  me  to  find  the 
key-hole." 

i"  It  may  take  some  time  to  do  so." 
"  It  may ;  and  I  don't  think  that  there  will  be  any  danger  in  it." 
They  now  suddenly  emerged  from  the  dreary  pathway  in  whhh  they  were, 
and  came  upon  a  small  open  space  close  to  ths  building,  which,  amid  the  darkness 
of  the  night,  in  consequence  of  having  its  outline  so  completely  blended  with  that 
darkness,  looked  of  uncommon  size. 
I     "  This  should  be  the  place,"  whispered  Claude. 

I     After  feeling  about  the  wall  for  some  time,  he  feared  that  he  might  be  a  long 
time  finding  the  door  that  he  had  to  open  with  hia  master-key;  so,  as  every  mo- 
i  ment  was  now  valuable,  he  determined  upon  risking  the  faint  light  of  a  phos- 
'  phorus  match. 

I     It  would  be  very  unlikely  that  any  one  would  be  sufficiently  upon  the  look-out 
to  see  it,  so  Claude   at  once  ignited  it ;  and  then  he  saw  the  little  low-arched 
door  in  the  wall. 
"  This  will  do,"  he  said,  as  he  placed  his  hand  upon  the  key-hole,  and  threw 
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down  the  match.  "  Now,  my  friends,  silence  as  profound  as  death  must  be  the 
order  of  the  day,  for  in  another  moment  we  sliall  be  within  the  convent." 

The  noaster-liey  that  Duval  had  did  its  duty,  and  the  little  door  in  the  wall 
slowly  creaked  open  upon  it^  seldom  used  hinges. 

"  Come  on,"  whispered  Duval,  "  I  wi'l  leave  the  door  close  shut,  but  not  locked, 
remember,  and  I  will  as  we  go  on  leave  all  the  doors  ihat  ,1  open  in  the  same 
state,  and  then  if  anything  should  happen  to  me  in  the  event  of  a  tumult  you 
will  require  no  key  to  aid  you  in  escaoing  in  this  direction." 

"  Don't  think  of  that/'  said  Mr.  Field.  "  I  for  one  will  live  or  die  with  you, 
my  friend." 
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Neither  Dick  nor  Jack  said  a  word,  Jt  was  not  exactly  the  time  of  day  for 
them  to  make  any  protestations  to  Claude  Duval.  They  both  felt  that  he  knew 
them  too  well  to  need  any. 

They  all  passed  into  the  little  secret  passage,  and  Duval  clqsed  the  door,  bat 
did  not  lock  it. 

"  Now,"  he  said,  '<  before  we  go  a  stap  further  I  think  it  will  be  as  well  that 
we  determine  upon  what  we  are  to  do  if  attacked  by  a  host  of  these  hags  of 
women,  who  in  this  establishment  lead  a  life  of  vice,  and  who  think  that  they 
are  called  upon  to  obey  the  orders  of  the  wretch  who  presides  over  them.'* 

"  I  have  been  thinking  of  that,"  said  Dick,  "  and  I  for  one,  if  it  can  be  at  alt 
avoided,  don't  like  shooting  a  womaa,  let  her  scratch  ever  so," 
"  Nor  do  I,"  said  Jack. 

*'But,"  added  Dick,  "  I  recollect  what  was  once  done  in  a  case  where  an  attack 
of  women  took  place." 
"What  was  it,  Dick?" 

"  Pistols  were  loaded  with  powder,  well  rammed  down  with  a  good  hard  bit  of 
wadding,  and  it  was  found  that  every  poe  w|:|qin  ^e  fired  at  went  down  at  once, 
and  gave  herself  up  as  shot." 

'  •  Let  us  do  it,  then,  with  sotne  of  qur  arras.  It  will  be  well,  thowg^i,  \^  feeep 
about  us  some  pistols  properly  loaded." 

♦'  No  doubt  of  that,  for  there  is  no  knowing  what  may  happeu^  a^^  \^  JS  ^s  >yell 
lo  be  on  the  safe  side." 

Dick  Turpin  and  the  others  nov?  loaded  each  a  pistpl  'vvithi  rather  an  over- 
charge of  powder,  and  rammed  in  very  hard  a  bit  of  leather  instead  of  a  bullet, 
so  that  it  would  hit  any  one  a  good  rap,  but  ijpt  in  reality  dp  aqy  fatal  injury. 
They  then  considered  themselves  prepared  ixiir  any  contingency  that  might 
occur. 

It  was  quite  impossible  that  darkness  could  be  more  intense  than  it  was  now 
as  they  entered  this  gloomy  passage  leading  to  the  convent  chapel.  Claude 
Duval  now  paused  for  a  moment,  and  spoke  |q  a  very  low  tone  to  his  friends. 

"Remember,"  he  said,  "that  in  the  course  of  our  progress  now  we  shall 
pass  within  half-a-dozen  paces  of  the  abbebs's  room-door,  and,  therefore,  that 
any  sound  coming  to  her  ears  will  assureflly  liave  the  effect  of  bringing  her  out 
to  see  what  it  is.  1  don't  mean  to  say  that  even  then  her  appearance  would 
have  the  effect  of  putting  a  stop  to  our  plan  of  operations,  but  it  might  delay  us.* 
"  We  should  have  to  quiet  her,"  said  Jack. 

"  Yes,  Jack,  we  would  do  that,  but  we  don't  know  exactly  what  means  she 
may  have  of  giving  an  alarm  to  the  rest  of  the  convent;  and  what  I  specially 
wish  to  avoid  is,  a  conflict  with  the  nuns." 

"  Just  so,"  said  Dick ;  "  it  would  be  all  kicking  and  scratching,  you  may 
depend  upon  it." 

"  Come  on,  then,"  said  Claude.  "  I  think  you  understand  me  now.  All  you 
have  to  do  is  to  follow  me  in  single  file,  and  each  of  you  to  tread  as  lightly  J^a  he 
possibly  can,  so  that  his  footfall  may  make  no  perceptible  sound." 

In  this  way,  then,  they  went  into  the  dreary  passage,  which  led  round  by  the 
route  the  abbess  had  shown  to  Duval  to  the  chapel  of  the  convent.  Claude 
considered  that  it  still,  with  all  the  delays  that  had  taken  place  on  account  of 
Dennis  and  other  matters,  wanted  an  hour  to  the  time  when  the  abbess  would 
be  expecting  him  to  make  his  appearance  with  the  deed. 

What  might  not  be  done  by  four  determined  men  in  an  hour  ?  And  by  such 
men,  too,  as  those  who  were  now  within  the  convent  walls.  If  the  abbess  had 
but  had  the  least  idea  to  whom  she  had  opened  the  secrets  of  her  establishment, 
she  might  well  have  trembled  for  its  future  stability. 

But  it  was  passion  that  had  blinded  that  woman,  who,  under  ordinary  cir- 
cumstances, would  never  have  been  deceived  by  the  slight  plot  that  had'  been 
brought  to  bear  against  her. 

It  she  had  not  taken  the  unnatural  liking  that  she  had  to  Claude  Duval,  she 
would  never  have  so  far  stultified  her  reason  as  to  think  that  all  was  right  in  the 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  x491 


way  that  it  was  going  on ;  but  when  we  find  that  she  could  go  the  length  of 
asking  Duval  to  take  the  life  of  Father  Garvey,  so  that  he  should  not  be  in  the 
way  of  her  new  amour,  we  may  judge  how  lar  gone  the  abbess  was  ia  the 
criminality  of  her  passions. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXI. 

THE    RESCUE    OF    ALICIA   AND   THE  TWO    NOVICES,    AND   THE    FATE    Off   DENNIS. 

The  necessity  now  for  preserving  the  most  cautious  demeanour,  if  they  would 
be  successful  in  what  they  were  meditating,  was  impressed  strongly  upon  the 
minds  of  all  those  who  were  with  Claude  Duval  upon  this  momentous 
occasion. 

He  had  told  them  that  in  the  course  they  would  pursue  they  would  have  to 
pass  so  near  to  the  chamber  in  the  actual  occupation  of  the  lady  abbess,  that 
the  least  noise  might  have  the  effect  of  calling  her  forth  to  challenge  them. 

Claude  went  first,  feeling  his  way  as  best  he  could,  for  he  was  afraid  to  have 
a  light,  lest  some  wandering  ray  of  it  should  reach  the  abbess's  observation  ; 
and  yet  he  found  it  exceedingly  difficult  to  get  on  with  anything  like  facility 
without  one. 

Nevertheless  he  went  on  as  best  he  could,  and  reached  the  foot  of  the  flight 
of  steps  which  he  had  before  counted,  upon  the  occasion  of  descending  them  ia 
company  with  the  abbess. 

It  was  then  only  that  Claude  turned,  and'whispered  softly—* 
"  Be  cautious.     Here  are  stairs." 
"Descending?"  asked  Turpin. 
"  No — no — they  ascend." 
"All's  right,  Claude.     Goon." 
*'Hush!  hush!" 

The  stairs  were  passed,  a  door  was  opened,  and  then  Claude  Duval  felt  certain 
that-  he  was  in  the  winding  passap:e,  which,  in  a  very  short  time,  would  lead  him 
close  to  the  door  of  the  abbess's  room. 

"Caution!  caution! — much  caution,  now!"  he  whispered. 
They  all  understood  him  and  made  the  best  possible  reply  'hey  could  to  him 
by  obeying  the  injunction  in  silence,  and  then  on  they  went,  till  Duval  suddenly 
found  something  in  his  way,  over  which  he  fell. 

If  he  had  not  been  going  so  exceedingly  slow,  with  his  hands  stretched  out 
before  him,  he  certainly  must  have  .fallen  ;  but,  as  it  was,  although  he  made  a 
slight  noise,  it  was  not  sufficient  to  give  anything  like  an  alarm. 

Feeling,  however,  convinced  that  there  was  some  obstruction  now  to  his  pro- 
gress which  it  would  not  do  to  tamper  with  in  the  dark,  Claude  Duval,  although 
he  was  very  much  averse  to  such  a  course,  felt  that  he  must  have  a  light. 

The  hope  he  had  was,  that  as  the  abbess  would  not  be  sitting  m  the  dark,  she 
would  not  see  any  ray  from  the  little  match  which  he  proceeded  to  ignite,  since 
it' would  present  no  Contrast  to  the  light  in  her  own  room. 
"  Dick  !"  whispered  Claude,  "  there  is  something  in  the  way." 
"The  deuce  there  is!" 

"  I  am  gomg  to  light  a  match  just  for  a  moment." 
"  Ah,  do  so." 

The  phosphorus  match  lit  noiselessly  ;  and  when  the  wood-work  was  in  a  flame 
Claude  saw  that  a  stool  was  placed  exactly  in  the  centre  of  the  passage,  with  a 
Ifirge  glass  goblet  upon  it.  The  goblet  had  been  only  sli>?htly  moved  by  the  touch 
he  had  given  to  the  stool ;  but  another  such  slight  touch  would  have  sent  it  to 
the  lloor,  when  it  must  have  made  quite  noise  enough  in  breaking  to  alarm  the 
abbess. 
There  could  be  no  doubt  but  she  had  placed  that  obstruction  in  the  way  of 
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Claude's  retura  in  order  that,  without  the  trouble  of  waiting  for  him,  she  might 
be  let  know  when  he  was  near  at  hand. 

"  Cunning  enough,  but  it  won't  do,"  said  Duval,  as  he  placed  the  goblet  close 
to  the  wall,  and  put  the  stool  out  of  the  way. 

••  Does  she  suspect  you  f"  whispered  Mr.  Field. 

"  I  think  not." 

"And  I  hope  not." 

*'  Come  on,  now — the  match  is  out ;  and,  whether  she  suspects  me  or  not,  we 
will  rescue  those  whom  we  came  here  to  save." 

Claude  Duval,  while  he  had  had  the  phosphorus  match  alight,  had  taken  a 
glance  in  advance  of  him,  and  had  been  quite  convinced  that  there  was  no 
further  obstruction  to  his  progress,  so  now  he  advanced  in  the  dark  with  much 
greater  confidence  than  before. 

A  few  moments  sufficed  to  enable  him  to  reach  the  turn  in  the  secret  passage, 
which  would  bring  himpast  the  panel  in  the  wall  of  the  abbess's  room. 

To  get  past  that  point  was  everything,  for  when  once  that  was  done,  every  step 
would  take  them  further  from  the  chances  of  any  interruption,  and  nearer  to  the 
gloomy  cells  in  which,  with  more  or  less  patience,  rested  the  victims  that  they 
had  come  to  save, 

"  More  caution  still,"  whispered  Claude,  for  he  was  fearful  that  not  being 
cognisantof  the  exact  spot  where  the  danger  lay,  one  or  other  of  those  he  had 
with  hkn  might  say  something. 

Claude  started  back  a  step  or  two,  for  suddenly  a  gleam  of  light  shot  across 
the  passage. 
fe,  "  Down  !"  he  said. 

They  all  crouched  down  to  the  floor,  and  then  the  panel  in  the  wall  of  the 
abbess's  chamber  was  opened  about  eight  inches  or  so,  and  she  looked  out. 

The  gleam  of  light  did  not  come  from  any  lamp  she  carried  in  her  hand,  but 
from  the  tall  candle  that  was  burning  upon  the  table  in  the  room. 

Claude  Duval  could  see  her  face  quite  plainly,  and  her  hand,  as  she  held  the 
edge  of  the  panel  with  it. 

"  All  still,"  she  said,  "  all  still.  He  comes  not  yet,  but  he  will  come.  I  am 
foolish  to  expect  him  so  soon,  or  to  be  so  very  anxious  about  him.  No  doubt  he 
will  come,  and  he  mentioned  to  me  the  shortest  possible  space  of  time  that 
would  elapse  before  I  saw  him  again,  L  must  be  patient — patient.  All  is 
still." 

She  closed  the  panel. 

"What  a  relief  it  was  to  Duval  when  he  heard  the  click  of  the  spring  of  the 
panel  go  into  its  place  again,  and  saw  a  very  thin  pencil  of  light  that  shone 
through  a  crevice,  and  just  revealed  where  the  panel  was  ;  nothing  was  observable 
of  the  opening  in  the  wall. 

"  An  escape,"  he  said,  in  a  whisper,  "  quite  an  escape.  Come  on  now  slowly 
and  surely — come  on." 

They  did  not  dare  any  of  them  to  speak  to  him,  but  they  had  not  advanced 
many  paces  when  they  heard,  or  thought  they  heard,  for  they  could  not  feel  quite 
sure  about  it,  the  feint  ringing  of  a  bell  as  if  a  long  way  off. 

Claude  paused  and  listened  intently,  for  something  came  across  him  to  the 
effect  that  that  ringing  oi  a  bell  had  something  to  do  with  the  affair  he  had  on 
hand. 

Not  many  moments  elapsed  before  he  was  convinced  that  it  not  only  had 
something  to  do  with  it,  but  that  the  something  was  of  great  importance. 

The  abbess's  voice  came  rather  sharply  upon  the  silence  of  the  night,  being 
only  on  the  other  side  of  the  panel,  as  she  said — 

"  What  is  it  now  ?  Am  I  never  to  be  left  to  myself?  How  dare  you  intrude 
upon  me  at  this  hour?" 

Claude  Duval  and  his  party  remained  as  still  as  death  itself  to  listen  to  what 
Bolght  now  take  place  in  the  abbess's  room. 
Iw  ^  \n'y  littBible  voicej  indeed;  socne  e>ae  replied  to  the  imperious  abbess,  and 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  1493 


the  tone  ia  which  the  reply  was  made  was  so  low.  that  neither  Duval  nor  aay 
of  those  who  were  with  him  could  catch  the  purport  even  of  the  words 

When  the  abbess  again  spoke,  however,  in  her  full,  round,  comraanding  voice, 
there  was  no  sort  of  difficulty  in  catching  every  word  she  uttered. 

'•A.  man  wants  to  see  me  ?"  she  cried.  -  What  do  you  mean  by  disturbing 
me  about  him  1  Who  and  what  is  he,  pray,  that  I  am  to  be  roused  even  from 
my  devotions  at  such  an  hour  as  this  to  see  him?  „.  i,=f«r«  nnH 

i^^ain  the  voice  said  something  i«  reply  in  the  same  bw  tone  as  before  and 
whicli  Claude   Duval  was  very  ™uch  annoyed  to  find  that  he  co^^^^^^ 
but  the  abbess  was  kind  enough  to  relieve  him  from  that  difficulty,  for  she  cried 

"' Sp:a\'uTIdIotr""Am  I  to  trouble  myself  to  listen  to  your  whimpering?" 
"Thank  vou,"  thought  Claude.  .  ^     ^u     i  j„ 

Upon  this  command,  the  person  who  had  brought  a  message  to  the  lady 
abbess  spoke  up  cleat ly  enough,  saying— 

'•Holy  madam,  I  don't  pretend  to  know  who  it  is  at  all.  nor  do  1  take  upon 
mys^t  to  say  thai  you  ought  to  have  been  disturbed  ;  but  Sister  Ma^y  thought 
that  it  was  worth  ^'hile  bringing  the  message  to  you,  as  it  might  be 
important." 

«rm7n:1L:.'at  We  Lr  gate,  who  says  that  his  name  is  Dennis  wishes 
to  see  you  in  order  to  tell  you  that  there  is  a  plot  going  on  for  the  purpose  ot  ] 
taking  a  novice  from  the  convent  this  very  night. 

"Absurd!     What  plot?     What  novice?"  , 

"  He  declared  that  he  would  not  tell  any  one  but  yourself,  or  a  priest 

"A  priest?  Why,  what  sort  of  a  man  must  he  be  who  waits  for  a  priest 
before  he  can  make  a  confidence  ?     Who  and  what  is  he .' 

«  He  is  an  Irishman,  and  by  his  language  belongs  to  the  lower  order  of 
society." 

"Stuff!    I  won't  see  him."  ^  ,       ,,    „„^„,^  „„„„»» 

"  Very  well,  holy  mother.     I  will  have  him  sent  away  from  the  ftc  at  once. 

•'Stop-stop!  A  plot  to  take  away  a  novice?  Stop  a  moment  Can  u  be 
possible  ?  No-no.  surely  no-it  cannot  be.  What  am  I  P  ^h  n^  ?  Jj*^ 
foolish  communication  has  the  effect  of  distracting  "^e.  whether  it  be  true  or 
false.     Did  he  give  no  further  information  than  what  you  have  told  me . 

"  None  whatever."  ,  ,  „  „„,    /•___„ 

"But  you  say  he  is  an  Irishman.  Could  you  not  manage  to  get  from 
him  what  he  has  to  say  without  my  being  troubled  with  him  ? 

"  I  fear  not.  holy  mother.  Like  the  rest  of  his  class,  he  makes  up  for  the  want 
of  education  and  its  advantages  by  the  possession  of  that  low  cunning,  which  is 
taught  to  him,  and  to  such  as  he,  from  their  earliest  infancy. 

•'You  are  right  there.  I  don't  think  that  there  is  anytning-I  don  t  think  that 
there  can  be  anything  in  this  pretended  <=o[°"^"f '<^f  «^^^^f  ^,;,^,^l  fu  "f^^^^^^^ 
me ;  but,  still,  there  are  circumstances  which  make  it  desirable  that  I  should  uu 
no  risks  just  now,  so  I  will  see  him.  I  have  still  half  an  hour  to  spare,  mut- 
tered the  abbess  to  herself,  as  the  attendant  left  the  room. 

When  the  abbess  was  alone,  she  paced  the  room  to  and  f'^o/"'^  ^^^^  ™'^^ 
length-and  that  was  no  trifle-with  disordered  steps  ["^was  quite  evident  th^^^ 
the  communication  which  had  been  made  to  her  had  had  the  effect  jf  ^^^^af  ng 
her  mind  verv  much.  and.  probably,  of  giving  her  doubts  of  the  good  faith  of  the 
Mr.  White  of  whom  she  had  thought  so  much.  o      .     i  ^  f„.  n,»  p« 

«  What  can  it  mean  ?"  she  said-"  what  can  it  all  mean  ?  A  plot  for  the  es- 
cape  of  a  novice  from  this  convent  ?  Oh,  impossible  !  We  are  too  we  I  prote^^^ed 
here.  But,  yet.  I  will  hear  what  this  man  has  to  say.  It  is  possible  that  his 
arrival  here  may  be  the  beginning  of  the  plot."  ,  ,     •    ,i,„  „„„„  „^  jhis 

The  abbess  stopped  short  in  her  peregrinations  to  and  fro  in  the  room  as  ims 
idea  atruck  her.     It  was  not  a  very  unnatural  one.  considering  all  ^tii»§^' 

"  Ye»,"  6bc  added,  "  there  may,  indeed,  be  a  plot,  and  this  man  6  arnval  hm 
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the  commencement  of  it.  He  may  be  in  disguise  !  Ah  !  let  hira  beware  !  Let 
him  attempt,  by  finesse,  to  gain  any  purpose  here,  and  1  think  he  will  find  me  a 
match  for  him.   1  will  liear  hiui,  and  then  woe  be  to  him  if  I  suspect  him  even !" 


CHAPTER  CCCLXII. 

DENNIS    MAKES     ALL    THE     MISCHIEF    HE     POSSIBLY    CAN    IN   HIS    INTERVIEW 
WITH    THE    ABBESS. 

"'  This  inopportune  visit  of  Dennis  at  the  convent  was  to  Claude  Duval  and  his 
party  one  of  the  most  serious  cross  accidents  that  could  possibly  have  happened 
to  tliem.  It  was  of  the  utmost  importance,  too,  that  they  should  find  out  how 
much  Dennis  knew  of  the  projected  escape  from  the  convent  of  Alicia,  for  the 
amount  of  that  knowledge  would  be  a  good  iudex  of  the  amount  of  his  powers  of 
niischief.  ■ 

Feeling,  therefore,  that  there  was  but  little  time  to  spare  in  the  matter,  and 
that  each  minute  that  Alicia  and  the  other  young  creatures  who  were  imprisoned 
in  the  cells  beneath  the  convent  must  seem  as  hours  of  anxiety  and  suspsnae,  >et 
Claude  Daval  was  assured  that  he  could  not  do  better  just  then  than  rem,iia 
•where  he  was,  and  endeavour  to  find  out  the  full  extent  of  the  powers  of  mischief 
of  Mr.  Dennis. 

The  angry  and  excited  way  in  which  the  abbess  was  now  again  raarcbin:^:  to 
and  fro  in  the  room  gave  Claude  Duval  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  his  fricnids 
•without  the  fear  of  being  overheard,  for  the  abbess  made  by  far  too  much  noise 
by  her  perambulations,  and  was  by  far  too  much  occupied  by  her  own  thoughts  and 
muttered  suppositions,  to  hear  a  cautiously-uttered  whisper  or  two  on  the  other 
side  of  the  panel  in  the  wall. 

"Turpin,"  whispered  Claude  Duval,  "  where  are  youl" 

"  Here,  Claude ;  and  Jack,  and  Mr.  Field  are  close  to  me.  We  can  all  hear 
anything  you  have  to  say." 

"  Did  you  all  hear  what  passed  in  the  abbess's  room  ?'* 

«'  We  did,  indeed." 

"  Then  such  being  the  case,  I  hope  you  will  agree  with  me  that  the  best  thing 
We  can  all  of  us  do  now  is  to  wait  a  Uitle,  and  hear  the  end  of  it." 

**  Not  a  doiibt  of  that,"  said  Jack. 

Mr.  Field  sighed  deeply,  and  Duval  hearing  him,  said  to  him— 

"  It  is  with  very  great  regret,  Mr.  Field,  that  I  council  any  delay  in  your  and 
in  our  proceeding.  If  I  actedjust  up  to  my  own  feelings  in  the  matter  without 
thought,  I  should  go  on  at  once  and  seek  Alicia  in  the  cells  beneath  the  convent ; 
but  icfleclion  tells  me  that  it  will  be  much  better  we  should  know  what  is  the 
amount  of  information  your  man,  Dennis,  possesses,  and  what  is  the  amount  of 
credence  given  to  it  by  the  abbess." 

"You  are  right — you  are  right,  Duval." 

•*  I  am  glad  you  think  so,  and  I  don't  think  you  would  say  so  if  you  did  not 
think  it." 

"  Indeed.  I  would  not.  My  reason  tells  me  you  are  right,  although  you  may 
easily  imagine  that  my  feelings  are  a  little  at  war  with  that  conclusion." 

"  I  can  easily  imagine  it,  and  I  assure  you,  sir,  that  you  shall  not  ficd  me 
delay  one  moment  longer  than  necessary." 

"Hush!"  said  Turpin,  who  had  placed  his  ear  close  to  the  panel.  "Her 
ladyship,  the  abbess,  is  going  to  give  us  some  further  information." 

The  fall  of  a  glass  in  the  abbess's  room  at  that  moment  attracted  the  atten- 
tion of  Duval  and  his  friends,  and  then  they  heard  her  say — 

"  How  nervous  I  am  to-night.    I  tremble  so  tljat  I  caanofc  even  hold  a  glass. 
Who  is  there  J" 
1'- ^ , .     „      .^ ,. . .. — ,_, — ™. 
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The.  voice  of  the  attendant  now  auuudod  upon  tae  t-urs  ot'  the  hateoers, 
saying — 

"The  man  is  here,  holy  mother." 

"Admit  him,  but  do  you  remain  close  to  the  door  in  the  passage  yonder,  so 
that  you  may  have  no  difficulty  in  hearing  my  bell  if  I  should  sound  it." 

"Yes,  holy  mother." 

There  was  aslight  bustle  at  the  door  of  the  abbess's  room,  and  then  thelisteners 
heard  Dennis,  in  a  whispering  manner,  saying— 

"  Oh,  by  all  the  holy  saints,  and  isn't  it  a  mighty  great  thing  for  rae  to  have 
the  honour  of  an  interview  with  yow  mightiness.  ;The  saints  be  good  to  us  all! 
Amen  !  amen !  amen  !" 

"Silence." 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  if  you  please,  ma'am,  it's  silent  I'll  be.  I  come  of  a  silent 
family,  ma'am.  The  Ballgudries  of  Tipperary,  ma'am.  Saints  look  down 
on  us  !" 

"  You  profess  our  holy  faith?" 

"  Surely,  ma'am,  yes,  I  do.  What  the  priest  says  is  right,  ma'am,  so  you  see 
it  saves  a  poor  man  a  world  of  trouble,  you  see,  ma'am." 

"  That  is  true.  You  take  quite  a  correct  view  of  the  case.  And  now,  they  tell 
me  that  you  know  something  of  a  plot  to  take  a  novice  from  the  convent." 

"  Faith,  then,  I  do,  ma'am.  They  say  that  this  convent  is  no  better,  ma'am, 
than  it  ought  to  be,  but  what's  the  odd's  as  long  as  it  is  a  holy  place,  ma'am  ? 
And  sure  if  the  prastes,  and  the  abbesses,  and  the  likes  of  yourself,  ma'am,  choose 
to  do  anything  by  way  of  a  little  amusement,  it's  all  right  with  the  saints  and 
the  holy  people,  you  see,  ma'am,  and  it  isn't  for  the  likes  of  me  to  say  black  is 
the  whi:e  of  your  eye,  you  know,  ma'am,  an'  I'm  quite  sure  that  no  luck  comes 
from  going  to  thwart  the  praste  or  the  ladies  of  the  convent,  ma'am.  That's 
what  I  think,  ma'am." 

"  Your  thoughts  do  you  credit  so  far  as  they  go ;  but  tell  me,  who  is  the 
novice  you  suspect  is  to  be  taken  from  the  convent  ?" 

"  i  t's  Alicia,  ma'am,  they  call  her." 

"  Alicia?" 

"Truth,  ma'am,  and  that  same  was  the  name  I  heard  'em  call  her  over  and 
over  again,  ma'am,  and  it's  myself  would  scorn  to  tell  you  a  lie,  ma'am; 
about  it." 

"  Go  on — go  on,  I  wish  to  hear  all." 

"  Well,  ma'am,  they  wanted  to  make  out  that  you  wanted  to  get  her  money, 
and  that  the  holy  man  of  a  praste  was  rather  fond  of  her,  ma'am;  but,  as  I  say, 
if  you  do  wish  to  get  her  money  I'd  like  to  know  who  has  a  greater  right  to  it 
than  the  holy  church  that  saves  souls  ?  and  if  the  praste,  blessed  man,  does  look 
with  the  corner  of  his  holy  eye  at  a  pretty  girl,  where's  the  harm  ?  and  it's  quite  a 
sin  of  anybody  to  interfere  with  his  reverence's  little  amusements,  and  she  needn't 
be  so  n-ighty  particular." 

"True—true,  that  is  all  correct;  but  who  are  the  people  you  speak  of  that  say 
such  thmgs?" 

"  Well,  ray  lady,  I  tried  to  find  OTit,  but  they  began  to  talk  about  something 
else  just  as  1  was  getting  all  the  ne(iv/s.  My  master,  rna'am,  has  got  them  to  help 
him  and  no  mistake,  though." 

"Who  is  your  master  ?"  ' 

"Truth,  ma'am,  and  it's  Mr.  Beld  that's  me  master." 

"  Field  ?  I  know  that  name.  Then  there  is  some  truth  in  your  communi- 
cation. I  remember  that  name-  well.  I  rather  think,  though,  that  I  have  an 
ally  in  Mr.  White,  the  attorney,  who  will  get  the  better  of  him.  But  tell  me, 
what  is  Mr.  Field's  plan  of  operation  ?'* 

"The  operation,  ma'am?" 

"Yes — yes," 

"The — a — the  plan,  raa'am  ?" 

•'  Yes;  do  you  not  understarid  me?     You  say  tbey  intend  to  try  to  get  tbi 
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novice,  Alicia,  out  of  the  convent,  and  I  v?ant  to  know  how  they  mean  to  try 
to  do  it." 
y      "  Oh,  yes,  ma*am.    Well,  then,  that  I  don't  know.'* 
«'  You  don't  know  ?" 

*'  Bedad  no,  ma'am.    The  cunning  of  'em,  ma'am,  bates  all  the  world,  and 
knowing  that  they  are  going  to  come  here  to-night  and  interfere  with  your  lady- 
ship and  the  other  holy  people,  I  don't  know  how  they  mane  to  do  it." 
"Then  you  have  arrived  at  the  end  of  your  communication  ?• 
*'  The  end  of  what,  ma'am  ?'* 
•'  Of  your  statement." 

*'0h,  yes.  The  end  of  it  did  you  say,  ma'am?  "Which  end,  ma'am  ?" 
*'  Jdiot !  I  mean,  that  you  have  now  nothing  more  to  tell  me  ?" 
"  Oh,  yes,  ma'am— that's  it  is  it,  ma'am  ?  Well,  then,  all  I  have  to  say  is,  that 
there's  four  of  *em  now,  along  with  the  master— that's  Mr.  Field,  as  I  told  you, 
ma'am — and  they  mane  to  try  something  to-night,  as  safe  as  potatoes,  ma'am ;  so 
I  thought  that,  just  for  the  good  of  the  holy  father,  I'd  come  and  tell  you,  and 
may  be,  thought  I,  it  will  be  good  service  done  to  the  saints,  after  all." 

"It  will — it  will.    I  am  much  beholden  to  you,  and  will  reward  you  well.** 
"  Many  thanks  to  you,  my  lady.  It's  a  hard  case  indeed  that  the  holy  fathers  can't 
amuse  themselves  a  little  with  a  heretic  of  a  girl  but  there  it  to  be  a  riot  and  a 
rackit  about  it.'* 
"Can  you  fight?" 

"  Is  it  fight,  ma'am  ?  Hubaboo !  Whoop !  Yes,  ma'am,  I'm  of  the  rale 
ould  fighting  stock,  ma'am,  any  way." 

"Then  if  ever  you  fought  in  your  life  it  is  your  duty  to  fight  for  your  church.'* 
*'Yes,  ma'am,  and  I  will,  faith.    There  is  only  one  of  the  fellows  with  the 
master  that  one  may  be  much  afraid  of,  and  truth,  then,  he  seems  to  be  a  born 
devil  he  does," 
"Who  is  he?" 

"  I  don't  know  who  he  is,  my  lady,  but  he  is  a  fellow  that  it's  much  better 
to  put  a  bullet  in  from  behind  a  hedge  quiet  and  easy  than  to  come  to  fisty 
cuffs  with." 
"  Is  he  so  powerful  a  man  V* 

"  Why,  my  lady,  praise  be  to  the  Saints,  he  is  not  so  mighty  big  as  he  is  a  cute 
and  knowing-looking  sort  of  fellow,  and  he  is  good-looking,  too,  in  his  way,  with 
his  black  locks  of  long  hair,  and  his  fine  moustachoes,  ray  lady,  and  his  elegant 
lawn  cravat— — " 

"  Hold  !  What  do  you  say?  His  moustachoes?  Has  he  rather  large  and 
handsome  black  eyes  ?" 

"  True  for  you,  he  has,  my  lady.'* 

"And  a  dark  but  clear  complexion?  And  wlieQ  he  smiles  does  he  look  like- 
like——" 

"A  mighty  good-looking  fellow,  my  lady.'*] 

*'  Yes — yes." 

*'  Then  that's  the  same  man,  my  lady,  any  "vray,  ahd  he  is  the  leader  of  the 
whole  of  them,  and  is  telling  of 'em  what  to  do,  jand  a  mighty  agly  creature,  I'm 
after  thinking,  he  would  be,  my  lady." 

"Ruined!  Lost— lost  J  Ruined!"  sobbed  t  lie  &bbess>  as  she  clasped  her 
hands  over  her  face  and  rocked  to  and  fro  in  an  a  gony  of  rage  &ad  apprehension, 

«  nu'  u"'"^**  y°"  ^^^'  ™a'am  ?    Well,  I  shouldi  t't  have  thought  it." 
Uh,  horror— horror  !     All  is  over— over  now  !=  * 

*  You  don't  say  so,  ma'am  ?'*  '^ 

"  Oh,  all  other  misfortunes  were  nothing  to  this.  I  haVe  iiad  masfortunes,  but 
this  one  is  the  worst  of  all." 

"And  you  have  had  misfortunes,  ma'am,  really 'I  ao^?    Di<i   any  of   'em 

"  Sir  ?    What  do  you  mean  ?" 
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THE    LADY   ABBESS   POINTS    OUT    THE    SECRET    PASSAGE    TO    CLAUDE, 

"The  misfortunes,  ma'am.  We  call  'em  misfortunes  ia  ould  Ireland,  ma'am, 
whether  they  are  girls  or  boys,  ma'am." 

"  Wretch,  how  dare  you  insult  me  !  My  vengeance  shall  at  least  reach  you. 
[f  I  cannot  be  revenged  upon  the  villain  that  I  would  fain  have  in  my  grasp,  I 
will  at  least  embrace  the  one  that  is  so." 

"  Oh,  murder,  my  lady  !  Don't  be  after  making  a  victim  of  me !  Murder ! 
Oh,  there,  be  easy." 

"  Stop  !"  '     '     % 

"Yes,  my  lady." 

"  You  say  you  can  fight  V 
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"  Bedadj  yea*  my  lady*" 

*'  You  shall,  then.** 

*•  With  all  the  pleasure  ia  life,  my  lady.  Only  put  me  in  the  way  of  it,  and 
it  is  myself  that  will  fight — only  show  me  the  thick  hedge  to  get  behind,  and  a 
gun  in  my  hand,  and  then  won't  I  fight  like  a  lion,  my  lady,  and  hit  down  the 
man  that  little  expects  it  as  he  goes  along,  fine  and  aisy,  on  the  other  side." 

The  abbess  rose  and  paced  to  a  remote  corner  of  the  room,  and  opening  a 
cupboard  that  was  there,  she  look  from  it  a  double-barrelled,  rather  short  gun, 
and  placed  it  in  the  hands  of  Dennis. 

*'  Go,"  she  said.  "  There  is  not  a  moment  to  lose.  Go  down  the  lane  till 
you  dee  the  branched  of  a  trise  projecting  over  the  wall.  Hide  yourself  any  way 
yoti  can,  and  wait  till  the  man  you  have  described  comes  to  that  spot.  Let  him 
get  to  the  top  of  the  wall,  and  then  shoot  him.'* 

« Shoot  him  ?'*       :.      ^ 

"Yes,  shoot  him.  He  will  fall  int*  the  garden  if  you  manage  well,  and  I 
shall  have  the  pleasure  of  looking  at  his  dead  body.  Go.  When  the  deed  is 
done,  come  to  me  here  again  for  your  reward.'* 

**  Trust  me  for  that,  my  lady." 

"  Go  at  once.  Take  this  ring.  The  production  of  it  to  the  porter  at  the 
gate  Will  pass  you  here  again  tipon  your  return.  You  will  find  an  attendant 
in  waiting,  who  will  show  you  out.     There  is  not  a  moment  to  lose." 

Dennis  left  the  room,  and  the  £tbbesS)  with  a  scream  of  rage  and  disappointment, 
fell  to  the  floor. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXIlI* 

*HB  HORRORS  OP  THE  CONVENT  WELG  ARlE  BROUGHT   TO   LieiiT, 

This  mode  of  tactics  that  was  adopted  by  the  abbess  happened  to   suit 
Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  very  well  indeed,  considering  that  they  had  made 
y  good  their  entrance  to  the  convent,  and  stood  in  no  sort  of  fear  of  the  gun  with 
which  Dennis  was  armed  to  repel  any  attack  from  Without  with.' 

If  Dennis  had  happened  to  have  arrived  at  the  convent  a  little  sooner,  say 
an  hour  or  so,  they  might  have  rati  some  risk  from  the  murderous  way  in  which 
he  Would,  no  doubt,  have  carried  out  the  abiiess's  orders. 

''Now,"   whispered  Claude   to  his  friends — "now  that  we  know  all  that 
I  there  is  to  know  regarding  Dennis  and  his  operations,  let  us  at  once  proceed  on 
GUI'  mission.     It  is  evident  that  the  afebess  has  no  notion  that  we  have  already 
got  Within  the  convent  walls." 

"Not  the  least,"  said  young  Field,  in  a  tone  of  joy,  although  he  took  good 
care  at  the  same  time  not  to  speak  loud  enough  for  there  to  be  any  danger 
of  his  being  overheard  by  the  abbess — "  not  the  least ;  and  I  do,  indeed,  now 
think  that  I  shall  soon  behold  my  Alicia." 

They  now  passed  the  secret  little  panelled  door  leading  from  the  abbess's 
room  to  the  dark  and  dreary  passage  with  which,  no  doubt,  the  convent  was,  as 
such  places  usually  ;are,  well  provided ;  and  as  at  each  step  that  they  now  took 
they  discovered  the  danger  of  being  overheard  by  the  abbess,  they  felt  their 
heads  grow  lighter,  and  a  strange  and  more  fearful  assurance  growing 
upon  them  that  they  would  not  succeed  in  rescuing  the  fair  victims  of  the 
cbnventual  system  from  the  terrors  that  surrounded  them. 

Claude  Duval  quickened  his  pace  now  each  moment  and  soon  reached  the  door 
that  opened  into  the  chapel  behind  the  altar.  The  moment  he  opened  it,  a  rush 
of  cool,  grateful  fresh  air  came  upon  their  faces,  and  they  steppi^d  from  the  now 
gloomy  passage  with  a  feeling  of  thankfulness  to  escape  from  it. 

A  strange  feeling  of  awe  came  over  Turpio  and  Jack  and  Mr.  Field  as  they 
now  found  themselves  in  what,  in  truth,  was  the  rather  large  ex  .tent  of  the  chapel. 

^■'r      ■;'■■'      ;';'';,•„),' .::'::;„;,:,  i'l'in'T"'     -    ■     -         -       __ 
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There  was  a  dreamy  sort  of  stillness  in  the  air  which  might  h?ive  produced  that 
effect,  or  was  it  from  the  fact  that  places  dedicated  to  the  worship  of  the  Great 
Being  who  is  the  Creator  and  the  Lord  of  Heavea  and  of  Earth  carry  with 
them  a  feeling  of  sanctity,  which  evea  the  most  wic!fe4  *nd  corrupt  cannot 
shake  off?  ;  j 

(.  It  may  be  so. 
li  "  And  this  is  the  chapel  ?"  said  Dick./'  ^      ! 

*' It  is,"  whispered  Claude,  ^  ._  ,-- 

i« How  still  and  solemn!"  ^  ||. 

*'  My  flesh  creeps  upon  my  bones,'*  said  J'ack< '    " 

•*  How  chill  the  air  is,  too." 

"  Come,  come,"  said  Claude  Daval,  "  don't  let  the  silence  and  the  strangeness 
of  this  place  infect  you  both  with  unknown  fears." 

"No,  no." 
P  "  Forward  !    Follow  me !    We  are  behind  what  they  call  the  high  altar,  now; 
but  there  is  no  possible  occasion  for  us  to  linger  in  this  place." 

"  On— on,  then  !"  said  Jack. 

Claude  Duval  went  for-«s;ard  carefully,  for  he  recollected  that  there  was  a  short 
flight  of  stairs  to  descend  from  the  place  m  which  he  was  in  order  to  reach  the 
body  of  the  chapel.  Fearing  that  his  comrades  might,  if  not  in  time  warned  of 
their  existence,  fall  over  them  and  so  make  more  noise  than  would  be  at  all 
desirable,  he  turned  and  said-«« 

'<  Steps !" 

That  one  word  was  sufficient  to  induce  them  to  use  the  greatest  caution  in 
proceeding,  so  that  they  all  descended  from  the  raised  portion  of  the  chapel  on 
which  the  altar  stood  with  perfect  safety. 

"  Now,"  said  Claude,  "  we  are  not  far  from  Alicia." 

"  Oh !  joyful  thought !"  said  Field. 

"  Hush  1"  said  Turpin ;  "  I  am  not  accustomed  to  tliis  placp,  of  course,  and  it 
is  possible  that  some  accidental  noise  may  h3,ve  deceived  me,  but  I  thought  I 
heard  a  groan." 

"  Let  us  all  listen."    ' 

Jack  bent  his  head  right  down  to  the  floor  of  the  chapel  to  listen ;  and  then 
they  all  heard  very  clearly  and  distinctly  a  deep,  hollow  ^oan, 

Claude  Duval  started. 

•'  JJid  you  hear  it,  Turpin?" 

"Idid." 

"And  you,  Mr.  Field?"  V 

"Yes,  yes." 

*'  Can  any  of  you  fix  the  locality  of  it  ?" 

They  were  all  at  fault  in  that  particular.  They  had  all  heard  the  groan,  but 
it  seemed  as  if  it  floated  in  the  very  air  of  the  chapel ;  and,  at  all  events,  it  was 
quite  impossible  that  any  of  them  should  take  upon  himself  to  point  out  any 
particular  spot  and  say,  "  It  is  from  there." 

After  listening  for  a  few  moments  longer  and  finding  that  the  groan  Vfss  aot 
I    repeated,  Claude  Duval  spoke  in  a  low  and  cautious  tone  of  voice. 
I       '*  I  do  not  think,"  he  said  **  we  ought  to  let  this  circumstance  stop  us  in  our 
enterprise.     Heaven  only  knows  to  what  an  extent  these  villanous  conventual 
J  mysteries  are  carrifed  on  in  this  place,  and  what  may  be  the  amount  of  suffering 
!•  contingent  upon  it;  but  as  far  as  we  are  concerned  we  have  now  a  distinct  enter- 
I  prise  before  us,  and  we  should  pursue  it  heedless  of  what  may  stand  in  tlie  way." 
J      How  grateful  young  Field  felt  to  Claude  Duval  for  those  few  words!     ^ 
J      "  1  agree  with  you,"  said  Turpin  ;  "  we  will  follow  you,  Claude." 
il      "This  way,  then." 

I       With  the  master-key  in  his  grasp  that  would  open  the  mysterious  door  by  the 

!   side   of  the  confessional,  Claude  Duval  crept   along  the  aisle  of  the  chapel  in 

which  that  door  was  situated,  and  soon,  as  he  thought,  came  to  the  confessional, 

"  This  is  the  place,"  he  said. 
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Thev  all  came  to  a  halt. 

Claude  Duval  now  felt  with  great  care  all  along  the  wall.;  but  with  the  utmost 
caution  and  carefulness  that  he  could  use,  he  could  not  find  the  key-hole  in  the 
door,  and  wondered  much  what  could  be  the  cause  of  its  disappearance. 
]j      "  Can't  you  get  on?"  whispered  Turpin,. 

"  No,  Dick."  ■  1?  vno'f  fis 

"  What's  the  matter  ?"  ^  X..,,^^ 

"  I  can't  find  the  key-hole  of  the  door,  and  I  suppose  the  only  plan  will  be  to 
have  a  light  at.  any  risk.  Just  light  a  jqEktch,  Dick,  and  hold  it  for  rae  here,  as  I 
have  the  key  in  ray  hand." 

"  Yes,  in  a  moment." 

Dick  Turpin  quickly  ignited  a  little  match,  and  when  the  flame  caught  the 
wood  Claude  Duval  could  see  the  cause  of  his  disappointment  easily  enough. 
There  were  several  ronfessionals  in  a  row,  and  the  one  that  he  had  stopped  at  was 
not  the  one  that  wa:i  close  to  the  portion  of  the  wall  which  opened  to  the  gloomy 
vaults  and  cells  beneath  the  convent. 

"  I  see,  now,"  said  Claude,  "  it  is  further  on." 

Mr.  Field  drew  a  long  breath  of  relief.  He  was  afraid  when  he  saw  the 
hesitation  of  Claude  that  the  secret  door  in  the  wall  was  much  too  carefully  hidden 
to  be  found  again,  and  that  it  was  just  possible  his  Alicia  might  not  be  saved  t>y 
those  even  who  were  willing  to  risk  so  much  for  her. 

*'  Can  you  see  it  now?"  he  said,  as  Claude  paused  aga|p#  just  as  the  match 
was  going  out.  •■    ;,|,0rj;-. 

"Yes."  ..    -..,;r.-,'>r' 

"Oh,  thank  Heaven !" 

"  You  should  not  have  despaired,  Mr.  Field,  even  if  the  door  had  eluded  all 
possib'e  observation."  ^  j^f\  ^g  g.;.; 

"  But  what  could  we  have  done  ?"  ,  jc,^  "'.•(■;! 

"  What  could  we  have  done  ?  I  would  have  had  up  the  flosr  of  the  chapel  ; 
and  if  that  would  not  have  succeeded,  I  would  go  outside  and  begin  upon  ihe 
convent  brick  by  brick  and  stone  by  stone  till  i  had  revealed  to  the  world  ttie 
secrets  of  this  most  vile  and  detestable  prison-house." 

"  Oh,  my  friend,  the  more  I  know  of  you  the  more  surely  do  I  feel  that  yov^ 
will  place  my  Alicia  in  my  arms  again." 

"I  will." 

Claude  opened  the  door  in  the  chapel  wall  easily  enough  now,  and  just  as  tbv 
match  burnt  to  the  last  portion,  and  Dick  Tuipin  was  compelled  to  drop  it  from 
between  his  fingers,  they  all  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  dark  and  gloomy-lookin|f 
region  which  lay  in  the  direction  of  the  vaults,  and  directly  through  the  door 
that  Claude  Duval  had  opened  with  his  master-key. 

"Let  us  descend  a  lew  steps,"  said  Claude,  "so  as  to  get  clear,  of  the 
chapel,  and  then,  Jack,  you  can  light  the  little  hand-lantern  you  have  with 
you."  , 

"I  can,"  said  Jack. 

"Be  careful  of  the  steps.    They  are  both  narrow  and  steep." 

This  caution  was  really  well  needed,  for  the  steps  were  both  narrow  and 

steep,  and,  besides,  so  dusty  that  the  foot  could  hardly  get  a  firm  hold  of  them  in 

descending.  , 

After  they  had  got  about  six  steps  down,  Claude  closed  the  door,  and  said  to 

Jack — 

"  Quick  with  your  lantern,  now.  Jack,  I  wish  to  see  if  there  be  any  fastening 
to  the  door  upon  this  side,  for  if  so,  1  will  take  good  care  that  we  are  not  inter- 
rupted by  the  lady  abbess  or  any  of  the  old  nuns  while  we  are  here." 

Jack  had  in  his  pocket  one  of  those  small  well-made  hand-lanterns  with  a 
powerful  bull's-eye  lever,  and  a  good  reflector,  so  that  when  he  lit  it  he  could 
throw  a  strong  stream  of  light  upon  any  object,  that. it  ty^s  Requisite  to 
examine.  ^  '^^  ^B>^rhlri: 

"  JNow,  Jack,  turn  the  light  upon  the  door."  _ 
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Jack  did  so,  and  by  moving  the  lantern  slowly  up  and  down  he  showed  the 
door  plainly  to  Duval,  and  at  the  same  time  plainly  sbowed  him  that  there  were 
no  means  of  fastening  it  on  the  inner  side. 

"  We  must  take  our  chance,"  said  Duval.     "  Come  on." 

The  impatience  of  Claude  now  to  reach  the  cells,  and  to  assure  the  unhappy  pri- 
soners  there  confined  of  their  safety  was  very  great,  and  he  made  good  speed  to 
the  foot  of  the  steep  staircase.  When  there,  the  lantern  did  not  burn  so  brightly 
as  it  had  done  above,  which  was  a  sufficient  indication  of  the  badness  of  the  air, 
even  if  their  own  sensations  had  not  sufficiently  informed  them  of  that  fact. 

"This  is  a  terrible  place,"  said  Jack. 

"Alas  !  it  is,''  said  Mr.  Field.  "  Oh,  gentlemen,  only  think  of  a  young  and 
innocent  girl,  who»'has-been  accustomed  to  all  the  luxuries  and  all  the  amenities  of 
life  being  suddenly  snatched  from  the  world  and  shut  up  in  such  a  region  as 
this.  Alicia — ray  Alicia,  how  can  I  ever  make  amends  to  you  for  your 
sufferings  ?" 

"  The  joy  of  deliverance  from  this  prison-house,"  said  Claude,  "will  obliterate 
all  the  pangs  of  the  past.     This  way — on — on." 

Duval  strode  on  quickly,  closely  followed  by  Jack,  who  held  the  lantern  in 
such  a  position  that  it  spread  the  greatest  amount  of  light  upon  the  pathway 
that  he,  Claude,  was  pursuing,  and  in  this  way  the  open  space  where  the  well 
was  situated  was  gained,  and  they  all  paused  a  moment  to  look  up  at  the  vaulted 
roof  of  that  strange -looking  abode. 

*'  This,"  said  Claude,  "  is  beneath  the  floor  of  the  chapel,  no  doubt.  This 
way,  Mr.  Field.     Follow  me  closely,  sir." 

'•  It  did  not  need  many  injuntions  to  induce  Field  to  follow  Claude  Duva 
closely,  and  the  latter  made  his  way  at  once  to  the  cell  in  which  Alicia,  with  the 
young  novice  as  her  companion,  had  been  left. 

"  Call  to  her,"  said  Claude  to  Mr.  Field. 

With  a  shriek  of  joy,  the  young  lover  shouted — "  Alicia— Alicia  !" 

Scarcely  had  the  sound  time  to  echo  through  the  vaulted  roof  of  that  dismal 
place  than  there  was  an  answering  cry,  and  from  the  cell  in  which  Claude  Duvat 
had  advised  Alicia  to  remain,  she  rushed  forth  into  her  lover's  arms. 

Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  stepped  back  a  pace  or  two  in  respect  to  the 
gush  of  feeling  which  was  called  forth  by  this  truly  happy  meeting. 

For  some  seconds  neither  of  the 'young  lovers  spoke;  but  deep  sobs  came 
from  the  heart  of  Field  as  he  wound  his  arm  round  the  fair  form  of  the  young 
girl  whom  he  loved  so  well,  while  she  seemed  hardly  able  to  believe  in  the  reality 
of  the  fact  that  she  was  once  more  with  him,  and  that  he  had  come  to  save 
her. 

When  he  could  speak  it  was  only  in  disjointed  words  aad  sentences  that  he 
could  utter  the  full  joy  that  was  at  his  heart. 

"  My  darling — ray  own  Alicia — my  beautiful — my  own  dearest !  Is  this  a 
dream,  or  do  I,  indeed,  hold  you  again  to  my  heart  ?" 

"•  Save  me  I  save  me  !"  she  cried. 

"  Yes — yes,  I  will  save  you !  Oh,  look  up,  and  let  me  once  more  sec  that 
dear  face." 

"  It  cannot  be  !'*  sobbed  Alicia.  "  This  is  some  mockery — some  vision^  and 
I  am  mad!" 

Claude  Duval  now  stepped  forward,  and  in  a 'soft  and  gentle  voice,  he 
said — 

"  Do  you  remember  me  ?" 
I      Still  convulsively  clinging  to  her  lover,  Alicia  turned  and  looked  at  him.     The 
I  tears   streamed   down  her  cheeks   then,  and  releasing   Field  from  her  nervous 
I  grasp,  she  clasped  her  hands,  and  replied— 
i      "  Oh,  yes.     God  bless  you !     You  have,  indeed,  saved  me." 

*'  It  is  no  dream,"  said  Claude.  "  I  have  accompanied  Mr.  Field  to  this 
place  in  order  that  he  may  snatch  you  from  it.     Believe  me,  Alicia,  that  you 


1503  GENTLEMAN  JACK;  OR, 

iwill  be  free.     There  are  enough  of  us  to  save  you.    But  how  is  your  young 
companioQ  ?" 

I    "  I  have  two  companions  now.    Oh,  there  has  been  a  fearful  scene  enacted 
I  here,** 


CHAPTER  CCCLXIV. 

THE  BaCAPB  PROM  THE  CONVENT  CELLS  IS  ENVIRONED  BY  DANeSRS. 

When  Claude  Duval  spoke  of  her  young  companion  he  meant  the  novice 
whom  he  had  placed  with  Alicia,  and  who  he  was  glad  happened  to  be  in  the 
cells  to  keep  her  company,  and  when  Alicia  said  that  a  fearful  scene  had  been 
enacted  there,  she  alluded  to  the  young  creature  who  had  been  taken  to  the  cells 
by  the  order  of  the  abbess,  after  Claude  Duval  bad  left  them. 
I  "What  scene  do  you  allude  to,  dearest ?"  said  Field.  *' Have  you  suffered 
I  further  privations  since  this  gentleman  saw  you  ?" 

"Oh,  no— no!  but  much  terrors.     Come  this  way,  and  then  I  will  tell 
you  all." 

I  Alicia  led  them  to  the  cell  which  she  had  so  recently  left,  and  when  the  light 
I  of  Jack's  lantern  fell  upon  its  gloomy  interior,  they  all  stood  for  a  few  moments 
1  transfixed,  regarding  the  scene  that  was  there  to  be  observed. 
j  Kneeling  upon  the  floor  of  the  cell  was  the  young  novice  that  Claude  Duval 
had  left  with  Alicia,  and  lying  with  her  head  upon  her  lap  was  the  young 
\  cre£^t^re  who  with  such  blows  and  violence  had  been  dragged  to  that  place  by 
the  orders  of  the  abbess. 

!     That  poor  young  girl  seemed  to  be  dead,  and  the  novice  was  shedding  tears, 
I  which  fell  upon  her  face. 

I     "  There,"  said  Alicia,  sobbing, ''  iS  the  sight  that  I  wanted  you  to  see."  . 
**  It  is  woeful,"  said  Claude. 

*'  Are  we  all  to  die  now  V  said  the  novice,  looking  up  with  such  an  expres- 
»ion  of  grief  and  resignation,  that  it  was  truly  sad  to  look  at  her. 

"  Not  no,  dear  friend,"  said  Alicia.    *'  Look  at  this  gentleman.    Do  you  not 
know  him  ?    He  has  come  to  save  us." 
I     "To  save  me  P—oh,  God ! " 

!     "  Yes,  to  save  you.    From  this  moment,  with  the  exception  that  it  will  take 
some  little  time  to  get  from  the  place,  you  are  free." 

"  Can  this  be  possible?" 
i     "  It  is  true,"  said  Claude. 

I  The  girl  sobbed  as  though  her  heart  would  break.  Never  until  that  moment 
had  she  been  able  to  comprehend  the  full  possibility  of  being  carried  from  the 
conyent  cells ;  but  when  she  hear<3  that  Alicia  believed  it,  and  when  she  saw  what 
appeared  to  her  a  crowd  of  Well  armed  and  valiant  men  at  the  door  of  the  cell, 
and  heard  that  they  were  resolved  to  take  her  from  the  convent,  she  could  no 
longer  doubt  the  fact  of  her  deliverance,  and  the  pent  up  feelings  of  her  heart 
could  only  find  a  vent  in  tears. 
"  Let  her  weep,"  said  Alicia. 
"  Yes,"  said  Claude,  "  those  are  tears  of  joy." 

"  They  are  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Field.   *'  But  is  that  young  creature  who  lies  so 
still,  really  dead  V 
"  I  hope  not." 

•'  No,"  said  Alicia,  "  she  is  not  dead,  but  she  is  in  a  sort  of  trance  from  which 
we  have  ^ought'in  vain  to  arouse  her." 
"Poor  girl." 

"  I  will  tell  you  how  it  all  happened,"    added  Alicia,  sobbing  at  the  mere 
recollection  of  the  misery  that  the  young  creature  had  gone  through. 
"  Stop  a  moment,"  said  Claude.  "  Let  us  try  if  we  cannot  recover  her.  I  have 
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taken  care  to  have  with  me  a  restorative  in  case  of  need  ;  for  coming  into  such  a 
gloomy  place  as  this,  I  did  not  know  what  possible  necessities  might  arise. 

.  Bv  the  aid  of  Ahciaandthe  novice,  the  unhappy  girl,  who  had  been  condemned 
to  death  in  those  cells  for  what  she  had  said  to  the  wicked  abbess  of  the  convent, 
was  raised  to  a  sitting  posture,  and  then  Claiide  bathed  her  temples  with  brandy, 
and  placed  some  upon  her  lips.  ,  . 

It  was  some  few  minutes  before  even  the  power  of  the  srong  spirit  hM  any 
effect  in  recovering  her  from  the  state  of  stupor  into  which  she  iiad  fallen. 

"  Couldn't  you  give  her  a  httle  drop  of  the  brandy  J"  said  Jack. 

"  No — no,  it  would  choke  her." 

••  Well,  it  might,  poor  giil." 

"  Look— she  moves,"  said  Turpin.  ,     ,      •         . ,,, 

"You  speak  to  her,  Alicia,"  said  Mr.  Field.      "  Does  she  know  yoil  f 

"Oh,  yes,  she  loved  me  well." 

«' Ah,  all  love  you !"  ,,,.,„      t_     1. 1.  i 

With  a  shudder,  the  girl  opened  her  eyes,  and  looked  wildly  about  her  and 
then  in  a  low  wailing  voice  she  said—  r^T    r^   ■,  -    ^u 

"  Cruel,  cruel  to  kill  me  because,  I  would  not  do  wrong.  Oh,  God,  is  tnere  no 
iustice  in  Heaven  for  these  people  ?     Help  !  oh,  help  !" 

«  Dear  Helen,*'  said  Alicia,  as  she  took  her  hand.  "  Do  you  not  know  me  ? 
I  am  vour  friend,  Alicia."  ^ 

The  girl  looked  at  her,  and  then  shaking  her  head,  she  said— 

•' \es,  I  will  forgive  you."  .,        ,  i 

"  For  what,  Helen  ?  Oh !  surely  vou  do  not  mock  me  with  such  speecnes ! 
I,  too,  am  a  victim  of  the  abbess's,  and'  am  hete  nov»  to  save  you,  along  with  these 
dear  friends,  who  will  aid  us  both."  .         ■*  ,     ,    j     nu 

The  girl  dashed  aside  the  clustering  ringlets  of  her  hair,  arid  looked  with  sui- 
prise  upon  one  and  the  other  of  the  faces  around  her.  , 

"Oh!  do  not — do  not  I"  she  sobbed. 

"Do  not  what?" 

«'  Do  not  deceive  me,  I  beg  of  you,  or  you  will  kill  me !  _ 

*•  Dear  friend,"  said  Alicia,  "  I  am  not  deceiving  you.  Here  is  Mr.  J^ieid,  or 
whom  you  have  heard  me  speak,  and  these  are  friends  of  his  who  have  comewitti 
him,  making  their  way  through  difficulty  and  danger  into  the  convent  to  save  us. 
They  will  take  us  out  of  the  power  of  the  abbess ;  and  the  law  ot  lingland,^  whicft 
guards,  at  all  events,  the  liberty  of  those  who  appeal  to  it,  will  pro^^^fc  us. 

The  girl  flung  herself  into  the  arms  of  Alicia,  and  laughed  and  sobbed  by  turns 

upon  her  bosom.  ,-.,/-<  j  t  t    v.  ii  ^oo 

'«  Now  I  do  believe,"  she  said,  "  that  it  is  not  a  dream.  Oh,  God  1  shall  see 
the  blessed  sunshine  once  again  !— 1  shall  once  again  look  upon  kindly  faces  tdat 
I  love,  and  1  shall  yet  be  happy  !" 

"You  will,  dear  friend,  you  will."  ,      -j  t- 

Claude  and  his  friends  looked  at  each  other  and  then  stepped  aside  a  moment, 
to  let  the  feelings  of  the  young  girls  have  free  play.  They,  too,  were  deeply 
affected  by  the  scene  of  mingled  joy  and  sorrow  that  was  pictured  in  the  strange 
place.  .  I.-        f 

"Oh,  what  a  system  must  this  be,"  said  Duval,  "that  permits  one  portion  ot 
human  nature  to  assume  so  awful  an  authority  over  another  1  ..  •/.  t  v,«,i 

"  It  is  truly  dreadful !"  said  Turpin.  "  I  would  have  every  convent,  it  i  ma 
my  own  way,  levelled  with  the  ground."    ,. 

"And  II"  said  Jack. 

"Amen,  say  11"  tespdnded  Claude. 

Mr.  Field  now  touched  Claudfe  Duval  upon  the  arm..        .  i  m  -ohHo 

•  "My  good  friend,"  he  said,  "  I  think  that  our  invalid  prisoner  has  s«mcien  y 
recovered  to  proceed.  Shall  we  now  proceed  to  leave  this  place,  which  can  oniy 
be  full  of  the  most  painfiil  recollections  to  us  all  i" 

"  Yes,  at  once."  .     j       j.,  f^  nro- 

The  three  young  girls,  with  faces  now  radiant  with  hope,  stood  ready  to  pro 
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ceed  with  th^iJr  deliverers.  They  seemed  to  think  that  they  were  now  beyond  all 
chances  of  any  ill ;  and,  in  the  faith  they  had  in  the  power  and  prowess  of  those 
who  had  reached  them  in  those  gloomy  vaults,  they  found  the  greatest  argument 
to  believe  that  with  success  they  would  take  them  from  the  dreary  region  they 
were  in  to  liberty  and  light. 

There  needed  no  impulse  to  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  to  do  their  best  to 
bring  this  adventure  to  a  happy  termination ;  but  if  anything  could  have  added 
to  their  resolve  to  do  so,  it  certainly  would  be  found  in  the  confidence  with  which 
the  young  girls  regarded  them. 

"  At  another  time,  Alicia,"  said  Claude,  *'  you  shall  tell  us  all  that  has  hap- 
pened in  this  miserable  place  since  Ifwas  here  last.  At  present,  let  us  think  of 
nothing  but  your  deliverance  from  durance  here." 

The  order  in  which  they  proposed  to  leave  the  cells  was  now  duly  arranged  by 
Oiaude  Diival. 

'•  You,  Mr.  Field,"  he  said,  "will,  of  course,  take  care  of  Alicia— you,  Dick, 
attend  to  one  of  the  young  ladies,  and  you.  Jack,  to  the  other.  I  will  go  first, 
as  I  know  the  way  well  by  this  time,  and  as  I  have  the  key  that  opens  all  the 
doors  that  may  be  in  our  way." 

When  thus  arranged,  they  formed  quite  a  little  procession,  and  Claude  said, 
with  a  smile — 

"  I  think  that  if  we  meet  any  of  the  old  nuns,  who  merely  came  into  this  con^ 
vent  on  account  of  despairing  of  ever  getting  husbands^  they  will  be  ready  to 
die  with  envy  to  see  us  all."  , 

The  novices  smiled,  and  looked  as  happy  as  one  may  well  suppose  people  to 
look  who  are  being  saved  from  torments  and,  perhaps,  death. 

"  We  all  look  like  your  children,"  said  Mr.  Field,  "  and  as  if  we  were  follow- 
ing you  for  a  walk." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Duval ;  "now,  really,  I  did  not  think  I  had  such  a 
fatherly  look  about  me  ;  but,  I  suppose,  1  must  pot  up  with  that  on  account  of 
the  credit  of  being  supposed  to  have  such  a  fine  family." 

This  little  badinage  raised  the  spirits  of  the  poor  captives,  and  they  smiled 
through  their  tears,  and  felt  happier  than  they  had  been  for  many  a  day. 

Claude  Duval,  as  he  passed  the  well,  cast  a  glance  at  it,  and  looked  at  Mr. 
Field,  as  he  said,  in  a  low  tone— > 

"  That  holds  a  few  secrets,  no  doubt  ?" 

"  It  does,  indeed." 

The  girls  trembled  as  they  passed  that  well,  for  they  knew  that  sevaral  of  the 
nuns,  who  had  turned  refractory  to  the  orders  of  the  abbess,  had  disappeared 
suddenly ;  and  the  idea  that  they  had  been  cast  down  that  well  was  the  one  most 
prevalent  in  the  convent  among  the  novices. 

Claude  rushed  on  at  the  head  of  the  procession,  and  Jack  still  carried  the  lan- 
tern, until  they  came  to  the  little  staircase  that  led  up  into  the  chapel,  and  then 
Duval  paused  a  moment. 

*'  Let  me  caution  you  all,"  he  said,  '•  now  to  be  as  careful  as  you  can  not  to 
give  any  alarm  as  we  proceed  through  the  chapel." 

"  We  will." 

"  It  is  not  that  I  think  there  is  any  force  here  that  can  possibly  compete  with 
tts  ;  but  i  do  not  w'sh  to  provoke  a  conflict,  which  might  be  one  of  life  and 
death,  and  would  cose  us  dear,  although  we  might  gain  the  victory.  I  have  good 
reason  to  know,  too,  that  the  abbess  has  fire-arms." 

"  I  approve  of  your  caution,"  said  Mr.  Fiald.  ".  It  will  be  everything  to  get 
out  of  the  convent  by  stratagem  instead  of  force." 

"  Come  on,  then,  cautiously." 

Claude  Duval  slowly  ascended  the  narrow  stairs  towards  the  dDor  leading  into 
the  chapel,  and  they  all  followed  him.  It  was  not  till  he  got  within  some  half 
dozen  steps  of  the  top  of  the  stairs,  that  he  heard  a  strange,  grinding  kind  of 
noiae  from  the  chapel,  and  he  paused  to  listen  to  it. 

The  noise  was  as  if  some  one  were  at  work  with  some  carpenter's  tools  in  tha 
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place,  and  yet  nothing  could  very  •well  be  moie  improbable  than  that  anything  of 
the  sort  should  be  going;  on  in  the  chapel, 

"Is  anything  amiss  ?"  said  Tiupin. 

"  I  hardly  know," 

"  Do  you  hear  anything  ?''  said  Mr.  Field. 


THE    AEBrSS    PL/iCES    CI  AUDE    IN    A'.  BUSH    TO    ASS  A  5SI::  AT  E    THE    CONFESSOR, 


"  Hush  !  Speak  low,  and  come  forward  here  both  of  you,  and  listen.  There 
is  a  very  odd  noise  in  the  chupel.'' 

"Oh,    iicr.vcn  help  us!"   t/iid  Helen. 

"Hush!  I  bcjr  of  you.  !.,idies/'  su  d  Claude.  "Any  inrliscrc  tion  r.ow,  may 
place  us  in  a  very  awkward  position.     L-t  me  beg  of  yuu  to  be  silent." 


r;U. 
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"We  will— we  will." 

"Hush!  hush!" 

The  silence  in  the  mysterious  passage  was  now  very  profound,  indeed  j  so 
much  so,  that  it  would  have  been  positively  painful  to  have  continued  it  forlono- 1 
but,  happily,  there  was  no  occasion  for  so  doing,  inasmuch  as  the  noise  in  the 
chapel  was  of  a  character  that  quickly  explained  itself,  and  Claude  Duval  said, 
in  a  whisper,  to  those  who  were  with  him — 

"  Don't  be  alarmed.  I  don't  myself  consider  that  it  is  of  much  consequence  ; 
but  it  is  quite  clear  that  thej  are  nailing  up  the  door  leading  from  here  into  the 
chapel." 

"  Then  we  are  lost !" 

*'  No,  no,  Alicia.     Do  not  say  that." 

*'  But  what  can  we  do  ?" 

"  Of  that  we  will  think  forthwith  ;  and,  in  the  meantime,  let  me  beg  of  5-ou 
to  take  heart,  and  by  no  means  to  despair." 

"  We  will  never  despair  while  you  do  not,"  said  young  Field. 

"  Well  spoke,"  said  Turpin.     "  Hush  !     They  are  at  it  again." 

Bang!  bang!  bang!  came  three  terrible  blows  upon  the  door,  and  then 
they  heard  a  voice  say—"  It  is  finished.'' 


CHAPTER  CCCLXV. 

THE   ABBESS,    BY    THE     AID     OF   DENNIS,   TRIES     HER     BEST     TO     DESTEOY 

HER   FOES, 

There  was  no  difficulty  in  detecting  to  whom  that  voice  belonged.  It  was  the 
voice  of  the  abbess  of  the  convent  ;  and  what  she  said  meant,  that  she  had  given 
the  finishing  stroke  to  the  fastening  up  of  the  door  leading  to  the  vaults  and  the 
cells. 

Before,  then,  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  could  address  a  word  to  each 
other,  or  come  to  any  definite  conclusion  as  to  what  to  do,  they  heard  some 
one  say  — 

"  Yes,  my  lady  ;  and,  bedad,  you  may  say  that,  wid  your  own  swate  Ijps,  my 
lady,  and  divil  a  bit  of  a  lie."' 

"Silence!"  said  the  abbess. 

That  Dennis  was  now  with  the  abbess  again,  and  that  in  some  way  she  had 
learnt  that  Duval  was  actually  in  the  vaults  with  his  friends,  there  could  be  no 
doubt.  The  only  mystery  was,  as  regarded  bow  she  had  managed  to  make  that 
discover}',  and  recall  Dennis  so  quickly  fro.-n  the  garden-wall,  whufaer,  it  will  be 
recollected,  she  had  sent  him  to  wait  for  the  arrival  of  those  whose  object,  in 
coming  to  the  convent  she  was  so  very  anxious  to  defeat. 

But,  still,  the  how  she  had  got  her  information  was  of  little  consequence,  com- 
pared to  the  fact  that  she  had  got  it,  and  was  acting  upon  it,  to  the  extent  other 
abilities  and  means  ;  and  as  regarded  the  rapidity  of  her  movements,  that  was  a. 
matter  that  was  much  more  apparent  than  real,  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  Claude  Duval 
and  his  friends  had  been  longer  in  the  gloomy  regions  beneath  the  chapel  than 
they  thought. 

Tinrie  to  the  wisest  gets  measured  much  more  by  its  events  than  by  its  actual 
progess,  so  the  abbess  had  had  plenty  of  leisure  to  increase  her  information  and 
to  act  upon  it. 

How  she  had  received  it  was  one  of  the  mysteries  of  the  convent  that  still 
remained  to  be  solved. 

Claude  Duval  now  spoke  in  a  low  tone  to  his  friends,  saying,  as  he  turned  to 
them — 

"  It  seems  to  me  to  be  very  improbable  that  the  abbess,  even  with  the  assis'anco 
of  Denuis,  has  been  able  to  i'astea  the  door  leading  to  the  chapel  so  fint;ly  as  to 
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resist  all  our  endeavours  to  force  it,  and  i  advise  that  we  wait  a  little  until  there 
may  be  the  chance  of  her  leaving  the  spot,  and  then  make  the  attempt." 
"  Be  it  so,"  said  Field. 

"  Be  careful,  though,"  sail  Alicia;  "  you  do  not  kaow  that  desperate  and 
revengeful  woman  yet." 

"  As  how  ?' said  Claude. 

"  I  mean  to  say,  tiiat  she  will  adopt  any  possible  mode  of  accomplishing  her 
desire  for  revenge',  and  what  she  seems  to  be  actually  about,  is  soraetiiues  the 
furthest  from  her  evil  intentions. ' 

'*  Is  she  so  very  cunning?" 

'•  Indeed  she  is." 

"  Ah,  yes,"  said  the  other  two  girls. 

"  Well,  well,  don't  despair,"  said  Claude.  "  "What  I  think  of  doing  now,  is 
to  make  an  attempt  on  the  door  ;  so  just  wait  quietly  for  me  where  you  are,  all 
of  you,  till  I  report  progress." 

This  they  promised  to  do,  and  Jack  quite  extinguished  the  little  light  he  had, 
so  that  it  should  not  by  any  possibility  be  seen  in  the  chapel,  and  then  Claude 
advanced  alone  to  the  door,  and  placed  his  ear  against  it  and  listened. 

All  seemed  to  be  as  still  as  the  very  grave  in  the  chapel. 

"  Is  this  silence  real  or  assumed  V  said  Claude  to  himself.  "  I  wonder  if, 
relying  upon  the  strength  of  the  door,  and  the  efficiency  of  the  means  she  has 
used  to  fasten  it,  this  woman  really  thinks  that  we  are  to  be  left  here  quietly 
to  die  of  starvation.  She  must  be  mad  to  dream  that  we  can  be  so  utterly  desti- 
tute of  all  resources." 

Again  he  listened,  but  not  the  smallest  sound  disturbed  the  intense  stillness  of 
the  chapel,  so  that  he  at  last  began  to  think  that  it  must  be  deserted  by  the  abbess 
•and  the  nuns. 

With  this  idea,  Claude  Duval  drew  back,  and  then  suddenly  brought  all  his 
vceight  and  all  his  strength  to  bear  against  the  door,  which  shook  a  little  beneath 
the  force  it  was  subjected  to. 

"  A.h,  it  is  fast,  indeed,"  said  Claude. 

The  viords  had  hardly  escaped  his  lips  when  there  was  a  loud  report  of  Uie 
'discharge  of  some  fire-arms,  and  he  felt  a  sudden  blow  which  sent  him  staggering 
do'.vr,  two  or  three  of  the  stairs. 

"  Hit,  by  Heaven  1"  he  said. 

The  impression  of  Duval  was  fully  and  clearly  that  he  was  hit  by  a  bullet  in 
the  breast,  aud  the  only  wonder  that  possessed  him  was  that  he  felt  no  pain 
beyond  a  stunning  sensation,  and  a  slight  sickness,  for  the  wound  had  seemed  to 
be  just  at  the  region  of  the  stomach. 

it  was  clear  that  some  one  was  in  the  chapel  waiting  for  some  such  an 
attempt  to  burst  open  the  door  to  be  made  as  Claude  had  made,  and  then  had 
fired  a  gun  or  a  pistol  through  one  of  its  panels. 

Claude  now  staggered  down  the  remainder  of  the  stairs  to  where  his  friends 
were  waiting  for  him,  and  Turpin  said — 

"Did  you  fire,  Claude?" 

"No  — no." 

"But  we  heard  a  shot,  surel)'." 

*'  Yes,  it  was  at  me.     I  am  hit,  I  think." 

'■  Hit '!  Don't  say  that.  A  light— a  light,  Jack  !  Oh,  quick  !  If  this  be  SO, 
Duval,  it  is  the  worst  chance  that  has  happened  to  us  yet,  or  that  could,  by  any 
possibility,  happen  to  us." 

Jack  eagerly  got  a  light,  and  when  he  held  it  towards  Claude  they  all  fouiid 
that  beyond  looking  rather  pale  he  did  not  seem  so  much"  amiss,  and  Turpin  said 
to  him — 

"  Where  are  you  hit,  Claude  ?  1  don't  see  any  blood."  1 

"Nor   I,"  said  Jack. 

The  girls  looked  as  sympathetic  as  possible,  and  Mr.  Field  seemed  in  a  perfect 
agony  of  apprehension. 
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[  *'  Upon  my  life,"  said  Claude  Duval,  drawing  a  long  breath,  "  I  cannot  give 
you  any  further  information  than  that  a  shot  was  fired  through  the  door,  and  I 
felt  It  hit  me  ;  and  yet  here  I  am.' 

«*  And  none  the  worse  V* 

"  I  was  the  worse,  but,  strange  to  say,  I  am  getting  better.  The  bullet,  or 
I  something  very  like  it,  did  hit  me,  for  it  threw  me,  by  the  lorce  of  it,  actually 
'  down  several  stairs." 

"  This  is  quite  inexplicable.  You  are  not  the  sort  of  man  to  fancy  you  are 
shot,  Claude,  just  because  you  happen  to  hear  the  discharge  of  a  pistol.  Where 
did  it  hit  you  ?" 

"Here,"  said  Duval,  as  he  placed  his  hand  upon  his  chest.  "Ah!  what  is 
this?  In  my  waiatcoat  pocket  here  is  something.  Oh,  I  recollect  now.  It  is 
a  crown  piece  that  I  put  there  some  few  days  ago.  Wky — why— Look  here, 
Dick.    Briag  the  light  a  little  nearer.  Jack." 

They  both  looked  eagerly  at  the  crown  piece  that  Claude  Duval  took  from- 
his  pocket,  and  then  Dick  Turpiu  said — 

*'  The  mystery  is  solved." 

"  It  is,  indeed/'  said  Jack. 

"Oh,  what  is  itr"  said  Alicia. 

"It  is  easily  explained,"  said  Claude.  "Look  at  the  indentation  in  this 
crown  piece.  You  see  it  is  quite  shrunk  hollow  into  the  form  of  a  cup.  The 
bullet,  by  good  fortune,  struck  it  as  it  was  in  my  pocket,  and  gave  me  the  blow 
that  I  felt  without  being  able  to  do  me  any  further  mischief." 

"  Ah,  what  an  escape  !"  said  Alicia. 

"It  is,  indeed." 

"  Heaven  be  thanked,''  said  Helen.  "  I  do  now,  indeed,  believe  that  Heaven 
is  with  us  in  this  enterprise,  or  you,  sir,  would  never  have  been  preserved  sO' 
miraculously  as  that." 

"  It  has  been  a  narrow  escape,  indeed,"  said  Duval,  with  a  smile;  "but  a 
miss,  as  far  as  a  bullet  is  concerned,  is  as  good  as  a  mile.  I  don't  at  all  like 
the  state  of  affairs  in  the  chapel,  though,  for  it  is  quite  clear  to  me  that  fire  arms, 
are  relied  upon  more  than  the  fastening  of  the  chapel  door." 

"And  that  rascal,  Dennis,"  said  Mr.  Tield,  "js  at  the  bottom  of  all  this. 
Oh,  if  I  catch  him  1" 

"Never  mind  him,"  said  Claude.  *'  It  is  possible  enough  that,  before  this 
night's  affair  is  over,  even  Dennis  may  get  bis  deserts  ;  but,  after  all,  he  is  only 
a  fool,  who  is  made]  the  dupe  of  the  bolder  and  wickeder  spirit  that  directs 
him." 

"The  abbess?" 

"  Yes.  It  is  she,  and  not  her  poor  tool,  Dennis,  that  we  now  have  really  to- 
dread." 

"But  what  are  we  to  do  ?'*  said  the  young  friend  of  Alicia's — "oh,  what  are 
we  to  do  ?  You  must  not  again,  sir,  risk  your  life  by  going  nearer  to  that  door 
in  the  wall  of  the  chape!," 

"  No,  certainly  not.  But  what  I  propose  in  the  fi;&t  place  is  to  do  the  best 
,we  can  to  fasten  it  on  our  side." 

"  Fasten  it  on  our  side  1"  said  Jack,  in  surprise. 

"  Yes  ;  for  it  will  not  be  well  to  give  them  the  chance  of  stepping  down  here 
after  us,  while  we  are  in  the  open  space  beneath  the  chapel  making  our  arrange- 
ments to  leave  it  by  some  olhei  mode  than  this,  which,  no  doubt,  they  are 
foolish  enough  to  think  is  about  the  only  one  we  would  think  of  attempting." 

"  I  see — I  see." 

"Come,  then.  Jack,  and  let  ns  try  what  we  can  do  in  that  way.  I  saw  that 
some  of  the  planking  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  here,  that  hold  up  a  portion  of  the 
wall  of  the  passage,  that  appears  to  have  at  one  time  fallen,  or  shown  a  disposi- 
tion so  to  do,  were  loose.  Let  us  get  one  of  those  pieces,  and  see  what  we  can 
do  with  it.'' 

"1  understand  you,"  said  Jac'i* 
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"  And  so  do  I,"  said  Dick. 

Jack  went  right  to  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  and  soon  returned  with  a  piece  of 
wood- work  of  about  eight  feet  in  length. 

"Will  this  do  ?" 

"Yes,  comfortably,"  s«id  Claude.     "Come  along  with  the  light." 

Jack  lit  him  to  the  work  he  was  about,  and  with  great  silence  aad  caution, 
Claude  Duval  managed  to  place  the  plank  of  wood  in  such  a  position  trom  the 
stairs  to  the  door,  that  completely  wedged  up  the  latter,  and  any  attempt  to 
force  it  from  without  would  only  have  the  effect  of  tightening  the  plank  in  its 
place. 

"  Now,"  said  Duval,  "  I  think  that  we  may  take  upon  ourselves  to  en'er 
quite  fearlessly  into  the  cells,  and  see  what  progress  we  c-an  safely  make  towards 
our  liberation  from  this  place." 


CHAPTER  CCCLXVI. 

THE   CONVENT   WELL    GIVES    UP    ONE    OP    ITS    TERRIBLB  SECRETS. 

The  confident  and  cheerful  manner  in  which  Claude  Duval  spoke,  evidently 
had  the  effect  of  immediately  revivins?  the  spirits  of  the  little  party. 

It  was  by  no  means  striving  at  a  conclusion  to  come  to  the  certainty  that  he 
had  in  his  own  mind  some  plan  of  operation  which  not  only  rendered  the 
closing  of  the  door  leading  into  the  chapel  by  the  abbess  and  her  emissaries  of 
little  01  no  consequence,  but  rendered  the  keeping  of  that  door  fast  since  it  had 
once  been  closed  by  thera  an  essential  thing. 

The  confidence  that  Jack  and  Turpin  evidently  had  in  the  marvellous 
resources  of  Claude  Duval,  infected  the  others  with  the  same  feeling,  and  they  all 
looked  up  to  him  as  the  person  who  was  yet  to  triumph  over  all  the  obstacles  in 
the  way  of  deliverance  from  the  vaults  and  fearful  cells,  and  as  the  individual 
who  would  in  time  take  them  to  the  light  of  day. 

The  miraculous  way  in  which  Claude  had  been  saved  from  the  consequences  of 
the  bu'ii,!  that  had  been  fired  through  the  door  at  him,  doubtless  by  the  abbess, 
or  bv  i'v'iiiis,  contributed  largely  to  the  conviction,  and  to  the  maintenance 
of  the  coutidence  they  all  had  in  him. 

Alicia  and  the  Iwo  novices  could  not  believe  it  possible  that  a  man  so 
specially  protected  by  Heaven  in  what  he  was  about  should  fail. 

And  vet,  with  all  this,  it  was  with  perceptible  shudders  that  they  again 
sought  the  dreary  abode,  which  but  a  short  few  minutes  before  they  had  thought 
to  take  their  last  look  at. 

Claude  saw  this  feeling  in  them  and  he  said— 

"  Courage,  ladies — courage.  You  should  consider  now,  that  this  is  the  way 
to  freedom,  not  to  imprisonment.  I  do  not,  for  a  moment,  doubt  but  that  »ooa 
all  will  be  well." 

"  You  do  think,"  said  Alicia,  "  that  you  can  save  us  ?" 

♦'  I  do,  indeed." 

'If  any  one  can,  it  will  be  you,"  said  Field.  "  Recollect  that  I  place  myself 
entirely  at  your  disposal,  Mr.  Duval,  and  you  have  but  to  order  me  what  to  do." 

"  Come  on,  then,  and  fear  nothing." 

Claude  himself  led  the  way,  but  Jack  followed  him  closely  with  the  little 
lantern,  and  so  once  again  they  stood  beneath  the  lofty  roof  of  that  portion  of  the 
gl'omy  underground  region,  that  viras  immediately  beneath  the  floor  of  the 
convent  chapel. 

"  Here  we  halt,"  said  Claude. 

Without  a  word  the  party  came  to  a  stand-still  j  and  then  Duval,  taking  th« 
amp  from  Jack,  said — 

"  How  high  do  you  think  the  roof  is  ?'* 
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"  About  thirty  feet." 

"So  I  thought,  and  the  upper  portion  of  it  is  quite  lost  in  obscuntv.  Dick, 
look  about  you,  and  see  if  it  be  possible  to  find  any  means  of  getti"og  a  little 
nearer  to  the  roof,  to  see  of  what  it  is  composed." 

They  all  looked  about  them  for  that  purpose,  but   it  was  some  time  before  j 
they  found  anything  to  aid  them,  and  then  it  struck  Turpin,  that  he  could  ac- 
complish it  in  a  strange  sort  of  way.  ' 

"  Look  you  here,  Claude,"  he  said,  "the  walls  of  this  place  are  supported  in 
several  instances  by  planks  of  great  length,  aud  of  tolerable  strength  ;  now  what 
is  to  hinder  us  from  taking  two  of  tUem,  and  making  a  long  slanting  passage  up 
to  the  roof,  since  it  is  j  our  object  to  get  there?  " 

"  How  do  you  mean,  Dick?" 

"  Why,  I  would  place  the  two  pieces  of  flat  tali  timber  together  at  the  wpper 
ends,  so  that  they  made  the  shape  of  the  letter  A,  and  then  1  do  think  that  with 
a  little  dexterity  one  of  us  may  climb  up  to  the  top  and  get  sufficiently  uear  to 
the  roof  to  have  a  good  look  at  it." 

"  Good  ;  that  will  do." 

The  possibility  of  this  project  was  one  that  Claude  Duval  saw  in  a  moment, 
and  he  was  anxious  that  it  should  as  toon  as  possible  be  carried  out, 

T©  three  men  such  as  DuVal,  Jack,  and  Turpin,  used  as  they  had  been  to 
make  the  .::;reatest  exertions,  and  to  the  constant  exercise  of  their  ingenuity 
under  all  sorts  of  troublesome  circumstances,  this  little  project  of  Dick's  for  getting 
to  :lie  roof  of  the  place  they  were  in  presented  no  difficulties,  provided  the  materials 
were  at  1  and. 

The  long  pieces  of  planking  that  Dick  referred  to  were  evidently  of  service  in 
keeping  some  portions  of  the  old  wall  of  the  place  they  were  in  from  bulging 
forward,  but  although  the  removal  of  them  seemed  to  compromise  the  sal'ei  y  of 
the  wall,  yet  they  did  not  suppose  that  for  the  short  space  of  time  they  hoped 
only  to  pass  in  that  place  that  any  serious  consequences  would  be  likely  to 
arise. 

Dick  and  Jack  soon  got  two  planks,  each  of  about  twenty  feet  in  length,  and 
tbey  placed  them  with  Claude's  assistance  in  the  situation  agreed  upon. 

When  so  placed  it  seemed  to  be  quite  clear  that  they  reached  nearly  half  way 
to  the  roof.  By  compressing  ihe  lower  ends  into  the  earth  firmly  they  got  the 
affair  tolerably  steady,  and  then  Uick  said — 

'■'  Now,  if  you,  Claude,  will  hold  one  of  these  planks,  and  jou  the  other.  Jack, 
I  will  try  to  get  up." 

"Excuse  me,  Dick,"  said  Duval,  with  a  smile,  "but  you  have  but  oneobjcct, 
I  know,  in  all  this,  and  that  is,  that  we  should  succeed  in  what  we  are  about.  I 
am  a  lighter  weight  than  you  are,  you  know." 

'•  1  understand  you,  Claude.  You  think  you  can  manage  climb  ng  up  the 
planks  better  than  1  can,  and  it  is  no  doubt  true,  so  1  will  hold  one  ot  them  for 
you." 

"Besides,  Claude  is  taller  when  he  reaches  the  top,"  said  Jack. 

"  He  is — he  is.     Now,  Mr.  Field,  you  help  uslikewise,  if  you  please." 

*Yes,  with  pleasure." 

"  We  will  all  help,"  said  Alicia.  "Can  we  do  nothing  to  aid  you  in  this 
matter." 

"  i  think  not,"  said  Claude,  "  except  keep  out  of  the  way,  in  case  I  should 
come  down  rather  quicker  than  I  go  up.  Leave  us  to  manage  this  affair  like- 
wise, 1  beg  of  you,  ladies,  and  pray  get  close  to  yonder  wall." 

"  We  obey." 

Claude  Duval  was  now  satisfied  that  the  g'rls  were  in  safety,  so  he  took  off 
his  boots;  and,  considering  that  he  would  get  a  firmer  hold  upon  ihe  boards 
with  his  stocking  soles  merely,  he  ci  nimenced  the  rather  perilous  ascent. 

The  angle  at  which  the  boards  had  been  put  together  was  rather  an  acute  one; 
but  then,  when  they  placed  tlein  end  to  end  in  the  shape  we  ha^e  described,  ihey 
^elt  that  the  further  they  drew  them  apart  below,  the  lower  they  brought  the  top 
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of  them  ;  and,  therefore,  they  had  probably  gone  to  the  very  extreme  in  their 
calculations. 

It  was  with  difficult;^,  but  still  with  certainty,  that  Claude  Duval  ascended  the 
slanting  boards,  and,  finally,  in  the  course  of  about  two  minules  he  was  at  the 
top;  and  then  placing  his  left  foot  upon  the  junction  of  the  pieces  of  wood,  he 
contrived  to  steady  himself  pretty  well,  and  to  draw  himself  up  to  his  full  height 
in  that  rather  awkward  position. 

Duval  was  pleased  to  find  that  they  had  made  a  rather  wrong  estimate  of  the 
height  of  the  roof,  or  of  the  length  of  the  boards ;  for,  where  he  stood  up,  as  we 
have  described,  he  was  really  within  about  five  or  six  feet  at  tha  utmoot  of  the 
roof. 

"Jack?"  said  Claude. 

"Yes,  Claude?" 

*  Can  Mr.  Field  and  Dick  spare  you  while  they  hold  the  plants  steady,  do  you 
think  ?" 

"  Yes." 

*'  Then  come  forward  and  try  if  j'ou  can  throw  me  up  the  lantern.  I  think 
I  can  catch  it  if  you  will  be  careful  to  throw  it  well  and  cleverly  up  to  me." 

"1  will  try,  Claude.'" 

This  was  really  a  hazardous  experiment ;  but  everything  was  so  dark  and 
dreary  up  above  that  Claude  Duval  could  not  see  what  he  went  up  to  see,  namely, 
a  something  that  appeared  to  be  sticking  to  the  ceiling. 

Jack  took  the  lantern  j  and,  after  calculating  the  distance  he  had  to  throw  it, 
he  said — 

"  Are  you  ready,  Claude  ?" 

"  Quite  ready.     Now  for  it !" 

With  more  skill  than  any  one  would  exactly  have  given  Jack  credit  for  pos- 
sessing, Jack  threw  up  the  lantern  ;  and  Claude  Duval  caught  it  tightly  and  care- 
fully, without  in  the  slightest  degree  shifting  his  position,  or  making  any  stir 
upon  the  two  planks  of  wood,  upon  the  top  of  which  he  stood  in  so  very  ticklish 
a  position. 

"All  right,  Claude?'' 

"  Yes,  all  right,  I  have  it.  Now  hold  steady  all  of  you,  for  I  have  something 
else  to  attend  to." 

There  was  a  complete  silence  now  while  Claude  Duval  turned  the  light  of  the 
lantern  upon  the  roof  of  the  place. 

That  roof  was  crossed  and  recrossed  by  many  beams  of  heavy  timber,  and  to 
his  satisfaction  the  object  that  appeared  to  be  fastened  to  the  roof  of  the 
he  miserable  abode  was  evidently  some  contrivance  for  letting  people  up  or  down 
through  a  trap  in  the  ceiling,  that  was  quiie  apparent. 

The  object  consisted  of  a  square  wooden  box,  very  shallow,  but  yet  with  sides 
sufficient  to  prevent  any  one  from  slipping  off  it ;  but  how  it  got  down  or  up 
was  the  mystery. 

Close  to  it  in  the  wood- work  of  the  ceiling  there  were  two  very  large  pulleys, 
and  over  them  passed  two  ropes,  that  seemed  then  to  go  horizontally  a  long  M'ay 
across  the  ceiling  ;  but  situated  as  he  was,  Claude  could  not  find  out  where  they 
went  to. 

Moving  the  lantern  about  in  all  directions,  Duval  strove  all  he  could  to  find 
out  the  mystery  of  this  curious  construction  in  the  roof,  but,  for  a  time,  it 
baffled  him,  despite  all  the  conjectures  that  came  to  his  mind  upon  the  subject. 
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CHAPTER  CCCLXVir. 

FATHER  GARVBY  APPKAR3  UPON  THE  SCENE  AGAIN. 

Thk  little  party,  likewise,  were  rather  puzzled  to  knov  what  Claude  Daval 
could  be  at,  and  after  a  time  DickTarpia  said— 

"  Claude,  is  there  anything  amiss  V 

"  No,  Dick,  not  amiss,  but  I  nm  a  litttle  puzzled,  that's   all.    There  is  some 
conjuration  up  here  that  I  don't  quite  comprehend.'* 
■    "  Danger?"  said  Jack. 

"  Oh,  no — no.  It  is  some  mechanical  contrivance  for  getting  up  to  a  trap- 
door that  is  lisre  in  the  roof,  and  which  can  lead  nowhere  but  to  the 
chapel." 

Upon  this  information  they  looked  at  each  other  with  curiosity,  and  Jack 
cried  out — 

"  Why,  Claude,  if  there  is  a  trap- door  there  it  is  the  very  thing  for  us,  I 
should  say." 

"  Yes,  provided  we  could  get  through  it.'' 

"Hem!"  said  Turpin,  "that  certainly  is  rather  an  essential  consideration, 
I  must  confess.     What  does  it  look  like  ?" 

"A  box." 

"A  box?     Why  you  are  joking  now,  Claude." 

"  I  never  was  more  serious  in  all  ray  life.     But  I  say,  Jack,  my  friend  ?** 

"Yes,  Claude — yes?" 

"  I  want  j-Qu  to  catch  the  lantern  again." 

"  All's  right.     Tl'.row  it  now.     I  have  it." 

Jack  caught  lie  lantern,  and  then  Claude  said— 

''Now  I  want  you  to  menage  to  tie  it  at  the  end  of  as  long  a  stick,  or  anj'thing 
else  that  will  hold  it  as  nearly  as  you  can  up  to  the  ceiling,  asyou  can  contrive." 

"  I'll  do  it.     We    must  get  the  means  somehow  or  another." 

'  I  will  till  you  where,  then,"  said  Mr.  Field.  "By  the  side  of  the  stairs 
leading  from  the  chapel  there  is  a  long,  narrow,  iron  rod,  partially  let  into  the 
wall   at   places.       If  you  can  pull  it  away,  it  will  just  do." 

"  Capital,"  said  Ja'-k.  "  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  will  you  have  any  serious 
objection  to  being  kept  in  the  dark  for  a  little  time  ?" 

"  None — none,"  said  Claude.     ""  Go  at  once.  Jack." 

Jack  did  not  wait  another  moment,  but  started  off  in  search  of  the  iron  rod 
that  Mr.  Field  had  spoken  of.  The  little  lantern  did  not,  while  it  was  present, 
seem  as  if  it  bad  ^iven  much  light  ;  but  when  it  was  gone,  the  gloom — the 
awful  darkness  that  fell  upon  the  place,  and  upon  every  one  in  it,  seemed  to  be 
something  truly  terrific. 

Jt  was  quite  in  vain  that  from  his  elevated  position  Claude  Duval  strove  to 
catch  a  sight,  even  dimly,  of  those  below  him  on  the  floor  of  the  dismal 
place. 

The  probability  is,  that  the  alarm  of  Alicia  and  her  young  friends  was  now 
much  rjreater  than  they  would  have  liked  those  who  had  so  generously  encoun- 
tered so  iLuch  in  their  service  to  know  or  to  suspect  ;  but  be  that  as  it  may,  she 
and  the  other  two  young  creatures  in  the  gloomy  abode  of  priestly  tyranny  did 
not  give  utterance  to  any  of  the  feelingg^of  dread  that  had  taken  possession  of 
their  hearts. 

Claude  Duval,  though,  was  about  to  say  something  which  he  intended  should 
be  to  them  of  a  cheering  character — for,  although  they  did  not  give  any  expres- 
sion to  their  fears,  he  yet  could  not  help  feeling  that  they  must  have  them — when 
he  was  slopped  by  a  singular  noise  that  arose  in  the  place. 

They  must  all  have  heard  it  as  well  as  he.  It  resembled  some  one  at  work 
upon  an  iron-bar  with  a  fi!e  more  than  anything  else,  and  Claude  was  puzzled 
to  know  what  on  earlh  it  could  possibly  proceed  from. 
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THE    TERROR  STRICKEN    CONFESSOR    IN    THE    DUNGEOKS    OF    THE    NUNNERY, 

It  was  Dick  who,  in  a  wliisper,  said  to  him— 

"Do  you  iiearthoc  odd  noise,  Claude?" 

"  I  do  certainly,  Dick,  and  1  should  feel  very  much  obliged  to  you,  if  jou 
could  give  me  any  idea  of  from  what  ic  proceeds' .>" 

''  Ah,  that  I  cannot." 

The  noifce  increased,  and  then  there  was  a  sudden  snap,  as  though  s:>me> 
thing  had  been  broken.     After  that  all  was  still. 

"This  won't  do,"  said  Dick  "  we  must  find  out  what  is  going  on.  Where 
can  Jack  be  with  the  light?     J  hope  no  harm  has  come  to  him."  I 

"No,''  said  Claude.  "I  can  see  him,  or  rather  the  faint  rjflection  of  the 
light,  coming  oven  now."  '' 
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They  were  all  glad  enowgh  to  hear  this,  and  in  another  couple  of  seconds  the 
flash  of  the  lantern  fell  upon  the  roof  and  walls  of  the  dismal  abode,  as  Jack  made 
his  appearance  wiSi  a  long  piece  af  the  joagh  balustrade  of  the  little  staircase, 

**  I  have  it,*'  said  Jack. 

*'  Hash !"  said  Claude,  **  we  have  heard  strange  sounds  since  you  have  beea 
gone." 

**  Strange  souDds  ?" 

"  Yes,  Jack ;  and  none  of  us  can  make  out  where  they  come  from.  It  is  a 
puzzle  to  me." 

"  Surely  it  is  not  that  rascally  confessor  trying  to  get  out  of  the  cell  in  which 
yoo  tiuew  him  ?^* 

"  By  Jove,  yes  !**  said  Claude.  ?'  I  never  thought  of  him.  You  have  hit  it» 
J&ck.  It  is  Father  Garvey,  who  has  sufficiently  recovered  to  make  an  attempt 
at  escape  from  the  cell.  I  had  quite  forgotten  that  there  was  such  a  person  in 
the 'world." 

"Yes,"  said  Dick,  "and  it  strikes  me  it  would  have  been  safer,  after  all, 
to  have  carried  out  the  abbess's  kind  instructions  towards  him." 

"It  would  ;  but  we  are  not  capable  of  sech  acts,  Dick.  Neither  you  nor  I 
are  assassins.  Father  Garvey,  though,  will  keep,  if  I  mistake  not,  awhile  longer. 
Jack,  what  scheme  have  you  ?" 

"  You  will  soon  see.     What  io  you  think  of  that  ?" 

Jack  had  fastened  the  lantern  to  the  end  of  the  long  iron  rod  that  he  procured, 
and  succeeded  now  in  hoisting  it  right  op  to  the  roof  of  the  chapeL 

*'  Good.    Hold  it  steady  now.  Jack." 

«  Yes,  I  will." 

"Now  move  along  in  a  line  towards  the  stairs,  and  go  as  gentlyas  you  can. 
That's  it— that's  it.    All  right— all  right     Stop  !'' 

Jack  stopped,  and  as  he  did  so,  he  came  bump  against  the  wall  of  the  place, 
and  down  fell  the  lantern  and  the  iron  rod.     In  a  minute  all  was  darkness. 

"The  deuce  take  it,"  said  Jack,  '*  I  might  have  been  jast  a  little  more  care- 
ful where  I  was  going.** 

"Never  mind,"  said  Claude— -"never  mind?  find  the  larttera  and  light  it 
again.     I  daresay  it  has  come  to  no  sort  of  harm  from  its  fall." 

Jack,  after  groping  about  for  some  distance,  found  the  lantern,  and  wifh  one 
of  the  phosphorus  matches  he  had,  he  lighted  it,  but  it  took  some  few  minutes  to 
bttTB  up,  and  even  then  its  flame  was  rather  weak  ani  unsteady. 

Claude  appeared  to  be  upon  the  point  of  saying  something,  when  a  voice 
shouted  out — 

"  Now,  you  wretches,  I  will  bring  upon  you  the  vengeance  you  deserve!  He  is 
a  dead  man  who  stops  me  !" 

With  a  sudden  rush  a  figure  darted  along  the  place,  and  not  seeing  the  t-.vo 
boards  which  were  raised  up  there,  came  with  a  crash  against  them,  that  knocked 
them  both  over,  and  sent  himself  rolling  to  the  farther  end  of  the  large  open 
apace. 

All  was  confusion  in  a  moment,  Dick  made  a  dart  after  the  fugitive,  and 
Jack  cried  out — 

"  Claude  will  be  killed.     He  has  fallen — ^he  must  have  fallen." 
The  girls  screamed,  and  Mr.  Field,  who  had  been  thrown  down  with  the 
boards,  looked  thoroughly  bewildered. 

"The  light,  Jack!"  said  Duval,  in  a  calm,  clear  voice,  as  though  nothing  were 
the  matter.  "  Silence,  ladies — silence,  if  you  please.  There  is  nothing  gained 
by  screaming." 

It  is  truly  extraordinary  how  the  presence  of  mind  of  one  person  will  have 
an  effect  upon  the  feelings  and  the  actions  of  many,  and  induce  calmness  instead 
of  agitation.  The  manner  in  which  Claude  spoke,  while  it  let  everybody  know 
that  he  was  not  hurt  by  the  fearful  fall  that  they  all  made  quite  sure  he  must 
have  had,  likewise  convinced  them  that  he  saw  what  to  do. 

With  a  bound  he  reached  that  portion  of  the  subterranean  abode  to  which 
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the  figure  that  haH  made  the  sudden  rush  had  rolled,  and  before  Father  Garve7, 
for  it  was  indeed  he,  could  struggle  halfway  to  his  feet,  Claude  had  him  by  the 
throat  quite  securely. 

"Nov.,  Jack,  the  light." 

"Yes,  Claude." 

Jack,  and,  indeed,  the  whole  party,  now  made  their  way  up  to  the  spot  where 
the  confessor  was  writhing  in  the  grasp  of  Uuval.  The  confessor's  face  was 
pale  as  dea:h  itself,  save  a  streak  ot  blood  that  oozed  from  a  wound  ia 
his  forehead,  thut  he  bad  received  from  the  blow  ho  had  struck  himself  against 
the  edge  of  one  of  the  planks.  His  vestments  were  torn,  and  he  was  covered 
with  fragments  of  the  damp  straw  that  was  in  the  cell  where  Clauda  Duval  had 
left  him,  as  he  thought,  in  a  tolerable  state  of  security  and  repose. 

"Unhand  me,  villain!''  said  Father  Garvey — "unhand  me,  I  say,  or  you 
shall  rue  the  day  you  looked  upon  me!" 

"No,  master  confessor,"  said  Claude,  "I  won't  unhand  you;  and  as  for 
xueing,  I  rather  think  that  is  what  will  be  your  fate." 

The  priest  was  half  mad  evidently,  for,  des-p  te  the  powerful  grip  that  Claude 
Duval  had  of  him,  and  despite  the  numbers  he  saw  around  him,  he  began  to  kick 
and  plunge,  and  bite  and  scratch,  in  such  a  wild  sort  of  way,  that  Claude  was 
compelled  to  >ay — 

"  D.ck,  be  so  good  as  to  tie  this  gentleman's  legs  together,  and  his  hands  be- 
hind his  back." 

Dick  made  a  dart  at  the  legs  of  the  reverend  father,  and  soon  tied  them  firmly 
togeiher  :  Jack  did  the  same  by  his  hands,  and  then  Claude  let  him  go ;  and  he 
rolleti  uj)on  ti  e  IJoor,  and  cursed  and  swore  in  a  way  that  none  but  a  priest  could 
•curse  and  swear. 

"  You  may  amuse  yourself,  holy  sir,  at  that  kind  of  fun  as  long  as  you  like," 
said  Claude;  '  it  don't  aifect  us  in  the  least;  only  mark  rae,  if  you  make  too 
much  nose  ic  will  be  necessary  to  put  a  stop  to  it/' 

This  significant  hint  was  not  lost  upon  Father  Garvey,  and  he  lay  part'y  in  a 
state  of  exiiau^iion,  and  partly  in  a  state  of  prudential  stillness,  only  chat  he 
glared  at  Ciaude  Duval  as  if  he  would  have  eaten  bim,  had  he  the  power  so 
to  do. 

The  alai  ni  Of  the  young  girls  was  by  no  means  decreased  by  all  this  ;  and  it 
was  found  that  the  youngest  of  the  novices  had  fainted. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXVIII. 

THK    ABDESS     TRIES    A.   NEW    PLAN    OF    OPERATIONS    AGAINST   THE    INTRUDERS- 

"  Oh,  hep  !  help  !''  said  Alicia  ;  "  I  do  think  that  Helen  is  dead  !  Oh,  bring 
the  lighi  h^re  !  " 

Upon  this  cry  they  speedily  brought  th^  light  to  the  spot,  and  then  sure  enough 
they  found  that  the  young  creature  was  completely  insensible,  and  hanging  upon 
the  arm  of  ^\  cia. 

"  She  IS  f.t  t'ead,"  said  Duval ;  "  she  has  fainted.  But  we  must  not  let  her 
remain  in  that  state,  as  in  ihe  bad  air  of  this  place  it  is  impossible  to  say  what 
catastrii()he  n^iuht  not  ensue. 

"How  ar  we  to  recover  her  ?''  said  Field.  "  What  are  we  to  do,  Alicia,  to 
restore'her'" 

"  We  V  ant  water,"  said  Alicia.  "  Cold  water  would,  no  doubt,  bring  her  to 
hersell  a-ain  " 

"  Vm  alnsid  that  is  not  to  be  had  here  " 

"There  is  a  well,"  said  Jack,  ''close  a'  hand.  I  cast  a  stone  into  it  as  I  came 
along,  and  ttieie  whs  a  distinct  solash  of  water  conseouent  UDon  its  fall.    Sjrely 
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tbere  is  some  mode  of  getting  up  som3  of  the  water ;  and  if  so,  I  'A'ill  warrant  ity 
being  cold  erjough." 

"Go  and  see,"  said  Claude — "go  and  see  what  you  can  do,  Jack.  Here,  Miss 
Alicia,  let  the  young  creature  lie  dowu.  She  is  not  very  heavy,  I  daresav;  but 
she  is  still  too  heavy  for  you  to  support  for  a  length  of  time." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  slipped  off  his  coat  and  spreaJ  it  upon  the  ground  for  the 
young  girl  to  lie  upon.  Alicia  thanked  him  by  a  look  which  expressed  much 
more  than  words  could  say  upon  the  subject,  and  then  she  knelt  upon  the  coat 
and  supported  the  head  of  the  novice  upon  her  lap,  which  was  certainly  much 
easier  than  holding  her  up,  as  she  had  been  doing. 

"I  will  go  and  help  Jack  to  get  the  water  from  the  well,"  said  Claude. 
"There  is  no  danger,  and  Mr.  Field  will  stay  with  you,  and  we  shall  hear  if 
you  want  anything." 

Both  Jack  and  Dick  Turpin  had  gone  to  the  well  to  see  what  could  be  done  in 
the  way  of  getting  up  some  cold  water  for  the  use  of  the  fainting  novice,  and 
when  Claude  arrived  they  were  slowly  hauling  up  a  bucket  that  they  had  found 
there,  and  which  they  had  attached  to  a  rope  that  they  found,  but  of  the  strength 
of  which  they  had  rather  serious  doubts. 

"The  water  is  a  long  wav  down,"  said  Jack,  "but  we  have  got  some,  I  can 
tell  by  the  weight." 

*•  Pull  slowly  and  quietly,'  said  Dick. 

The  bucket  came  up  to  the  surface,  and  then  Claude  stretched  out  his  hand 
and  got  hold  of  it.  . 

"  All's  right,"  he  said,  "I  have  it." 

He  drew  it  towards  him,  and  thien  in  rather  an  odd  voice,  he  said — 

"  The  light.  Jack." 

Jack  picked  up  the  lantern  from  the  floor  and  held  it  over  the  bucket,  aud 
then  they  ail  three  looked  in  silent  horror  at  what  it  disclosed  to  them. 

Floating  in  the  waier  they  had  got  up  from  the  well  was  a  portion  of  an 
infant's  hand  and  arm,  and  a  large  piece  of  a  skull  with  hair  still  upon  it.  The 
water  itself  had  a  shiny,  oily  look,  and  upon  its  surface  floated  fatty  globules,  and 
what  appeared  to  be  pieces  of  half  decomposed  flesh. 

"  Horrible  !"  said  Claude. 

Jack  turned  a&i  le  sick  and  faint  at  the  sight. 

"  Good  God  !"  said  Dick. 

Duval  held  the  bucket  over  the  brink  of  the  well,  and  let  go  of  it.  Far  down 
with  a  sullen  kind  of  splash  it  reached  tlie  water,  and  then  ail  was  still. 

The  three  friends  looked  at  each  other  now  for  several  moments  in  silence,  and 
then  Clau'ie  said  in  a  whisper — 

"We  must  not  tell  this  to  the  ladies,  li;  wiU  kill  them  with  terror.  Surely 
now  we  must  believe  to  the  utmost  in  all  the  horrors  that  are  recorded  of  con- 
vent criminality.  This  well  seems  to  be  the  receptacle  of  the  bodies  of 
infants." 

"  Yes,  infants  born  in  the  convent,"  said  Jack.  "  There  can  be  no  doubt  of 
it.     Of  course,  they  must  be  disposed  of  somehow  or  another." 

"That  is  true,"  said  Dick  ;  "and  if  any  one  tells  me  that  a  score  or  two. 
of  idle,  well-fed  women  come  to  such  an  abode  as  this,  and  leave  their  pas- 
sions at  the  gates,  and  turn  saints  when  they  enter  a  convent,  I  shall  have  no 
hesitation  in  saying  that  it  is  a  lie," 

"  This  is  tru  y  sickening,"  said  Claude. 

"I  am  quite  faint,"  said  Jack. 

"Come  away  from  the  brink  of  the  well,"  said  Dick.  "I  fancy,  now,  that 
horrible  and  noisome  odours  arise  from  it.  We  shall  be  poisoned  if  we  remfiia 
any  longer  close  to  it.  But,  amid  other  mysteries,  and  stranger  things,  Claui'e. 
Duval,  there  is  one  which  we  want  an  explanation  of  from  yon,  and  that  is,  how 
you  came  so  neatly  to  the  floor  when  the  planks  were  knocked  from  under  you 
without  doing  yourself  any  apparent  injury  whatever  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  that,"  said  Jack,  "  is,  indeed,  a  mystery  to  me." 
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"  It  K  one  that  I  can  easily  explain,"  said  Ctaude.  "  I  came  down  quite 
easily  and  comfortably ;  for  when  the  boards  went  from  under  me,  I  had  hold 
of  something  else." 

«•  Something  else  !    "What  else  ?" 

"  Listen.  While  I  was  up  there  looking  at  the  roof,  I  saw  that  there  was 
some  mode  of  reaching  this  place  by  means  of  a  kind  of  basket  or  box,  that  was 
secured  under  a  trap-door  opening  from  the  chapel.  I  could  not  see  how  it  was 
made  to  act,  till  you.  Jack,  held  up  the  lantern  by  the  aid  of  the  iron  rod,  and 
then  I  perceived  that  there' were  two  ropes  over  two  pulleys  going  in  the  direction 
you  intended  when  you  ran  against  the  wall,  and  two  in  the  other  direction. 
As  you  went,  I  saw  that  at  the  end  of  the  roof  there  were  two  other  pulleys,  and 
that  the  ropes  went  over  them ;  so  I  came  to  the  conclusion  at  once  that  there 
must  be  some  counterpoise  to  any  weight  upon  the  descending  platform  or  box. 
At  the  moment  that  the  pieces  of  planking  were  icnocked  from  under  me,  I  clutched 
at  the  lower  part  of  that  box,  and  down  I  came  quite  easily  and  rapidly,  with 
it  in  my  grasp." 

"  I  see,"  said  Jack.   - 

"  And  so  do  I,"  said  Dick,  "  When  you  left  go  of  it,  up  it  went  again,  I 
suppose?" 

"It  did."  ...:  •   .  ..:     ?:-- 

"  Then,  we  are  saved  !" 

'•  I  hope  so.  I  suppose  that  the  abbess  knows  of  this  little  mechanical  ar- 
rangement ;  but,  no  doubt,  she  considers  the  idea  of  our  getting  to  the  roof 
of  the  place  as  quite  out  of  the  question,  and  so  don't  trouble  herself  about  that 
part  of  the  matter  at  all." 

"  That  is  it,  you  may  depend ;  but  her  ladyship  don't  exactly  know  the  sort  of 
people  she  has  got  to  deal  with.  What  would  be  a  difficulty  to  many,  is  none 
to  us,  or,  at  all  events,  it  is  one  that  can  be  easily  got  over.  Let  us  see  how 
our  young  friend  the  novice  is." 

When  they  got  back  to  where  Mr.  Field  was  staying  with  the  young  girls, 
they  just  said  that  they  had  been  unsuccessful  in  getting  some  water  from  the 
well,  and  Dick  proposed  just  wetting  the  lips  of  the  fainting  girl  with  a  little 
brandy  of  which  he  had  a  flask  full  in  his  pocket. 

In  the  absence  of  any  other  means  of  trying  to  recover  her,  they  were  per- 
force compelled  to  adopt  that,  and  the  effect  so  far  justified  it,  that  in  a  few 
moments  she  began  to  breathe,  and  to  open  her  eyes. 

"  Oh,  save  me— save  me !"  she  cried.  "  I  have  done  nothing  to  deserve  this 
cruel  treatment." 

"  Be  calm,"  said  Alicia,  "  you  are  with  friends." 

"  Oh,  no — no.  Do  not — oh,  holy  lady  abbess,  I  cannot  bear  it— indeed,  I 
cacnot.     Do  not  subject  me  to  this  really  fearful  punishment." 

"  She  raves,"  said  Alicia.     "  Alas  !  poor  girl." 

"  1  will  promise,"  added  the  young  creature,  "  to  tell  of  nothing  that  I  have 
seen  cr  heard  here.     I  will  swear  it,  and,  indeed,  and  in  truth,  you  may  rely  | 
upon  my  oath,  for  1  have  not  yet  seen  enough  of  the  wickedness  of  this  place,  to 
be  callous  to  an  oath." 

*'  Listen  to  me,'  said  Alicia.     "Do  you  not  know  me  ?" 

*■  Yes— yes,  you  will  obey  the  orders  of  the  abbess." 

'■*  No— no.     Indeed  I  will  not." 

"  And  you  will  punish  me.  I  know  that  you  are  all  preparing  sa  to  do.  I 
shall  be  strefched  upon  that  dreadful  machine,  and  my  hands  and  feet  tied,  and 
then  I  shall  be  cruelly  beaten.  Oh,  do  not,  I  implore  you!  The  pam — the 
agony  is  {>reat !" 

The  affected  young  girl  burst  into  tears. 

"  She  will  recover  now,"  said  Alicia. 

"This  is  enough  to  melt  a  heart  of  stone,"  said  Field.  "Does  she  allude  to 
punishments  that  the  abbess  inflicts  upon  the  novices?" 

*•  Yes,"  said  Alicia,     "  1  cannot  describe  them  to  you,  but  the  abbess  and 
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some  of  the  older  nuns  take  a  delight  in  inflicting  pain  upon  the  novices,  and 
that  is  what  fills  the  imagination  of  our  poor  young  friend  with  such  terrors." 

The  tears  of  the  novice  seemed  to  wash  away  the  clouJ  that  bad  been  before 
her  perceptions,  and  she  was  able  to  comprehend  where  she  was,  and  to  feel 
that  there  was  no  danger. 

So  blissful  a  state  of  things  made  a  wonderful  change  in  her  aspect,  and 
half  laughing  and  half  crying,  she  clung  to  Alicia,  and  implored  Heaven  to  bless 
those  who  were  doing  so  much  to  save  her  from  misery,  pain,  and  degradation. 

"Hush!"  said  Jack  suddenlj',  as  he  laid  his  hand  upon  the  arm  of  Claude 
Duval.     "What  is  that?" 

"  What  ?  whgt  ?     Ah  !  Let  us  listen  " 

Seme  sound  now  like  the  tapping  of  some  pieces  of  metal  against  each  other 

evidently  came  from  the  chapel  above.     At  first  Claude  thought  that  it  was  from 

the  part  of  the  roof  were  was  the  trap  door  ;  but  he  soon  traced  the  sound  to 

quite   another  part  of  the  ceiling.     It  ceased,  though,  before   they  could    come 

lo  any  conclusion  as  1o  what  it  was,  or  what  it  portended. 

"This  place,"  said  Turpin,  "  is  as  full  of  mysteries  as  of  dangers.  Come,  now, 
Claude,  do  you  think  that  it  will  be  safe  to  try  the  assent  to  the  chapel  by  the 
trap  door?" 

"  Safe  or  not  safe,  we  will  do  it ;  but  before  we  commence  operations,  tell 
me,  Alicia,  do  you  think  that  there  is  any  possibility  of  ansther  prisoner  being 
in  the  cells  ?" 

"  Alas,  I  know  not,  but  I  would  gladly  urge  you  to  search  them  all  before 
leaving." 

"  It  is  a  duty.  Coane  you  with  me,  Jack,  and  we  will  go  together.  We  will 
make  our  search  as  rapidly  as  we  can,  and  lose  no  time." 


CHAPTER  CCCLXIX. 

THE    SECRETS   OF   THE    CELLS     APPAL   JACK    AND    CLAUDE    DUVAL.  • 

There  was,  in  reality,  no  time  lost  in  the  search  of  the  cells  that  Claude  and 
Jack  now  undertook,  for  Claude  wished  to  acquaint  his  friend  exactly  with  the 
n^iode  of  operation  that  he  thought  would  answer  with  the  cords  and  the  pulleys 
connected  with  the  trap-door  in  the  roof. 

One  thing  in  connection  with  that  trap-door  was  quite  clear,  and  that  was— 
tnat  the  principle  of  its  construction  was  such  that  it  had  been  only  intended  for 
the  purpose  of  facilitating  the  descent  of  any  one  from  the  chapel,  and  not  the 
ascent  of  any  one  from  the  gloomy  region  below. 

It  required  a  weight  in  the  square  box  attached  to  the  ropes  to  -overcome 
the  weights  that  no  doubt  would  be  found  attached  to  the  ends  of  them;  but 
when  the  box  reached  the  ground,  and  the  unhappy  object  either  fell  or  got  cut 
of  it,  then  it  would  ascend  again,  because  the  weights  became  the  heavier. 

When  it  had  ascended  it  was  quite  clear,  that  unless  the  chapel  door  was 
to  be  found,  and  along  with  finding  i'  the  means  of  opening  it  were  found,  the 
•victims  must  soon  perish  in  the  vaults  frum  starvation,  if  from  no  other  cause. 

The  problem,  then,  that  Jack  an'*  Clai  de  and  Dick  had  to  solve  in  connection 
with  the  trap-door  and  its  appendages  was,  to  make  it  useful  as  a  means  of  as- 
cent as  well  as  descent,  and  that  was  ratlur  difficult. 

Before  deciding  upon  what  mode  of  immediate  operation  they  coulcl  bring  to 
hear  upon  that  subject,  they  proceedeil  to  the  cells  one  after  the  other. 

The  only  fear  they  had  was  lest  ihere  sh)uld  be  some  of  the  cells  in  a  secret 
situation  which  their  time  would  not  allow  them  just  then  to  look  for  ;  but,  still, 
tliey  must  do  something,  if  they  could  not  do  all  they  wished,  and  so  they  dashed 
open  the  door  of  the  first  cell  they  came  lo. 

It  was  empty. 
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"  That  is  a  Tetief,"  -siatd  Jack.  "  N&w  for  this  one  I  Ah  !  look — look, 
Claude P' 

"What  is  it?" 

"Some  one  is  there.  We  come  to  save  you,  be  you  whom  you  may  ;  for  your 
presence  in  one  of  these  cells  is  sufficieEt  proof  that  you  are  an  enemy  to  the 
abbess  of  the  convent." 

No  answer  was  returned  (o  this  speech  of  Jack's,  and  yet  tliey  could  both  of 
them  see  pretty  plainly  that  there  was  something  like  a  human  being  at  the  farlhef 
end  of  the  cell. 

"Give  me  the.  light/' said  Claude;  and,  taking  it  from  Jack,  he  advanced 
right  into  the  cell.  It  did  not  take  him  more  than  two  steps  to  get  to  the  farther 
end  of  it  ;  and  then  the  sight  that  he  saw  made  him  quickly  recoil  again. 

Fastened  by  the  waist  to  ihe  wail  by  a  short  chain  that  did  not  permit  it  to 
fall  to  the  floor  was  the  dead  body  of  a  nun.  The  convent  costume  still  clung 
to  the  faded  skeleton  form  ;  but  the  flesh  had  dropp&d  from  the  face,  leaving  the 
hideous,  yellow,  discoloured  bones  plainly  perceptible. 

"  Horrible  I  horrible  1"  said  Claude. 

"What  is  it?" 

"Take  the  light  and  look  for  yourself.  I  cannot  give  you  any  description  of 
the  sight,'' 

One  glance  was  quite  enough,  for  Jack  ;  and,  without  a  word,  he  turned  from, 
the  loathsome  spectacle,  and  shut  the  cell  door. 

In  no  other  cell  but  one  more  did  they  find  anything  that  was  so  fearful  to  look 
upon  ;  and  in  that  they  saw  the  body  of  a  man  lying  upon  its  face.  A  number 
of  loathsome  flies,  of  immense  size,  were  feast?*^^  upon  the  remains  of  that  un- 
happy human  being,  who,  no  doubt,  had  been  decoyed  into  the  convent  by  the 
abbess,  and  then  safely  disposed  of,  for  some  reason  or  another,  in  that  house  of 
death. 

"  There  are  no  move  cells,"  said  Jack.  "Let  us  return  to  our  friends  now, 
Claude;  and  they  may,  in  truth,  when  we  tell  them  what  we  have  seen,  coa- 
gratulate  themselves  upon  escaping  the  duty  we  have  been  upon." 

"  They  may,  indeed.  Jack." 

Claude  Duval  and  Jack  now  returned  to  the  party  they  had  left,  not  far  from 
the  spot  above  which  was  the  trap-door  in  the  floor  of  the  chapel.  Without 
describing  what  he  had  seen,  Claude  satisfied  himself  by  saying,  that  there  was 
no  other  human  being  alive  but  theriaselves  in  the  place. 

"And  now,  Dick  and  Jack,  you  both  help  me,  and  I  think  I  have  found  a 
mode  of  getting  the  square  box  down  here." 

"  Yes,"  said  Dick,  "  that  may  be;  but  to  get  it  up  again  with  a  weight  in  it 
is  the  difficulty." 

"  Which  we  must  meet  by  adding  weight  to  the  other  end  of  the  ropes.  But 
let  us  get  it  down  first.  I  expect  that  but  a  small  force  is  requisite  for  that 
purpose.  Where  is  the  iron  rail.  Jack,  with  which  you  elevated  the  lantern  so 
cleverly  ?'' 

"  It  is  here." 

The  iron  rail  was  very  much  rusted  indeed ;  but  Claude  Duval  used  it  very 
tenderly,  and  after  snapping  off  a  piece  of  about  six  inches  at  the  end,  he  found 
the  rest  of  it  in  not  so  bad  a  condition,  and  that  it  would  bear  being  beat  into 
a  hook  at  the  end. 

"  Now,"  he  said,  "  if  I  can  catch  hold  of  the  lower  part  or  the  rirn  of  the 
strange  kind  of  tray  that  is  up  there  under  the  trap-door,  down  it  will  come." 

With  great  care  Claude  elevated  the  iron  rod,  and  got  a  hold  of  the  platform  ; 
and  as  he  bad  surmised,  it  required  but  very  little  force,  indeed,  to  bring  it  down 
to  the  floor.  The  weights  attached  to  the  ends  of  the  ropes  evidently  did  not 
much  more  than  overbaknce  it,  and  cause  it  to  ascend,  when  no  force  w;is  used 
to  keep  it  down. 

"  Here  we  are,"  said  Claude. 

*' Ha  ! — ha!"  laughed  a  hideous  voice.     "  Lost !— lost !  — lost !     Make  your 
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peace  with  ofFendel  Heaven,  ve  Philistines,  for  you  surely  die  now!  Ha! 
—  ha  !" 

'■  The  devil !''  said  C'aude. 

Jack  turned  so  sharply  round  at  the  seund  of  this  terrible  yoice,  which 
appeared  to  fill  the  whole  place,  that  he  struck  the  lantern  against  Dick 
TLirpin,  and  knocked  the  light  out;  but  all  was  not  darkness  in  the  gloom v 
vault.  Not  far  from  the  roof,  and  close  above  the  spot  where  they  had  heard  the 
niyseriou3  metallic  tapping  a  short  time  since,  they  saw  a  strange  dubious  sort 
ci  light ;  but  what  it  was,  or  where  it  came  from,  was  a  mystery  that  they  saw 
r.o  meat.s  just  then  of  solving.  Now  and  then  a  spark  from  the  strange  light 
v-.'.juid  dart  out  of  the  mass  of  it  and  fall  to  the  floor,  generally  going  out  before 
it  reached  it;  and  then  some  of  the  light  seemed  to  be  making  an  odd,  crackling 
-i  ind  of  noise,  that  could  not  by  the  adventurers  in  the  vault  be  at  all  accounted 
lor  in  an}'  reasonable  way. 

"  Never  n.ind,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  it  is  very  kind  of  the  abbess  to 
provide   us  with  a   light.     We  shall  see   all  the  better  what  we  are  about 

■     "  Much  better,"  said  Mr.  Field. '     .' 

"60  we  shall,"  said  Dick. 

"  Yes,''  said  Jack,  rather  dubiously;  "but  I  doubt  whether  upon  the  whole 
we  siiali  find  it  any  advantage." 

"  iJ^ever  mind.  You,  Jack,  go  to  one  of  the  ropes  that  hang  down  the  wall  with 
t'i-e  weights  at  the  end  of  them,  and  you,  Dick,  go  to  another  on  the  otliet  side. 
I;^  appears  to  me  that,  with  very  little  trouble,  you  will  be  able  to  haul  me 
!;p  to  the  ceiling.  The  united  leverage  caused  by  two  men  using  their.utraost  ex- 
ertioa  would  be  sufficient  to  hoist  me  much  higher  than  the  chapel-floor,  there- 
io.e  it  will  be  a  comparatively  easy  task  for  the  three  of  you  to  raise  me,  and  it 
will  not  require  much  force  to  keep  me  there  when  1   once  touch  the  roof." 

"  We  may  do  that,"  said  Jack. 

They  sawat  once  howthiscould  be  done,  and  without  another  word  departed 
to  do  i'.  They  found  that,  pulling  in  unison,  Claude  and  the  little  box  began  to 
go  up— up — up  gradually  to  the  roof,  and  that  they  could  maintain  his  positiaa 
therj  without  any  serious  difficulty  at  all. 

It  was  no  part  of  Duval's  system  to  delay  when  nothing  was  to  be  got  by  it, 
and  lie  set  to  work  upon  the  trap-door  in  the  roof  in  earnest.  It  was  fastened 
on  the  outer  side ;'  but  by  the  aid  of  a  powerful  small  crow-bar,  with  a  very 
sharp  edge  to  it,  .Claude  soon  lifted  it,  and  pushed  it  on  one  side.  He  was 
rather  surprised  that  all  seemed  as  dark  now  as  it  had  been  bafore,  and  that  he 
found  00  change  of  atmosphere  above  the  tiap  door,  which,  to  all  appearance, 
opened  into  the  chapel. 

Daval  put  up  his  hand  as  high  as  he  could  reach,  and  found  no  obstruction, 
so  that  he  felt  satisfied  he  must  be  in  the  chapel,  and  yet  there  was  something 
very  strange  about  the  fact  that  it  should  be  so  cjmpletely  deserted  and  silent 
as  it  was. 

"  Claude—Claude !"  called  Dick. 

«  Yes,  Dick  ?" 

"Isall  right  there?' 

"  Well — I — hope  so.     It's  rather  confusing." 

"Come  down,  Claude — come  down  !" 

"Ascertain,  if  you  can,  what  the  obstruction  is,  before  vou  comedown." 

••  Oh,  God  !  what  is  it  ?"  said  Alicia.     "  We  shall  all  die  !" 

"No— no,  it  will  go  off,"  said  Mr.  Field.  ''It  canuot  hurt ;  and  yet  it  is 
strant;e." 

"  Wfiat  on  earth  are  you  all  talking  aboat?"  said  Claude,  as  he  strove  to 
look  clearly  down  into  the  vaulted  place. 

"  There's  a  suffocating  vapour  here,"  aaid  Turpia,  •'  that  is  half  choking  us 
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all,  and  we  don't  know  what  to  make  of  it.     Don't  you  feel  any  of  it  up  there 
Claude  ?"  ,      ^ 

"  No."  ■'  ■ 

"Nor  smell  anything  ?" 

"Certainly  not.     The  air  don't  seem  to  be  amiss  up  here  at  all.     What  can 
you  be  dreaming  about  ?" 

i  "It  is  no  dream,  Claude  Duval.  The  mysterious  light  yonder  near  to  the 
middle  of  the  roof  is  some  process  by  which  some  deleterious  kind  of  gas  is 
evolved,  which  must  be  heavier  than  the  atmospheric  air,  and  so  sinks,  which  is 
[  the  reason  you  don't  smell  it  where  you  are;  but  1  can  tell  you,  old  fellow,  that 
j:  I  we  can't  live  in  it  long." 


^0.  191. 


~f 


1522  GENTLEMAN  JACK  ;  OR, 


"Let  me  down  at  once.  Let  go  of  the  ropes.  Let  me  down.  By  Heavea! 
1  fancied  something  of  the  sort." 

They  were  unwilling  enough,  as  may  be  supposed, to  involve  Claade  Duval  in  the 
same  disagreeable  state  of  things  that  oppressed  them  in  that  wretched  place ; 
but  as  it  was  impossible  that  he  could  have  any  correct  notion  of  the  state  of 
the  atmosphere  below  in  the  situation  he  was  in,  they  gradually  relaxed  the 
ropes,  and  let  him  safely  descend  to  the  level  of  the  floor  of  the  huge  cavern- 
ous place  again. 

It  was  a  great  object  though,  now,  not  to  allow  the  movable  piece  of  platform 
to  go  up  to  the  roof  again,  which  it,  of  course,  would  have  done  the  moment  it 
got  free  from  the  weight  of  Claude  Duval ;  so  he  said  to  Jack-«     • 

"  Stand  upon  this,  Jack.  What  we  have  to  say,  wo  may  say  juet  as  well  with 
your  weight  here  as  otherwise." 

Jack  stood  upon  the  platform  at  once,  and  that  sufficed  to  keep  it  down,  and 
then  as  Claude  Duval  stepped  off  it  to  the  ground,  tber*?  cj^m^  a  gush  of  the 
noxious  vapour,  with  which  the  place  was  fillitjg,  right  acrosj  his  mouth,  and 
he  staggered  and  nearly  fell  beneath  its  deadly  influence. 


CHAPTTUR  CCCLXX. 

tHE     PANGEES     OF     CLAUDE     AND      HIS     FRIENDS      INCREASE,     ANp     FATJlBtl 
GARVEV  TEIUMPHIS   BX-.CEISDmGI,Y. 

"  By  Heavens !"  said  Claude  Duval,  '<  it  is  the  int?ntioa  of  that  hag  of  an 
abbess  to  smother  us." 

*' Very  like  it,  indeed,"  said  Turpin.  '^Only  I  for  one  be^  to  decline  the 
operation." 

"  But  what  are  we  to  do  ?"  said  Jack. 

"  Make  a  bold  attempt  at  once  at  the  door  leading  to  the  chapie!,"  cried  Tar* 
pin.  "  I  won't  stay  here  and  be  gradually  choked  any  looker,  for  that  is  the 
sort  of  operation  that  I  feel  is  now  going  on  with  us." 

As  he  spoke,  Dick  Turpin  began  to  make  his  way  out  of  th^  place,  in  the 
direction  of  the  passage  leading  to- the  flight  of  steps,  above  which  was  that  door 
which  there  was  every  rational  reason  to  believe  was  well  guarded  by  the  lady 
abbess  and  her  emissaries. 

«•  Hold!"  said  Claude.'* 

"Yea,  to  my  life  I  will,"  said  Dick  Turpin. 

*'  Nay,  hear  me." 

•♦  Go  on,  then.  What  have  you  to  say  that  ip  better  than  $u^h  a  J?»ode  of 
operfiition  f 

"  Much." 

"Out  with  it  then,  Claude." 

"There  is,  of  course,  a  route  to  the  chapel  by  the  platform.  I  propose  that  by 
such  means  we  reach  it,  and  not  by  the  door.  There  can  be  no  doubt  at  ail  but 
that  we  are  expected  to  make  an  attack  upon  t!(i  door,  rather  than  stay  here  to 
be  suffocated,  and  do  you  think,  for  a  moment,  that  with  such  an  expectation,  a 
woman  of  the  foreseeing  and  cunning  disposition  of  the  lady  abbess  would  leave 
that  door  unguarded  ?  No,  you  may  depend  that  it  would  be  certain  destruction 
to  some  of  us  to  go  to  that  door,  and  those  who  njighc  be  destroyed  might  be 
those,  who,  as  men,  we  should  most  lament." 

As  Claude  Duval  spoke,  he  glanced  at  the  helpless  fenialea  who  were  with 
them,  and  Dick  Turpin  felt  the  effect  in  all  its  force. 

"  You  are  right,  Claade.     By  Jove,  you  .are  right," 

"  I  knew  you  would  say  so." 

"Yes;  if  we  were  only  men  here,  I  should  say  let  us  go  by  the  door ;  but 
now,  1  bethink  me,  we  have  others  to  look  to.     Have  the  matter  all  your  own    ! 
'^^::r^:'^«r:..ss^^;:::;^^;:;si?^^  .;r;.,-j.,.iSi...'~~;;;=3S==:;jeagat'' 
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way ;  but  in  the  name  of  all  that's  delightful,  let  us  hfive   a  mouthful  of  fresh 
air  as  soon  as  possible." 

"I  faint,"  said  one  of  the  novices. 

<«  j»fo— no!  Don't,"  cried  Jack.  "There  is  no  time,  I  assure  you,  ray  good 
girl.     We  are  not  in  circumstances  to  allow  you  to  faint." 

Claude  could  scarcely  forbear  a  smile  at  this  odd  mode  of  addressing  the 
novice  that  Jack  adopted  ;  but  he,  too^  felt  that  there  was  no  time  to  lose,  so  he 
said— 

"  Now  draw  me  up  again.  I  see  what  has  to  be  done,  and  done  it  shall  be 
quickly.  Do  not  ask  me  any  questions  ;  but  do  as  I  ask  you,  and  I  will  pledge 
ray  word  to  save  you  all." 

Both  Jack  and  Turpin  had  quite  confidence  sufficient  in  the  courage  and  in 
the  ext|'-aordinary  tact  of  Claude  Duval  in  adopting  the  best  possible  mode  of 
getting  clear  of  any  set  of  adverse  circumstances  to  obey  his  orders  when  he 
gave  them  with  such  confidence ;  so  they  proceeded  at  once  to  the  ropes  again, 
after  he  had  placed  himself  upon  the  movable  platform. 

It  did  not  take  many  minutes  to  raise  Claude  riglit  up  to  the  roof  again,  and 
then  he  commenced  operations  with  alacrity. 

Upon  the  former  occasion  when  he  had  been  up  that  height  he  had  felt  that 
his  hand  and  arm  passed  up  into  a  hollow  space,  which  ought  to  have  been  the 
chapel  itself,  since  it  was  beyond  the  roof,  but.  which  yet  could  not  be  it,  since 
the  darkness  was  intense,  and  there  was  not  fresh  air  enough  to  lead  to  the 
supposition  that  such  was  the  case. 

This  was  a  little  puzzling,  to  be  sure;  but  the  state  of  affairs  below  were  of 
such  a  character  that  it  would  act  do  to  stop  and  consider  about  what  was  to 
be  done. 

Promptitude  of  action  now  was  really  everything. 

It  will  be  recollected  that  Father  Garvey  had  been  tied  neck  and  heels  by 
Jack  and  Turpin ;  so  that  he  lay  upon  the  floor  of  the  place  totally  harmless, 
and  now  and  then,  when  his  passion  get  the  better  of  his  prudence,  uttering 
vehement  expressions  of  anger,  and  sending  those  who  had  got  thus  the  better 
of  him  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  all  those  pains  and  penalties  of  another  life  which 
persons  of  most,  if  not  of  all  denominations  know  so  perfectly  well  how  to  make 
the  most  of. 

Of  course,  neither  Claude  nor  his  friends  troubled  themselves  not  one  jot  about 
the  denunciations  of  Father  Garvey,  so  long  as  he  did  not  make  so  much  noise 
as  to  disturb  them,  and  that  he  did  not  certainly  do,  for  even  in  the  midst  of  his 
rage  he  did  not  forget  that— 

"  Discretion  i»  the  better  part  of  valour." 

The  two  young  novices  seemed  to  be  more  deeply  affected  by  the  terrible 
suffocating  vapour  that  the  lady  abbess  had  succeeded  in  calling  to  her  aid 
against  her  foes  than  any  of  the  party. 

As  for  Claude,  the  higher  he  got  up  from  the  floor  of  the  gloomy  and  death- 
dealing  region  the  more  free  he  felt  himself  from  the  vapour,  so  that  it  was 
quite  evident  it  was  one  of  those  deleterious  gasea  which  are  heavier  than  at- 
mospheric air,  and  so  descend  through  it. 

That  the  abbess  should  use  such  a  vapour  as  that  showed  the  extreme  art  of 
the  woman,  for  if  it  had  been  of  a  more  volatile  tendency  it  would,  of  course, 
have  had  the  likely  effect  of  filling  the  chapel  and  the  whole  convent  with  its 
death-deahng  fumes;  but  as  it  was,  it  just  was  doing  the  duty  she  intended  of  it 
and  no  more. 

With  the  crowbar  in  his  hand— the  same  crowbar  that  had  enabled  him  to 
Inock  away  the  portion  of  the  roof  of  the  subterranean  place  that  was  immedi- 
atly  above  the  movable  box  or  platform,  call  it  which  you  will — Claude  now 
triti  to  work  upon  what  further  obstacles  there  were  that  stopped  his  way 
to  tl-;  chapel. 

W:h  the  crowbar,  though,  in  his  baud  he  found  he  could  only  just  reach  to 
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the  roof  of  the  sort  of  building  that  was  over  the  orifice  leading  to  the  vaults, 
and  for  the  life  of  hira  he  could  not  make  out  what  it  was. 

While  he  was  thus  trying,  without  much  effect,  his  skill  to  get  out  of  the 
place,  Jack  called  up  to  hiic-~ 
"  Claude— Claude  ?" 
"  Yes,  Jack  ?" 

"  We  can't  live  here  any  longer.    We  are  dying.    The  poisonous   vapour   is 
taking  possession  of  our  senses." 
"  Don't  say  that." 

"Alas — alas !  it  is  true.  Farewell— farewell,  Claude.  Provide  for  your 
own  safety,  if  you  can,  and  don't  heed  us." 

"  Is  Father  Garvey  dead  ?    1  hear  no  complaints  from  hira.'* 
"  I  don't  know.     He  lies  upon  his  back,  too,  and  ought  to  be  getting  the  most 
of  the  vapour.     I  daresay  he  is  no  more." 

"  Stop  a  bit,"  cried  Dick  Turpin — "stop  a  bit ;  I  have  found  out  how  the  holy 
father  manages.  He  is  all  alive  and  well,  for  he  is  tying,  now,  a  handkerchief 
over  his  mouth  and  nose,  that  he  has  had  tied  in  one  direction  for  some  time ; 
he  is  only  now  shifting  it  to  a  fresh  part  of  the  handkerchief.  Let  us  do  the 
same  and  we  are  safe,  if  he  is  so." 

"Try  it  at  once,"  cried  Claude,  "for  the  love  of  heaven !" 
The  hope  that  this  might  be  a  means  of  saving  them  from  the  worst  effects  of 
the  deleterious  air  that  was  evolved  from  the  substance   in  the  brazier  that  had 
been  let  a  little  way  down  from  the  chapel  into  the  vaults  assailed  them  all  for  a 
moment  or  two  with  new  vigour. 

They  luckily  found  that  one  of  the  novices  had  a  dress  of  rather 
closely  woven  muslin,  which  was  just  the  thing  :  so,  with  her  full 
and  free  consent,  they  tore  it  up  into  long  pieces,  and  each  of  them 
tied  a  portion  round  their  mouth  and  nose,  so  that  the  air  that  they 
admitted  to  their  lungs  was,  in  good  truth,  thorougiy  and  com- 
pletely filtered  by  passing  through  the  several  folds  of  the  muslin. 

Now,  it  is  quite  a  well  understood  fact,  and  one  which  it  is  as  well  that  every 
one  should  know,  that  air  may  be  filtered  quite  as  easily  as  water,  because  in 
ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred  what  is  with  the  air  and  vitiates  it  is  of  a 
much  more  material  character  than  the  real  air  itself,  and  will  be  arrested  by  an 
obstruction  that  allows  the  pure  air  to  pass. 

This  is  precisely  the  principle  upon  which  nature,  in  a  common  filter  made  of 
gravel  and  charcoal,  permits  only  pure  and  limpid  water  to  pass  through  it,  and 
keeps  back  all  grosser  particles  of  matter. 

The  effect,  then,  of  what  we  may  truly  call  these  muslin  filters  of  air  upon  the 
half-fainting  occupants  of  the  vaults  of  the  convent  was  great,  indeed.  In  the 
course  of  a  few  moments  the  feeling  of  lassitude  that  was  so  like  death,  and 
which  in  a  short  time  would  have  passed  into  that  state,  wore  off,  and  the  blood 
once  more  freely  circulated  m  their  veins. 

"  Oh,  this  is  Heaven  in  comparison  with  our  former  6tate !"  said  Alicia. 
"  It  is— it  is  !"  cried  the  novices. 

"  Upon  my  life,"  said  Dick,  "it  is  delightful !  We  do  not  value  simple  delights 
till  we  have  been  deprived  of  them  for  a  time.  I  never  could  have  believed  that 
to  draw  a  long  breath  without  the  feeling  that  you  were  half-choked  by  the 
process  was  such  a  truly  delightful  feeling  as  it  is." 

"  Mor  I,"  said  Jack.    "  But  we  must  let  Claude  know  that  all  is  well  with  us 
now,  and  that  we  can  wait  a  little," 
"  Do  so." 

"  Claude  ?"  called  Jack—"  Claude  1" 
"  Yes,  Jack  ?     How  are  you  all  now  ?** 
"  Much  better." 
"  I  am  so  glad  to  hear  it  !'* 

"  Yes,  we  can  wait  now ;  so,  don't  do  anything  precipitous  that  Way  be  (&ne 
better  and  more  effo'>hja,lly  by  taking  your  time  about  it." 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  1525 


"  All's  right !     I  am  working  away  !     Ah  !  what's  that  ?" 

"You  abominable  wretches !"  said  the  deep,  hollow,  sepulchral  kind  of  voice 
that  had  before  sounded  in  the  place,  and  which  evidently  canae  from  some- 
where contiguous  to  it.  "You  abominable,  vile,  and  sacrilegious  wreWShes  ! 
Alieady  must  you  be  in  the  pangs  of  that  dissolution,  which  will  only  be  the 
precursor  of  the  still  greater  torments  that  you  will  suffer  in  the  world  which  is 
to  come  !     Death  is  your  portion !" 

The  voice  ceased. 

"  Don't  reply,"  said  Claude.  "  It  is  quite  as.  well  that  the  very  amiable  indi- 
vidual who  thus  spoke  should  think  that  we  are  suiFering  all  the  pangs  she  or  he 
supposes,  as  then  it  will  not  seem  necessary  to  adopt  any  other  means  of  quickly 
and  comfortably  disposing  of  us." 

Acting  upon  this  hint,  they  were  all  quite  still  in  the  vaults.  But  Father 
Garve}',  having  his  wits  about  him,  and  from  the  first  not  having  suffered  from 
the  deleterious  vapour,  the  nature  of  which  he  understood,  no  doubtj  quite  well, 
called  out  in  loud  accents— 

"No — no !     They  will  escape !     They  will  escape  !" 

"  Stop  his  mouth  I"  said  Claude. 

The  most  prompt  and  effectual  way  that  struck  Jack  of  stopping  the  mouth  of 
the  father-confessor  was  to  thrust  something  into  it,  so  he  made  up  to  him,  and, 
despite  his  resistance,  crammed  the  handkerchief  the  reverend  confessor  had  been 
holding  directly  to  his  mouth  and  nose  right  into  the  former,  so  that  while  it 
still  acted  as  a  filter  to  him  for  the  foul  air,  he  could  not  shut  his  mouth  at  all, 
nor  utter  a  word. 

It  was  found,  too,  that  Father  Garvey  had  got  one  of  his  hands  at  liberty, 
and  that  Jack  took  good  care  to  secure  again. 

"Now,  master  father-confessor,"  said  Jack,  "  I  rather  think  that  you  are  in 
about  as  helpless  a  condition  as  you  very  well  can  be  in.  Don't  kick,  for  if  you  do, 
yoQ  will  only  draw  a  little  tighter  the  cord  that  holds  your  legs  together.  Don't 
struggle  with  your  hands,  for  if  you  do  you  will  have  a  good  chance  of  disloca- 
ting your  shoulders.  Don't  try  to  bawl  out,  for  if  you  do  you  will  infallibly 
choke  yourself." 

Ail  these  troubles  come  so  home  to  the  mind  of  the  father-confessor,  that  he 
did  not  attempt  to  commit  any  one  of  the  imprudent  acts  that  Jack  portended, 
but  only  lay  upon  his  back  goggling  his  eyes,  and  looking  as  though  the  last 
threatened  catastrophe,  namely,  the  choking  one,  was  much  nearer  at  hand  than 
Jack  intended,  or  his  reverence  would  wish  for. 


(CHAPTBR  CCCLXXI. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  ORIFIGE  IN  THE  ROOF  IS  EX.PLAINED. 

While  all  this  was  going  on  below,  Claude  was  far  from  being  idle  upon  his 
rather  exalted  perch  above. 

Finding  that  all  was  for  the  present  safe,  comparatively  speaking,  at  all  events, 
with  his  friends  upon  the  floor  of  the  vault,  Duval  took  his  work  much  more 
deliberately,  for  he  felt  quite  sure  that  nothing  was  to  be  gained  by  percipitancy, 
while  everything  was  to  be  lost. 

He  was  satisfied  that  the  roof  over  the  orifice  in  the  chapel  floor  was  of  a 
rectan  gular  fonn,  and  to  give  a  very  familiar  description  of  it,  it  seemed  after 
Claude  had  got  away  the  lower  part  of  it,  to  be  soinelhing  like  a  very  large 
chest  reversed,  and  placed  over  the  hole  in  the  floor  of  the  chapel  leading  to  the 
vaults. 

With  this  impression,  then,  of  the  shape  of  the  obstacle  1  hat  was  in  the  way  of 
his  reaching    the  chapel,  Claude  Duval  lelt,  with  care  and  gentleness,  for  what 
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mfght  be  called  the  aides  of  the  reversed  chest,  and  he  soon  felt  them,  just  situated 
as  might  be  expected. 

One  of  these  sides  presented  a  firm  resistance  to  the  pressure  of  the  crowbar ; 
but  to  his  great  surprise,  the  other  yielded  before  it  in  a  moment,  and,  indeed,  it 
did  so  with  such  readiness,  that  Claude  Duval  very  nearly  fell  from  the  platform 
owing  to  not  finding  the  resistance  he  expected. 

It  was,  indeed,  a  fortunate  thing  for  him  that  he  was  tolerably  well  upon  his 
guard,  or  he  must  have  had  rather  a  severe  tumble. 

Upon  finding,  then,  that  this  side,  as  it  were,  of  the  square  chest  over  the 
opening  in  the  roof  of  the  vaulted  place  and  the  floor  of  the  chapel  gave  way  on 
one  ^ide,  Claude  carefully  examined  the  how  and  the  why  it  so  gave  way,  and 
he  was  not  long  in  satisfying  himself  that  he  knew  all  about  it. 

That  side  he  found  to  be  about  four  feet  in  height,  and  it  was  evidently  hinged 
on  to  the  upper  or  flat  portion  of  the  chest  by  those  description  of  hinges  which 
would  go  both  ways,  according  as  any  force  was  applied  to  the  flap  or  door  with 
which  they  were  connected. 

'•  Good,  so  far,"  cried  Claude  to  himself,  and  then  raising  his  body  up  by  a 
rather  powerful  effort,  he  found  that  there  would  be  no  diflSculty  in  crawling 
through  that  hinged  piece  of  wood,  and  on  the  instant  he  did  so,  his  hands  fell 
upon  the  cold  marble  floor  of  the  chapel. 

The  air,  too,  was  cool  and  refreshing,  and,  in  comparison  with  the  darkness  of 
the  place  immediately  below  him,  the  chapel  was  quite  light. 

Several  candles,  that  burnt  day  and  night  before  an  image  of  the  Virgin,  that 
was  in  a  nick  about  the  centre  of  the  principal  aisle  of  the  chapel,  shed  their  light 
through  the  whole  space,  which,  to  Claude  Duval,  presented  so  great  a  contrast 
to  the  darkness  from  whence  he  had  issued. 

One  steady  glance  around  him,  now,  made  him  familiar  with  all  that  had 
seemed  to  be  so  full  of  perplexity  and  mystery. 

The  chest-like  construction,  which  had  so  puzzled  himfrom  below,  was  nothing 
more  nor  less  in  appearance,  when  you  viewed  it  from  the  chapel,  than'  a  tomb, 
apparently  of  stone,  with  the  efligy  of  some  highly.sanctified  individual  re- 
posing at  full  length  upon  the  top  of  it.  The  top  and  one  of  the  sides  and  the 
two  ends  were  of  stone,  but  the  flap  or  door- way,  if  it  might  be  called  such, 
through  which  Claude  Duval  came  into  the  chapel,  was  of  wood,  painted  very 
finely  to  look  just  like  the  rest  of  the  construction. 

In  lieu  of  a  tomb,  then  the  whole  afi'air  was  but  a  blind,  to  cover  ijp  that  mode 
of  descent  to  the  vaults  below. 

The  comprehension  of  the  whole  affair  was  quite  easy. 

If  any  one  got  upon  the  floor,  and  chose  to  roll  against  the  wooden  door  at  the 
side  of  the  seeming  tomb,  it  would,  on  account  of  opening  either  way  upon  its 
well-hung  hinges,  give  way  with  them,  and  they  would  come  upon  the  piece  of 
wood-work  in  the  roof,  which  Duval  had  before  displaced  with  the  crowbar,  and 
which  was  hinged  so  as  to  open  downwards,  and  to  close  again  by  a  spring. 
Through,  or  rather  past  that  they  would  go,  and  so  on  to  the  descending  platform, 
which  with  their  weight  would  go  plump  at  once  to  the  floor  of  the  vault,  and 
then  the  job  was  done. 

The  person  would  either  roll  out  in  the  progress  of  the  fall,  or  be  jerked  out 
upon  reaching  the  floor,  or  immediately  get  out,  and  in  either  case  up  would  go 
the  platform  again,  in  consequence  of  the  counterpoise  weights  acting  upon  it, 
and  the  whole  apparatus  would  be  quite  ready  for  the  use  of  any  one  else  who 
might  choose  to  go  down,  or  who  might  be  forced  down,  not  choosing  it  at  all. 

In  working  away  the  lower  piece  of  wood-work,  Clatjde  Duval  had  found  that 
there  was  some  iron-work  in  his  way,  and  now  he  quite  understood  what  it  had 
been. 

"  So,"  he  said  to  himself  in  a  whisper,  "  I  have  now  come  at  the  secret  mode 
by  which  any  victim  might  at  a  few  moments'  notice  be  spirited,  as  it  were, 
away,  rroiii  the  chapel,  and  no  one  know  whither  they  had  gone,  except  those 
entrusted  with  the  fearful  secret  of  this  seerains;  tomb."' 

il 
ac  ----- 
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That  the  abbess,  or  aome  one  in  her  interests,  might  be  in  the  chapel,  was  a 
proposition  so  very  likely  to  be  true,  that  Claude  was  prudently  careful  not  only 
not  to  utter  a,  sound  that  might  betray  his  presence,  but  likewise  not  to  let  his 
head  be  seen  above  the  level  of  the  edge  of  the  mock  tomb. 

That  such  caution  was  very  much  called  for  under  the  circumstances,  very 
quickly  became  apparent  enough;  for  as  Claude  was  just,  with  all  the  care 
possible,  projecting  the  top  of  his  forehead  high  enough  above  the  tomb  to  let 
his  eyes  ■,  get  clear  of  the  rira  of  it,  there  came  a  sudden  flash  of  light  over  the 
chapel,  and  he  heard  a  voice,  which  he  knew  at  once  as  that  of  the  lady  abbess, 
say— 

"  Dennis— Dennis !" 

There  was  no  reply. 

"  Dennis— Dennis !"  she  said  again,  in  rather  louder  tones ;  and  then,  in  a 
half  sleepy  tone,  Dennis  replied— 

"  An'  faith,  sir,  it's  meself  that  will  be  the  faithful  servant,  and  follow  you, 
sir,  through  fire  and  water,  sir,  an*  please  you." 

"  Dennis,  I  say  !     You  dream." 

"Eh?    Oh,  dear!" 

"Fool!  awake." 

"  Yes.  Bedad,  my  lady  abbess,  and  it  was  dreaming  I  was,  surely.  ^1 
thought  I  was  talking  to  the  master,  you  sec,  ma'am,  that's  all ;  but,  bedad,  it's 
meself  that  knows  where  I  am  now  all  among  the  saints,  any  how." 

"Silence!" 

♦'  Yes,  ma'am,  if  you  please,  ma'am." 

There  was  now  a  pause  of  a  few  minutes'  duration,  after  which  the  lady 
abbess  said,  m  a  low  and  anxious  tone— 

•'  It  is  strange— very  strange,  indeed." 

*'  Yes,  ma'am,  it  is." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  idiot  I" 

"Yes,  ma'am." 

"  Do  not  presume  to  apeak,  except  in  reply  to  me." 

"  No,  ma'am." 

"  I  placed  you  here  to  watch,  did  I  not  ?" 

'«  Faith,  then,  ma'am,  you  never  said  a  truer  thing  than  that,  any  how/* 

"  And  instead  of  watching,  you  fell  asleep  V* 

•'  Asleep,  ma'am?'* 

'•  Yes,  asleep." 

"  Is  it  asleep,*"ma'am,  you  say  ?  Oh,  bedad,  then,  that's  a  mighty  great 
mistake,  my  lady,  any  way.  It  was  only  thinking  I  was,  my  lady ;  but  it  isn  t 
the  likes  of  me  that  would  go  to  sleep  in  this  a-place,  my  lady,  more  by  token 
that  you  tould  me  to  watch  and  listen^  and  how  could  I  do  them  same 
things  if  1  was  to  be  going  off  to  sleep,  my  lady  V 

"That  is  just  what  I  should  like  to  know,"  said  the  abbess.  "If  you  have 
not  slept  you  have  watched ;  if  you  have  watched  you  have  heard  something, 
for  it  is  not  in  reason  that  all  this  time  should  pass  and  no  sound  indicative  of 
death  coming  from  those  below." 

"  Certainly  not,  ma'am,  as  you  say,  it  isn't  in  reason." 

"What  have  you  heard,  then?' 

*'  What  have  I  heard,  is  it?" 

"  Yes,  fellow.' 

"  Why,  ma'am,  infidels  and  heathens  like  them  as  is  below  in  the  cellar, 
ma'am,  is  not  to  be  accounted  for  any  way." 

"Then  you  heard  nothing,  and  so  I  know  that  you  slept  upon  your  post*' 
"  Slept  on  a  post,  ma'am  ?"  .       ■  t 

"  Fool !     You  slept  here  in  the  chapel  instead  of  watching  and  listening  as  I 
told  you  to  do  to  the  slightest  sound  that  might  disturb  its  stillness," 
"Oh,  no, ma'am." 


V  tSf^^-"»Ximmmam 


1528  GENTLEMAN  JACK. 


"  Now,  I  tell  you  that  you  did.  Do  not  provoke  me,  or  your  life  is  not  worth 
a  moment's  purchase,  and  you  die,  too,  without  absolutioQ.** 

«*  Don't  be  after  saying  that,  ma'am,  and  threatening  a  poor '  fellow  with  the 
going  out  of  the  world  without  the  clergy,  ma'am,    I  will  tell  you  all  I  heard 
ma'am,  which  was  a  shrieking  and  a  groaning." 
"  Ah !    A  shrieking  and  a  groaning  ?'* 
"  Yes,  ma'am." 

"  That  is  music  to  me  to  hear  of." 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  and  after  a  while,  you  see,  ma'am,  there  was  a  knocking  and  a 
rumbling,  as  though  the  ould  gentleman  himself  was  coming^  and  then,  afler  that, 
ma'am,  everything  went  quiet  and  aisy,  and  nothing  woke  me  up— I  mean, 
nothing  disturbed  me,  as  I  sat  here  thinking  of  ould  Ireland.'* 
"  They  are  dead,  then  ?" 
!      ,"  I  should  say  uncommonly  dead,  ma'am." 
"  My  vengeance  is  complete.    Ha — ha-^ha !" 

"Ha — ha!"  laughed  Dennis.  "  Mighty  droll  it  is,  any  way.  Her  ladyship's 
vengeance  is  complete.     Ha — ha  !" 

"Siieuce,  idiot !"  • 

-The  tone  in  which  this  command  was  given  pretty  clearly  let  even  Dennis 
know  that  he  went  upon  rather  dangerous  ground  when  he  presumed  to  laugh  at 
the  same  time  and  at  the  same  thing  as  the  lady  abbess  did.  He  was  silent  on 
the  moment. 

The  abbess,  then,  lifted  the  lamp  she  carried  from  a  stand  on  which  she  had 
placed  if,. and  approached  the  door  in  the  will  of  the  chapel,  and  placed  her  edr 
la  it  and  listened. 
"  All  is  still  as  the  grave,"  she  said. 
"  Yes,  ma'am,"  said  Dennis. 

"  Peace  !     Yes, all  is  still  as  the  grave;  and  why  not?  for  it  is  a  grave  to  them. 
They  are  surely  all  dead  now,  and  I  have  ray  revenge  upon  them  all.     Well, 
tliat  is  something.     I  must  write  to  the  sovereign  pontiff  to  appoint  a  new  con- 
lessor  to  the  convent,  since  Garvey  has  been  so  well  got  rid  of." 
"  Yes,  ma'am,"  said  Dennis. 
"  Silence,  on  your  life  !" 
;' Oh,  dear!':  ' 

The  abbess  now  rather  alarmed  Claude  Duval  by  coming  at  a  slow  and  solemn 
step  towards  the  verv  mock  tomb,  through  the  side  of  which  he  had  made  his 
way  into  the  chapel.  With  great  speed  and  dexterity,  and  yet  with  no  sort  of 
fluiry,  for  that  rftight  a't  oftce  have  discovered  the' fact  of  bis  presence,  there, 
Claude  passed  through  the  hinged  doorway  of  the  tomb  and  so  on  to  the  top  of 
the  platform,  upon  which  he  crouched  as  low  as  he  could. 

The  only  thing  that  Claude  Duval  nOw  dreaded  was  that  Jack  or  Dick  Turpin 
might  call  up  to  him  something,  in  which  case  a  full  discovery  of  all  that  was 
taking  place  would  most  likely  ensue,  and  all  the  powers  of  mischief  of  the  abbess 
might  be  brought  to  bear  upon  the  new  train  of  circumstances  that  would  open 
to  her  mind,  and  of  which  she  had  now  no  conception  at  all. 

The  idea  did  occur  to  Claude  of  just  making  a  sudden  dart  and  laying  hold  of 
her  and  making  her  a  prisoner  there  and  then  upon  the  spot;  but,  still,  he  did 
not  quite  feel  that  that  would  suit  him,  for  her  outcries  and  the  fright  that  would 
ensue  with  her  would,  in  ail  probability,  alarm  the  convent,  and  then  the  contest 
with  the  old  nuns,  which  he  wished  for  the  sake  of  the  females  of  his  own  party 
to  avoid,  would  ensue. 

As  he  lay,  he  considered  that  he  was  tolerably  safe  from  the  observation  of 
the  abbess,  especially  as  she  had,  evidently,  no  sort  of  suspicion  that  any  one  was 
there;  so  he  kept  quiet,  thinking  that  it  would  be  time  to  be  violent  if  any  chance 
discovery  of  his  presence  there  should  take  place. 

As  he  suspected,  the  abbess  had  come  to  the  tomb  to  listen  if  she  could  catch 
any  sounds  from  below  through  its  side. 

Stooping  close  to  the  tomb,  alter  placing  her  lamp  upon  th«  top  of  it,  she 
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pushed  the  hinged  side  of  it  open,  and  inclined  her  ear  towards  it  fo  r  a  few 
moments,  -which  sepraed  a  long  time  to  Claude  Duval. 
Luckily  iio  one  spoke  from  below  ;  but  Father  Gxrvey  uttered  a  groan.  ''*'^'; 


U 


CLA'JDB    FORCING    THE    CONFESSOR    INTO     THE    CELL. 

CHAPTER  CCCLXXIL 

.'tHK    escape    from    the    convent,    and    the    ABBEas's    DISCOMFrTURt:.  t. 

The  abbess,  in  order  the  better  to  hear  if  any  sound  came  from  the  vaults, 
very  materially  aided  the  concealment  of  Claude  Duval,  for  she  inclined  her  ear 
and  not  her  eyes  in  the  direction  where  he  lay. 
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The  groan  that  Father  Garvey  uttered  ia  the  anger  and  the  despair  of  his 
spirit  reached  her,  and  was  music  to  her  ears, 
!  I        "  Ah,  I  hear  them,"  she  said—"  I  hear  them  now.   They  are  dying — they  are 
I !    now  dying !" 

i.i        "  True  for  you,  ma'am,"  said  Dennis. 

ij  The  abbess  started  to  her  feet,  for  she  had  no  desire  to  make  Dennis  acquainted 
( j  with  the  secrets  of  the  convent  further  than  necessary,  although  she  had  iretaiaed 
1 1    him  in  the  service  of  the  unscrupulous  isystem. 

( j        "  Keep  back  I"  she  said,  imperiously,    "  How  dare  you  follow  me,  ididl?** 
( !        "  Keep  back  is  it,  ma'am  ?" 
;|        "Yes,  yes." 

I '  "  Oh,  then,  ma'am,  that's  what  I'll  do.  Mo  <*?hoIe  family  hs^  lost  many  afid 
I :  lots  of  honours  all  their  lives  by  not  going  forward.  But  tnodesty,  you  see, 
j  i  ma'am,  and  diflSdence  is  ths  great  fault  of  me  countrymen,  and  they  can't  help 
1 1    it," 

ii      ,*'lfadeed!" 

j|        "Yes,  ma'am  J  that's  true  for  you," 

jj  T'he  abbess  had  let  the  door  M  the  side  of  the  tomb  fall  shut  Whea  elKfe  rose 
J!  frbta.  her  attitude  of  listening,  So  that  about  Claude  Duval  all  Was  the  tnost  in- 
i  i  tfense  and  impenetrable  darkness  again  ;  but,  situated  as  he  was>  he  could  hear 
l!  every  word  that  the  abbess  or  Dennis  thought  proper  lo  say. 
,'!  *' Their  doom  is  fixed,"  said  the  abbess,  'and  you  shall  feCSiVSIfefereWard 
that  your  faithful  services  to  the  church  entities  you  to."  / 

"  Many  thanks  to  you,  ma'am.     D&ed  and  faith,  ma'ara,  it*B  * :^J*tit  thing  to 
be  able  to  serve  the  saints  in  this  Way>  and  to  get  the  better  of  tiife  fafeif^tics." 
"It  is—it  is!" 

"Ati'  it's  meself,    ma'aBQ,  that  woiild  be  glad  to  be  al#ays  doiiog  that 
same." 

"  Then  you  have  no  objection  at  all  to  remaining  here  perJtiaMhtly  in  the 
service  of  the  convent,  have  you,  Dehhife  ?" 
*' JS'o,  iha'am," 

"  You  will  understand,  then,  that  if  you  do  so,  you  \^ill  have  no  foolish 
scruples  abotit  what  you  do  ?" 
*'Sute  no,  ma'am." 

•*Eveh  what  the  world  without  csitfe  liui-^r -Mttst  15 'J6«»  bfe  &  5^'ty  i&lThiB 
place,  if  you  are  called  upon  to  do  it." 


"  If  the  praste,  ma'am,  says  that  it's  dgirt,4ti8n''tifoir  the  likeS&fm 
no  to  it.     Surely,  ma'am,  his  reverence  ^bo'i^Bwhal;  fe  right  iii  fill  tbings,  &M 
it's  his  look-out,  yuu  know,  ma'am,  if  it  isht." 

"  That  is  true,  Dennis.  In  those  few  wdrds  you  hhf&  eflfibodted  the  one  great 
principle  of  Gatholicism,  and  for  which  the  holy  church  has  been  eontendinK  ever 
since  it  Was  a  church.  The  laity  have  ho  right  to  think  at  all  about  religion, 
or  anything  else  that  the  clergy  choose  to  decide  about,  A.11  th^y  have  to  do  is 
to  obey." 

"Yea,  ma'am." 

"Dennis,  you  will  suit  us  very  well.  You  will  reside  here  'Svithm  the  conseht 
walls,  and  atteiid  a  little  to  the  garden,  iaud  make  yoiurself  geafetally  useful." 

"  Yes,  ma'atn." 

"You  will  eat  and  drink  of  the  ver^r  best,  fornoithing  will  he  shut  up  ififSDa 
you  in  that  respect." 

"  Bedad,  ma'am,  that  will  suit  nis." 

'•I  should  think  it  would;  and,  iu  siddition  to  t'tiat,  yeu  will  be  well  paid, 
and  aU  you  have  to  do  is  to  obey  our  «>sders,  be  they  what  they  may^  without  a 
doubt,  a  hesitation,  or  a  question'." 

"  Certainly,  ma'am/' 

No  doubt  the  abbess  considered  that  in  Dennis  she  had  really  met  with  a 
capital  assistant  in  what  further  villa ,aies  and  atrocities  the  progress  of  events 
might  give  rise  to  in  the  convent. 
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We  can  only  wonder  that  superstition  could  so  take  hold  of  any  human  mind 
as  to  make  it,  like  Dennis's,  the  slave  of  another  person's  iniquity,  and  induce  it 
to  give  up  the  one  great  and  indefeasible  right  that  belongs  to  the  whole  human 
race — the  right  of  thinking  for  itself. 

But,  as  the  tady  abbess  truly  said,  in  that  was  to  be  found  the  one  great 
principle  of  Catholicism  for  which  the  Church  a^  Home  had  ever  fought,  and  for 
which  it  v)'i\]  ever  fight. 

Claude  Duval  was  rather  amused  by  the  dialogue  that  he  had  had  such  a 
good  opportunity  of  listening  to  between  the  abbess  and  Dennis ;  but  he  was  in 
the  hope  now  that  they  would  both  leave  the  chapel,  so  that  he  might  be  able* 
to  give  notice  to  his  friends  below  that  the  coast  was  clear,  and  commence  forth* 
with  cjjpcocting  measures  with  them  for  an  escape  from  the  vaults. 

In  tnis  hope  Duval  was  disappointed,  for  in  a  few  minutes  he  heard  the 
abbess  say  gloomily,  as  she  paced  to  and  fro  past  the  tomb — 

"They  m\l  surely  all  die,  and  then  this  poor  fool  who  has  so  freely  entered 
'mto  my  service  must  go  and  cast  them  all  into  the  well.  Yes,  the  well— the 
well!    How  many  secrets  of  this  house  does  that  hide  !'* 

Claude  remembered  with  a  shudder  what  had  come  up  in  the  bucket  of  the 
well,  when  an  attempt  had  been  made  to  get  some  water  for  the  fainting 
novice.  '■ 

"  Dennis  1"  cried  the  abbess,  sharply. 
"  Yes,  ma'am." 

"  You  will  still  keep  watch  here  for  some  few  hours." 
"  Yes,  ma'am." 

"  And  do  not  go  to  sleep.    The  fire-arms  are  still  so  placed  that  if  you  should 
hear  any  one  at  the  door  yflnder  trying  to  break  it  open,  you  can  discharge  them 
with  a  touch,  and  death  must  be  the  instant  fate  of  any  one  or  more  persons  on 
the  other  side." 
"  Yes,  ma'am." 

"  Now  I  commend  you  to  the  saints.    Farewell  !'* 
"Amen!" 

The  lady  abbess,  like  a  ghost,  stalked  from  the  chapel,  leaving  Dennis  on  guard 
within  it,  and  relying  upon  his  stupidity  and  his  superstition  to  keep  him  true 
and  faithful  to  her. 

When  she  was  gone,  Dennis  took  a  turn  up  and  down  one  of  the  aisles,  and 
then  he  spoke  to  himself,  saying— 

*'Bedad,  then,  this  is  a  mighty  quare  change  in  me  fortunes.  Here  I  am  in 
the  service  of  the  saints,  and  it's  quite  a  blessed  thing  to  think  that  I  shall  be  on 
such  mighty  good  terms  v?iththem  that  they  will  keep  me  quite  out  of  purgatory 
when  I  get  there,  for  I  take  it  we  can't  all  go  there,  if  it  is  for  ever  so  short  a  time. 
Well,  it's  a  good  thing  I  heard  what  that  atheist  of  a  Master  Field  was  about 
with  the  bad  lot  that  he  picked  up  to  help  him,  any  way,  and  was  able  to  tell  all 
that  same  to  the  lady  abbess.  Oh,  then,  it's  a  holy  woman  she  ie,  any  way ! 
I'll  just  sit  down  here,  and  try  to  keep  awake  by  saying  my  prayers  in  the  holy 
place,  which  can't  fail  to  be  pleasing  to  the  saints  hereaway.  What  if 
her  ladyship  does  smother  a  few  heretics  and  Orangemen  in  the  cellars 
down  below— isn't  it  all  for  the  good  of  religion  ?  To  be  sure  it  is— to  be 
sure." 

With  this  opinion,  Dennis  sat  down  very  composedly  to  try  to  keep  awake, 
and  began  the  mumbling  of  some  Latin  prayer,  of  the  meaning  of  which  he  had 
not  the  most  distant  conception  in  the  world. 

This  process,  though,  instead  of  having  the  effect  of  keeping  Dennis  awake, 

had  just   the  contrary  one,  for   it  sent  him  to  sleep,  and  in  the  course  of  five 

minutes  more  Claude  Duval  had  the  gratification  of  hearing  hira  snore  away  at  a 

great  rate. 

"  That  will  do,*'  said  Duval. 

It  was  now  the  object  of  Claude  to   let  his  friends  below  know  that  he  waa 
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all  right,   and  that  if  ever  a  time  had  come  when  they  might  fairly  expect  to 
escape  from  the  convent  without  creating  any  alarra,  now  was  that  time. 

Leaning  over  the  side  of  the  little  platform  upon  which  he  was,  Claude  called 
very  gently  to  Jack— ■ 
"Jack— Jack!" 
"  Yes.  Claude  ?" 

"  You  and  Dick  can  let  me  down  now.     Let  go  of  the  ropes,  and  I  shall 
come  easy  enough  to  the  ground,  I  daresay.'' 
"  All's  right ;  wait  a  minute." 

ft  was  not  to  be  supposed  that  during  all  this  time  Jack  and  Dick  had  been 
personally  holding  the  ropes  that  held  up  the  platform,  with  the  weight  of  Claude 
Duval  upon  it.  They  had  found  a  means  of  securing  them  in  the  proper  place 
after  hauling  hiui>  Duval,  up  to  the  roof. 

It  took  them  a  minute  or  two  to  undo  the  knots  they  had  made  in  the  ropes, 
and  then  they  let  Claude  carefully  down. 

During  that  time  that  they  had  been  undoing  the  rope  Duval  had  tied  his 
handkerchief  over  his  mouth,  so  that  he  was  prepared  against  the  effects  of  the 
noxious  vapour  that  was  in  the  lower  part  of  the  vaults  beneath  him. 

Notwithstanding  this  precaution  against  the  positively  deadly  consequences 
of  breathing  the  noxious  air  that  was  below,  Claude  Duval  felt,  the  moment  he 
got  into  that  had  atmosphere,  the  great  difference  there  was  between  it  and  the 
cool  air  in  the  chapel  aoove,  and  he  was  all  the  more  anxious  to  get  his  friends 
into  a  better  state  of  things. 

"  Has  anything  happened,"  he  said,  "since  I  have  been  away  from  you  ?" 

"No,  Claude,"  said  Jack  ;  "  but  we  have  been  in  a  state  of  great  apprehen- 
sion concerning  you.  We  thought  we  heard  voices  above,  and  strange  lights 
appeared,  too,  upon  the  roof,  but  as  we  heard  nothing  from  you  we  thought  it 
prudent  to  be  perfectly  quiet." 

"  It  was  indeed  prudent.     If  you  hdQ  spoken  all  might  have  been  lost." 

"All  lost?" 

"Yes.  Listen  to  me,  and  I  will  tell  you  exactly  the  state  of  affairs  abovs  us 
in  the  chapel." 

Claude  Duval,  then,  very  briefly  but  amply  told  them  what  he  had  over- 
heard between  the  lady  abbess  and  Dennis,  and  concluded  by  saying-^ 

"  Now  that  the  abbess  has  left  the  chapel,  and  that  Dennis  is  asleep  in  it,  I 
think  that  the  time  has  come  when  we  should  attempt  to  escape  from  here." 

"But  how?" 

"  I  will  tell  you.  You,  Jack,  and  you,  Dick,  are  quite  strong  enough  to  raise, 
by  the  aid  of  the  ropes,  the  platform  with  me  upon  it  and  one  of  our  fair  friends 
here,  and,  therefore,  I  propose  that  I  take  them  up  to  the  chapel  one  after 
another  in  that  way  until  all  are  safely  there." 

*'  That  will  do,"  said  Dick  ;  "  but  I  propose  that  you  take  Mr.  Field  up  first 
and  show  him  the  way,  and  then  he  will  be  there  as  a  protection  to  the  ladies, 
for  should  the  abbess  return  or  that  rascal  Dennis  awaken,  you  know,  and 
none  of  us  be  there,  we  don't  know  how  much  mischief  a  few  seconds  might 
produce." 

"  True — true,  that  is  a  good  thought,     Mr.  Field,  will  you  come  ?'* 

"  Yes,  ot  once." 

"  Alicia  shall  follow  you." 

"No — no,"  said  Alicia;  "my  poor  young  friend,  who  is  really  very  unwell, 
shall  go  next ;  she  has  more  need  of  a  little  fresh  air  than  I  have  by  a  great  deal. 
You  will  guard  her  ?" 

"  1  will,"  said  Field,  "with  my  life." 

"  Settle  what  order  of  precedence  you  all  like  best>"  said  Claude  Duval ;  "  it 
don't  matter  to  me  one  jot,  for  I  am  resolved  that,  if  I  live,  you  shall  bejfree  from 
this  place.  Now,  Jack  and  Dick,  come  on,  and  let  me  show  Mr.  Field,  since  he 
is  to  go  first,  where  he  is  to  take  up  his  position  ao  as  to  aid  and  defend  the 
ladies  should  he  be  called  upon  so  to  do  " 
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Before  Mr.  Field  went  upon  the  platform  with  Claude  Duval  there  was  a  silent 
pressure  of  the  hand  beetween  him  and  Alicia,  but  they  did  not  speak.  The 
affection  subsisting  between  them,  and  which  the  dangerous  circumstances  in 
which  they  were  placed  had  tended  to  strengthen,  wanted  no  words  to  make 
It  well  and  truly  understood. 

Jack  and  Dick  were  not  backward  in  attending  to  the  ropes,  and  in  another 
moment,  Claude  Duval  and  Mr.  Field  were  slowly,  but  surely,  going  up  to  the 
roofof  the  vault. 

When  they  reached  there,^  Claude  at  once  showed  Field  how  to  get  into  the 
chapel,  and  then  he  said  to  Kim  in  a  whisper — 

*'  Of  course,  you  will  be  of  the  most  material  assistance  to  the  ladies  when  I 
bring  them  up,  and  I  pray  that  you  direct  them  to  keep  here  upon  this  spot,  just 
beneath  the  level  of  this  tomb,  for  1  don't  think  Master  Dennis  is  sleeping  quite 
so  soundly  as  we  could  wish." 

"  He  shall  sleep  soundly  enough,"  replied  Mr.  Field,  in  a  similarly  cautious 
tone  of  voice,  "  if  he  dares  to  interfere  with  me,  or  with  any  of  those  who  will 
be  soon,  I  hope,  under  my  protection." 

"  That  will  do,"  said  Claude. 

Duval  then  called  cautiously  to  Jack  and  Dick  to  let  him  down,  which  they  did 
on  the  instant,  and  then  he  took  up  one  of  the  novices  in  the  same  way  that  he 
had  taken  up  Field,  and  by  the  aid  of  the  latter  she  was  safely  got  into  tdie 
chapel,  without  any  noise. 

By  repeating  this  process,  the  other  novice  and  Alicia  were  placed   in  com- 
parative safety,  so  that  there  remained  in  the  vaults  only  Claude  Duval  and  his 
two  frji^nds,  Jack  and  Dick. 
B,  "  Well,  Claade,"  said  Dick,  "how  are  we  to  manage?" 

*'  I  have  thought  of  that." 

•'  Have  you  ?"  said  Jack.  "  Well,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it." 

"The  ropes,"  added  Claude,  "can  just  be  got  hold  of,  I  find,  from  above,  and 
I  think  that  if  two  of  us  get  hold  of  them  there  we  shall  find  no  difficultv  in 
hauling  up  any  one  man  who  may  be  here." 

•'  That  will  do,  then,"  said  Dick  Turpin.  *'  Now  do  you  and  Jack  go  up 
together,  for  my  experience  of  the  power  requisite  to  draw  up  the  platform 
convinces  me  1  can  do  it  alone." 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXIII. 

FATHBR  aARVBY  REMONSTRATES  AQAINST  THE  PROQRESS  OF  AFFAIRS   IX  THS 

VAULTS. 

CliiudE  Duval,  although  he  had  no  sort  of  doubt  upon  his  mind  about  the 
possibility  of  leaning  through  the  opening  at  the  bottom  portion  of  the  tomb  in 
the  chapel,  and  so  pulling  up  the  platform,  still  did  not  like  the  idea  of  leaving 
Dick  Turpin  the  last  in  the  vaults,  and  he  said — 

"  No,  Dick,  no.  If  one  person  can  pull  the  ropes  from  below  here  so  as,  by 
the  aid  of  the  weights  that  are  attached  to  them,  the  platform  can  be  fairly 
raised,  let  that  person  be  me.' 

"  Why  80,  Claude  V 

"  Because  it  is  I  who  have  brought  about  all  this  danger,  and  I  think  I  ought 
to  be  the  last  in  this  place." 

"  StuflF — stuff  I  There  is  a  good  reason  why  yon^hould  go,  now.'* 

"What  is  js?"  .^. 

"  You  have  been  enduring  all  the  fatigue  of  going  up  and  down,  and  of  open- 
ing the  tomb  above,  and  I  have  been  quite  resting,  comparatively  speaking,  here, 
«o  go  at  once." 
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|!  ,  "  Dick  is  right,"  said  Jack,  "  and  I  say,  go  at  once.  1  do  not  myself  offer  to 
i  i    be  the  last  to  stay,  because  I  think,  and  indeed  I  know,  that  my  strength  woald 

I  be  unequal  to  the  task  of  pulling  up  the  platform  by  the  aid  of  the  ropes  here 
i    j^lone." 

I I  "  Come  on,  then.  Jack,"  said  Claude ;  "  we  will  delay  noflonger  in  the  matter. 
!  i  -(Pome  on,  old  friend,  at  once." 

|:  Both  Jack  and  Claude  now  got  upon  the  platform;  but  before  Dick  Turpi  a 
j  could  lay  hold  of  the  ropes  to  pull  it  up,  they  were  all  attracted  by  the  extraor- 
j    dinary  and  agonizing  coatortiona  of  the  priest,  who  lay  upon  the  floor  with  the 

I  handkerchief  thrust  into  his  mouth,  just  as  he  had  been  left  for  some  time 
I,  past, 

j;    ■  The  unhappy  wretch  managed  to  utter  tbe most  horrible  groans,  and  to  roll 

I I  Qver  and  over,  as  though  he  were  in  a  fearful  agony  of  pain. 

[!      Claude  Duval  looked  at  him  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  he  said'— 

I  i      ••  Jack,  I  don't  like  that." 

ii      "Nor  I,"  said  Jack. 

j  I       "  Nor  I,"  said  Dick  Turpin. 

I  j      "It  IS  true,"  added  Claude,  "that  this  is  a  vejfy  bad  fellow,  and  that,  if  right 

i  I  were  done,  there  is  scarcely  any  amount  of  suffering  that  he  don't  deserve ;  but  ii 

j  j  yet  it  is  so  truly  awful  to  see  a  human  being  suffering  such  pangs,  that  I  beg  of  jj 

I  i  you  to  relieve  him,  if  you  can,  Jack."  I 

I I  "I  will,"  said  Dick  Turpin.     "Don't  you  get  oflf  the  platform  now  that  you  I-^ 
[  I  are  once  on  it.  Jack,     It  is  the  handkerchief  in  his  mouth  that  is  choking  him,   ), 

1 1  I  suppose.  I  will  relieve  him  of  it."  \\ 

\\       With  this  intention,  Dick  Turpin  laid  hold  of  tbe  end  of  the  handkerchief  '] 

ji  that  was  a  little  way  out  of  the  mouth  of  the  confessor,  and  pulled  it  out    j 

entirely,  when  the  unhappy  man  gasped  several  times,  and  lay  perfectly  still  for  -j 

a  few  seconds.  i  | 

"  He  is  dying,"  said  Claude.  |  ( 

"  I  am  afraid  he  is,"  said  Jack.  ;  I 

The  confessor  opened  his  blood-shot  eyes,  and  turning  them  upon  Qlaude  ' 

Duval  and  his  friends,  he  said  feebly-^-!-  ![ 

"Mercy  !  merey  !"  jl 

"  What  can  we  do  for  you  ?"  said  Claude.    "  All  that  you  now  suffer,  or  that   jl 

you  have  sufiFered,  you  have  brought  upon  yourself,  unhappy  man  that  you  are,   | 

by  your  conduct  in  this  most  villanous  aliode.    Thank  yourself  for  your  suffer-   j! 

ings." 

•'  Oh,  no— no !    Have  some  mercy  upon  me  !" 

"  What  would  you  have  me  do  ?"  | 

"Release  me  from  these  cords.    They  cut  my  flesh,  and  kill  me.     Oh,  you   | 
will  not  leave  me  to  die  in  this  frightful  placo  1"  jl 

"  We  cannot  aid  you." 

"  Yes — yes,  you  can — you  can  !     Oh,  yes,  you  know  you  can.     It  is  easy  to   Ii 

release  me  from  these  bonds.  You  are  going  yourselves  away  from  here,  and  you   ij 

will  leave  me  to  starve  to  death.     Is  that  christian  i"  |; 

"  Sio,   if  we  were  going  to  do   such  a  thing,  your  reproach  would  be  just    ij 

enough,"  said  Claude  Duval ;  "  but  we  are  not."  jj 

"  You  are — you  are !"  'J 

"  Not  at  all."  I 

*•  But  I  see  you  all  going — I  see  you  now  \"  ''^ 

"  It  does  not  fellow,  because  we   are  going,  that  you  are  to  starve  to  death    j ' 

here,    Eor  your  consolation — for  I  would  not  have  even  such  a  man  as  yon    i 

suffer  the  pangs  of  experiencing  such  a  death — I  can  tell  you,  that  your  mistress, 

the  lady  abbess "  j' 

The  confessor  howled  with  rage  at  the  mention  of  the  abbess's  name.  j 

"Your  mistress,  the  lady  abbess,  fancying  that  we  shall  all  be  dead,  in  the 
morning  intends  to  send  some  one  here  to  throw  our  bodies  down  the  well." 
"No-no!" 
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"  But  I  say  yes  ;  I  heard  her  say  so." 
-    "  She  will  forget." 

"Then  it  is  her  fault,  and  not  ours;  and,  once  for  all,  I  tell  you,  Sir  Priest, 
that  you  will  not  be  released  further  than  yoa  are  now  by  us,  for  we  will  not 
Irust  you  with  the  free  use  of  your  arms  and  your  legs.  Give  him  his  handker- 
chief Dick,  so  that  hefmay  keep  the  noxious  vapours  of  this  place  from  his  lungs, 
and  then  let  him  be." 

"  I  don't  think  he  is  in  any  danger,"  said  t)iclj,  as  he  threw  the  handkerchief 
to  the  priest.  "  The  savour  of  the  vapour,  which  so  nearly  killed  us  all  before 
tee  found  out  how  to  guard  against  it,  seems  to  be  dried  up,  and  I  don't  think 
iany  more  of  it  is  being  evolved  now." 

"  Then  he  has  really  nothing  to  complain  of." 

*♦  Nothing  in  the  world." 

**  Wretches !  Beasts  1"  cried  the  priest,  as  he  strove  in  vain  to  rise  from  the 
attitude  he  was  in.  '^'  I  consign  you  all  to  perdition  !  May  you  all  fail  not  to 
feel  doubly  and  trebly  the  torments  that  t  feel !  I  solemly  curse  you  all  in  sleep- 
ing and  waking — in  sitting  and  in  lying— in  standing  and  in  walking — at  home 
and  abroad — in  eating  and  in  drinking !     Curse  you  all  1     Amen  1" 

*•  My  dear  sir,"  said  Dick,  "  if  it  be  any  amusement  to  you  to  curse  us,  pray 
go  on  at  it  as  long  as  you  think  proper." 

"  Perdition  catch  you  all !" 
•  "  Very  good,  sir,  only  you  will  recollect,  if  you  please,  the  old  proverb  to  the 
effect,  that  curses  are  like  chickens — tliey  always,  sooner  or  later,  come  home  to 
roost." 

"  Bah !" 

'You  may  say  '  bah !'  as  much  as  you  like,  but  if  you  look  at  us  you  will  not 
fail,  with  your  great  sagacity,  to  see  that— 

'  Notwithstanding  tkis  terrible  curse, 
We  don't  yet  feel  a  penny  the  worse ;' 

so  good  night,  sir,  and  I  hope  you  and  the  rats  will  be  hearty  company  for  each 
other." 

The  father-confessor  only  glafed  at  Dick  Turpin,  now,  as  though  he  would 
have  eaten  him  up  if  he  could,  and  Dick,  taking  no  further  notice  of  him  or  his 
rage,  went  to  the  ropes  for  the  purpose  of  exefting  his  strength  to  draw  up  Jack 
and  Claude  Duval  to  the  opening  in  the  roof. 

There  was  no  great  difhculty  in  doing  this,  and  Dick  had  the  pleasure  of  see- 
ing them  both  in  safety  at  the  roof  of  the  vault,  and  after  that  pass  into  the 
chapel  itself.  He  then  let  down  the  platform  for  his  own  accommodation,  but  it 
could  hardly  have  been  possible  for  any  human  being  not  to  feel  sorai  sort  of 
sensation  of  terror  and  of  loneliness  in  the  situatioa  that  Dick  Turpin  was 
now  left 

We  should  very  much  wrong  Dick  if  for  one  moment  we  were  to  insinuate  a 
doubt  of  the  good  faith  of  his  friends  above.  Turpin  knew  well  that  rather 
than  leave  him  there  they  would  all  come  down  again  and  stay  with  him,  let  the 
consequences  be  what  they  might. 

It  was  not  ?he  feeling  that  he  was  deserted  that  crept  over  the  soul  of  Tarpin 
in  that  dismal  abode,  but  it  was  a  kind  of  shuddering  one  at  finding  that  he  was, 
to  all  social  intents,  alone  in  a  region  which  had  been,  no  doubt,  for  so  long  a 
time  consecrated  to  the  Demon  of  Murder. 

To  be  sure,  the  father-confessor  was  there  ;  but  we  cannot  wonder  that 
he,  as  company,  did  not  occupy  a  very  large  share  of  the  attention  of  Dick 
Turpin. 

After  a  few  moments  the  voice  of  Claude  Duval  came  clearly  down  to  him, 
although  Claude  atiil  spoke  only  in  the  most  cautious  of  whispers. 

"  Dick-^Dick  ?" 

"  All  right,  Claude." 

"  Do  you  see  me  P" 
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"  Dimly  I  do.    Is  all  right  above  ?** 
:     "  Yes,  Dick  ;  get  on  to  the  platform  flOW>  and  let  Jaek  aftd  1  draw  you  Up." 
[     *'  Do  you  think  you  Can  do  it?" 

*'  We  will  do  it,  so  We  don't  intend  to  think  about  it,  1  assure  you,  Dick. 
Are  you  ready  V* 
**  Yes,  quite  ready.'* 

Dick  Turpin  could  not  eoneeal  from  himself  the  fact  that  the  old  ropea  that 
connected  the  platform  with  the  roof  had  creaked  very  ominously  as  Jack  and 
Claude  went  up,  and  the  idea  now  came  across  him  that  nothing  was  much 
more  probable  than  that  at  this  the  last  moment  they  might  break  and  let  him 
down.  In  that  case,  even  if  he  escaped  personal  injury  of  a  serious  character 
from  the  fall,  his  situation  in  the  vaults  would  be  rather  critical.  I 

To  be  sure,  tkere  was  the.door  at  the  head  of  the  stairs,  leading  into  the  chapel,  j 
by  the  side  of  the  confessionals,  and  by  that  his  friends  above  might,  admitting  ' 
them  to  have  the  power  to  do  so,  release  him;  but,  upon  the  whole,  Dick  would 
very  much  rather  be  with  them  in  the  chapel.  ! 

With  such  feelings  and  such  apprehensions,  rational  and  likely  as  they  were,  it 
may  be  guessed  that  Dick  did  not  much  enjoy  his  little  voyage  from  the  floor 
of  the  vaults  to  the  ceiling. 

•  It  was  not  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world  for  Claude  Duval  and  Jack  even, 
althouflfh  they  were  as  efficiently  as  he  could  do  so  assisted  by  Mr.  Field,  to 
draw  Dick  Turpin  up  to  the  orifice  in  the  tojnb. 

Nothing  but  their  thorough  determination  to  pull  iiim  up,  if  it  was  at  all  possible 
to  do  so,  prevailed  over  the  difficulties  they  had  to  encounter,  which  difficulties 
were  mamly  on  account  of  the  very  awkward  position  they  were  forced  to  get 
into  to  bring  any  strength  to  bear  upon  the  ropes  at  all.  * 

"  Take  it  easy,"  said  Dick,  when  he  was  about  half  way  up.  "  Take  it  easy. 
The  old  ropes  are  straining  fearfully." 

"  The  deuce  they  are,"  said  Claude. 

"  Yes,  yes.    I  hear  them." 

"  And  so  do  I,"  said  Jack. 

"  Hush !"  whispered  Duval.  •»  Don't  say  another  word.  Jack,  but  pull  him 
up." 

A  few  more  minutes  sufficed  to  bring  Dick  nearly  to  the  top  of  the  place,  and 
then  he  stretched  up  his  hands  and  made  a  clutch  at  the  rim  of  the  orifice,  close 
to  where  Claude  and  Jack  were  leaning  over  the  sides.  Fortunately,  vhe  clutch  was 
successful,  and  the  principal  weight  of  Dick  Turpin  was  no  longer  on  the  little 
platform. 

"  Give  me  a  little  help,  and  I  am  with  yoo,"  said  Dick. 

Claude  clutched  him  by  the  collar,  and  with  a  great  exertion  of  strength,  fairly 
pulled  him  through  the  side  of  the  mock  tomb,  and  placed  him  in  safety  in  the 
chapel. 

Dick  Turpin  then  drew  a  long  breath,  and  shook  his  head,  as  he  said— 

"  I  wonder  what  could  tempt  me  to  go  dowM  and  come  up  again  upon  that 
frail  concern." 

"  Thank  the  fates,"  said  Claude,  "  you  have  no  need  so  to  do,  nor  have  any  of 
us,  either." 

"  You  forget  the  necessity  of  caution,"  said  Jack.  "  I  pray  you  to  speak  low, 
Claude.  It  is  true  that  Dennis's  nose,  by  the  tane  that  it  is  playing,  lets  us  know 
that  he  is  fast  asleep  ;  but  vet,,  it  is  just  as  wedl  that  we  should  be  as  careful  as 
possible." 

"  It  is  better  to  be  sa.  Jack.  Now,  let  me  see.  Are  we  all  assembled  here 
and  ready  for  a  start  ?" 

"  All— all !" 

"And  the  ladies  are  recovered,  T  hope,  from  the  sufferings  of  the  dismal  place 
from  which  we  have  so  happily  escaped  ?" 

••Oh,  yes,"  said  Alicia,  "  we  are  quite  well  now,  and  happy." 

•'Then,  gentlemen,"    said  Claude,  "look    to   your   arms,   for  we  will  now. 
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dctpiio  cny  sort  of  resistance  that  can  be  offered  to  tis,  leave  this  place.     I,  for 
one,  will  fight  to  the  last,  and  I  am  quite  sure  you  ■will  all  do  so  likewide." 
■"  We  willl"  Ihey  replied. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  the  convent  bell  began  to  toll  disoially,  and  they 
were  all  bo  astonished  at  the  sounds  at  such  an  hour,  that  they  crouched  down 
behind  the  mock  tomb  with  a  feeling  of  consternation,  and  something  like 
dismay. 

Ot  course,  the  most  natural  idea  in  the  WoHd  was,  that  the  tolling  of  the  bell 
was  some  sort  of  alarm  given  of  tlicir  presence  ill  the  chapel;  but  they  soon 
found  cause  to  alter  that  opinion. 
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The  monotonous  tolling  of  the  bell  continued  for  the  space  of  about  three 
minutes,  during  which  Claude  Duval  and  his  party  looked  at  each  other  as  well  aa 
they  could  in  the  faint  light  that  the  chapel  afforded  thera,  as  though  each  would 
ask  of  each  sonrie  kind  of  explanation  of  what  it  really  meant. 

It  was  one  of  the  young  novices  who  then,  in  a  tone  of  alarm,  satid— 

"  I  knovf  vvhat  this  means— oh,  1  know  too  well !" 

"  Whftt  does  it  mean  ?"  sfiid  Claude  Duval,  "  I  charge  you  to  tell  us  at 
once." 

f'  It  ii  what  the  abbeaS  calli  aft  early  chapel,  and  is  held  one  hour  before  sun- 
rise, to  try  some  guiH5^  nun  or  Cicivic'e  for  some  offence  against  her." 


CHAFTER  CCCiSXJV. 

tHB  TnJAt   Oi'  ttit   DELmaufiNT  JTOV-JCS  t*  THH   COt^^tM  CllAI'fiL. 

When  the  young  girl  gave  this  eiplsoition  of  the  cause  of  the  ringing  of  the 
convent  bell  in  80  disnml  a  manner,  it  suddenly  ceased,  and  the  Stillness  that 
succeeded  had  something  awful  and  solemn  in  it. 

Claude  Daval  tttrned  to  Alicia,  «ayiflg— 

"Do  you,  too,  think  that  the  explainatiod  v*e  have  heitd  of  the  cStt^e  Of  the 
ringing  of  the  convent  bell  is  the  correct  oaef 

"  Aiag,  i  know  not.  I  ha*e  fiot  beea  stifficiently  loftg  an  infttftt^  bf  tti^  place, 
thank  Heaven,  to  become  acqoiinted  witli  all  its  manners  and  cuitotfls/* 

''It  is  so,  1  assure  you,'*  i&ii  the  novice,  and  then  she  sppealet!  to  the 
other  one,  who  was  rather  unwell,  ««  «he  it  was  who  had  fainted  in  the  traults, 
and  her  statement  was  at  once  bf  hcf  confirmed. 

''  Well,"  isid  Duval,  "  it  dofl't  matter  to  us,  that  is  onr  eortsfort,  afsd  efefhaps 
it  is  all  the  bettet  that  the  abbeSi  jrtiould  be  occapied  with  her  own  Affairs,  so 
that  she  won't  have  &Bf  lime  to  Jnterfere  with  oars.  There  tan  be  m  doubt 
but  that  she  thitiks  Hi  by  tkiis  time  all  dead  in  the  vaults,  aiid  id  feels  herself  at 
full  liberty  to  go.on  \*lth  her  regtitar  devotiona,  without  trotiblihg  hiirssif  further 
abdttt  us.'*  T4_ 

"dh,  sir,"  said  the  nOVlce,  "but  how  shall  we  escape  hdflce  ?" 

"  Escape  hence  ?  Why,  by  leaving  this  place,  I  propose  to  wait  hete  how  for 
a  few  mmutes  longer  until  we  can  fairly  assume  that  the  abbess  is  quite 
busy  tending  the  conferehce  or  feotincii  you  apeak  of,  md  then  we  Will  tftftke  our 
way  into  the  garden,  and  be  off  it  once." 

"But,  good  gracious,"  cried  the  novice,  in  a  tone  of  voide  that,  considefirtg  the 
neighbourhood  of  even  the  slamberinu  Dennis,  yr&h  ftOt  a  prtfdfent  one  to 
tt-ust  to  the  still  aif  Of  th*  chapet,  *•  it  is  here  that  (he  trial  will  be  held*" 

"Here?" 

^  Yes,  here,  in  t!ie  chap«K" 

"  Tlie  deuce  it  is.'^ 

"  There  is  danger,  you  see,  sir." 

"  I  do,  indeed.  What  the  deuce  is  to  be  done  now,  1  wonder  ?  This  is  rather 
awkward.  Never  mmd,  though,  they  are  not  here  yet,  and  we  may  still,  if  we 
are  quick  about  it,  have  time  to  escape.    This  way — this  way  !" 

•' Hush,"  said  Jack.     "  Look  there." 

Jack  pointed  to  the  steps  of  the  altar,  down  which  the  abbess  was  now  slowly 
coming,  guarding  the  lamp  she  held  in  her  hand  against  the  draughts  in  the 
chapel.  It  Was,  no  doubt,  to  tbe  fact  that  the  little  flickering  llame  of  the  lamp 
demanded  all  her, attention  that  Claude  D  uval  and  his  friends  escaped  the  pene- 
trating glance  which  she  otherwise  would  have  sent  round  the  chapel. 

•'  Stoop,  all  of  you,"  whispered  Claude. 

They  all  shrank  down,  now,  below  the  level  of  the  top  of  the  tomb,  so   that 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  1539 


even   if  the  abbess  were  to  pause  and  look  io  that  direction,  she  would  not  see 
them  amid  the  dusky  air  of  ihe  place, 

"  What  is  to  be  done  ?"  whispered  Mr.  Field. 

"Hush,"  said  Alicia,  "epeak  only  in  whispers,  for  the  love  of  life  !  If  we 
could  get  about  twenty  feet  to  the  right  of  this  epot  we  should  reach  the  confes- 
sionals, and  two  of  them  would  hold  us  all.  It  is  very  unlikely  that  they  would 
be  visittd  by  any  one,  and  as  there  is  no  Father  Garvey  to  take  possesssion  of 
one  of  them  wc  should  be  safe  there  until  the  trial  was  over." 
"  We  will  try  it,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  at  all  events." 
"Do  80— oh,  do  so,*  said  Mr.  Field. 

The  abbess  reached  the  foot  of  the  altar  steps/^nd  then,  still  shadingher  lamp 
with  her  hand,  she  said,  in  a  low  voice — — 
"Dennis — Dennis  P" 

A  loud  note  of  anything  but  a  musical  character  from  the  nose  of  the  slumber- 
ing Dennis  'Was  the  only  answer  to  the  lady  abbess's  call. 
"  Dennis — Dennis,  I  say  P" 
Another  snoring  sound  was  the  reply. 
'  "The  v/retch  sleeps,"  said  the  abbess. 

It  was,  no  doubt,  the  anger  of  the  lady  abbess  that  made  her  quite  forgetful  of 
the  fact  that  the  little  lamp  she  carried  in  her  hand  was,  from  some  cause  or 
another,  burning  very  feebly  and  required  greit  care  to  keep  alight,  for  with 
hasty  steps,  and  without  shading  if  at  ail  from  any  sudden  rush  of  air,  she  ad- 
vanced towards  where  the  nasal  sounds  convinced  her  that  the  sluinbejing 
Dennis  gave  so  loud  an  idea  of  vigilance  upon  his  part,  and  the  lamp  instantly 
went  out. 

We  are  afraid  that  at  this  juncture  the  abbess  of  the  convect  uttered  an  excla- 
mation that  was  much  moie  streag  than  f  olite. 

"What  can  be  the  matter  with  the  lamp  ?''  she  then  said,  in  a  more  subdued 
tone.  "It  was  wont  to  burn  well.  Father  Garvey,  when  he  was  alive — ha!  ha! 
now  he  ia  dead — but  vfheH  he  was  alive,  he  used  to  say,  that  the  well  in  the 
vaulta  gave  forth  poisonous  exhalations,  end  that  auch  hindered  the  burning  of 
the  wax  tapers  in  the  altar  sconces  ;  but  I  never  believed  him." 

After,  with  some  dexterity,  and  once  with  partial  effect,  trying  to  blow  the 
lamp  into  a  flame  again,  which  may  he  done  sometimes,  if  done  with  tact,  she 
found  that  there  wa»  no  recourse  but  to  go  to  the  farther  end  of  the  chapel, 
where  the  dim  light  was  burning  before  the  effigy  of  the  Virgin  Mary  in  a 
niche,  and  by  its  aid  re-illume  her  hand  lamp. 

Dennis  went  on  swearing,  certainly,  at  a  mostavrful  rate,  and  the  abb?ss,  after 
shaking  her  clenched  hand  at  him,  went  with  quick  gteps  to  the  little  image  of 
the  Virgin  with  the  lamp. 

Neither  Claude  Duval   nor  his  friends  could  have  the  least  difficulty  in  baing 
cognisant  of  all  these  proceedings  on  the  part  of  the  abbess,  and  amid  the  stillness 
that  was  in  the  chapel,  they  could  hear,  with  the  greatest  ease,  everything  that 
she  said.     When  the  abbess  movad  off  to  the  far  end  of  the  chapel  in  quest  of  a 
light,  Claude  felt  that  then  was  the  opportunity,   and  the  only  one,  that  in  all 
probability  they  could  have  of  concealing  themselves  in  the  confessionals. 
lo  quite  a  low,  anxious  whisper,  he  spoke  to  Alicia,  saying— 
"If  you  can  manage  to  guide  us  to  the  confessionals  you  speak  of,  do  so  now, 
if  you  please.    If  they  are  close  at  hand,  and  if  there  should  be  no  difficulty  in 
getting  admission  to  them,  now  ia  the  time." 
"  It  is — it  is.  Come." 

They  had  all  heard  what  Claude  said  to  Alicia,  so  there  was  no  time  lost  in 
any  explanation,  and  they  followed  her  along  the  aisle  with  rapidity.    They  took 
good  care  to  keep  in  stooping  attitudes,  so  that  they  might  not  be  seen  by  any 
accident ;  and  then  Alicia  opened  one  of  the  confessional  doors,  saying — 
"  This  will  hold  some  of  us." 

"It  will  hold  ua  all,"  aaiJ  the  novice,  who  bad  fainted  in  the  vaults  below. 
"It  will  hold  U8  all." 
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1 1        "Nay!" 

I  j        '*  Yes — yes,  it  will.    There  is  aa  inner  chamber  to  this  one  confessional, 
i  i     which  Father  Garvey  used  often  to  sleep  in."  i 

i  I  It  certainly  was  possible  that  the  confessional,  without  an  inner  chamber  at  all, 
might  have  hold  them  all ;  but  in  order  to  make  it  do  so,  they  would  have  had 
to  stand  up  rather  closely  to  each  other.  Tlie  novice,  though,  was  well  aware 
that  at  the  back  of  the  confessional  there  was  a  little  door  that  opened  to  a 
chamber,  about  twelve  feet  square,  in  which  the  holy  father  used  to  repose  after 
the  labour  of  attending  to  the  confessions  of  his  penitents  at  the  convent.  ' 
Upon  one  occasion,  curiosity  prompted  her  to  make  the  most  diligent  search  for 
that  little  door,  and  she  had  not  only  found  out  its  exact  position,  but  had  made 
herself  acquainted  with  the  secret  spring  by  the  aid  of  which  it  was  opened. 
I :        This  knowledge  stood  her  in  good  stead  now.  | 

:  i        Imagine  then,  the  whole  party,  which  now  consisted  of  no  less  than  seven 
,    persons,  safely  in  the  confessional,  and  the  door  closed.    The  novice  found  the 
!     spring  of  the  door  in  the  wall,  leading  to  the  other  chamber,  and  there  they  had  > 
\\    plenty  of  room.  I 

I ;       All  this  did  not  occupy  many  moments  in  accomplishing,  and  it  was  well  that  it 

I  i  did  not,  for  Claude  Duval  felt  rather  uneasy  every  minute  that  the  lady  abbess  ' 
i '  was  out  of  his  sight.  •  I 
\  i       There  was  one  great  advantage,  though,  connected  with  getting  into  the  chapel,  j 

and  that  was,  that  the  girls  could  have  a  good  rest  in  the  priest* s  chamber,  which  ; 

\    was  very  luxuriously  and  handsomely  furnished.  i 

ii       To  be  sure,  the  darkness  there  was  something  that  might,  indeed,  be  called  j 

;'   profound;  but  if  they  felt  around  them,  almost  wherever  they  did  so  they  found  : 

I I  some  soft  sofas  or  easy  chairs,  in  which  one  might  sit  and  doze  the  hours  | 
II    pleasantly  enough  away.  j 

i  "  Now,  for  Heaven's  sake,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  be  quiet,  ladies,  while  we  i 

I ':  men  look  into  the  chapel  as  well  as  we  can  from  the  door  of  the  cdsfessionat,  and  , 

i  see  what  goes  on  there."                                          .                                                      | 

j  I  '*  There  is  no  occasion  to  look  from  the  door,"  said  Alicia;  **  there  is  a  grated  | 

ji  window  which  will  aiford  you  an  easy  view.     It  is  covered  with  wire  gauze,   ] 

}  I  loo,  so  that  you  can  see  out  from  here,  and,  while  there  is  no  light  m  the  con-   I  j 

j ;  fessional,  no  one  can  see  you."                                                                                      i  j 

1 1  •♦  The  very  thing,"  said  Claude.                                                                                j  | 

I !  As  he  spoke,  the  convent  bell  began  to  toll  again,  and  the  novice  said —               i  j 

I  i  •'  That  is  the  second  bell.  The  nuns  will  assemble  now,  and  bring  in  their  ; ; 
j  ■  prisoner  at  once," 

I I  Claude  Duval  was  exceedingly  anxious  to  see  all  that  might  transpire  in  the 
j '  chapel,  and  along  with  Dick  Turpin,  Jack,  and  Mr.  Field,  who,  by-the-bye,  con- 

I  verted  himself  into  a  sort  of  general  intelligencef  between  the  ladies  in  the  priest's 

j  I  room  and  the  confessional,  through  the  gauze  wire  of  which  the  proceedings  in 

j ;  the  chapel  could  be  seen,  took  up  their  posts  at  that  spot.', 

1 1      This  second  time  that  the  bell  rang  was  for  a  very  shore  time  indeed,  and  then 

there  was  a  shufBing  of  feet  in  the  corridor  leading  to  the  chapel,  but  as  yet  no 

one  but  the  abbess  was  to  be  Been  within  its  walls. 

The  abbess  had  re-illumined  her  hand  lamp  at  the  little  shrine  of  the  Virgin,  and 
had  approached  Dennis,  to  whom  she  administered  two  or  three  kicks,  and  he 
woke  up,  saying — 

"  Murder  !  murder !     Oh,  bedad,  and  what's  that  same——" 
"  Wretch  ! 

*'  Oh,  ma'am,  and  then,  sure,  is  it  vou  V 
"  Beast !" 

".  Is  it  a  baste,  ma'am,  you  are  after  calling  me  ?" 
"  Yes." 

*'  Oh,  then,  ma'am,  I'd  rather  not,  for  sure  and  it  don't  seem  fine  and  aisy 
for  such  a  lady  as  yourself,  ma'am,  to  be  destroying  your  elegant  mouth  with 
Buch  words." 
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"  You  are  an  idle,  good-for-nothing  fool,  and  your  life  ought  to  pay  the 
penalty  of  your  folly.  How  dare  you  come  heie  and  undertake  a  duty,  and  then 
neglect  it  P" 

f  Neglect  it,  ma'am  ?" 
"  Yes,  neglect  it." 

"  And  pray,  ma'am,  if  it's  all  the  same  to  you,  what  was  the  duty,  ma'am  ?" 
*'  To  keep  the  most  diligent  watch  in  the  chapel." 
"  And  didn't  I,  ma'am  ?" 

"  You  know  you  did  not.     You  slept  as  soon  as  my  back  was  turned." 
**  Oh,  no,  ma'am." 
"  Oh,  no  ?    But  I  say,  oh,  yes." 

"  Bedad  then,  ma'am  it  isn't  right  to   contradict  your  ladyship,  but  I  only 
slept  with  one  eye,  and  I  assure   you,  my  lady,  that  the  other  was  continually 
rolling  round  and  round,  and  doing  the  duty  of  twenty  soldiers,  ma'am,  all  on 
duty  with  a  sword  and  a  blunderbuss  each  of  them,  ma'am." 
"Idiot!" 

"  Yes,  ma^am — I'm  sure,  ma'am,  it's  quite  a  pleasure  to  be  anything  your 
ladyship  may  happen  to  like  best." 

Ihere  was  a  decided  tone  of  insolence  about  Dennis  now.  That  inevitable  effect 
upon  a  small  mind  of  being  useful  was  beginning  to  take  its  course  with  him. 
He  was  beginning  to  improve  upon  it,  and  to  fancy  that  he  might  say  and  do 
things  that  otherwise  he  would  not  have  dreamt  of. 

Nothing  but  the  ignorance  of  this  man  could  possibly  have  induced  him  to  act 
in  this  way,  for  after  what  he  knew  of  the  proceedings  within  the  convent  was  it 
likely  that  such  a  woman  as  the  abbess  would,  for  long,  endure  either  his  presence 
or  hie  insolence  ? 

No.  The  danger  of  the  position  in  which  Dehnis  stood  was  such  that  any  one 
with  a  very  little  more  sense  than  he  had  must  have  seen  it,  and  the  look  that 
the  abbess  gave  him  was  truly  that  of  the  basilisk,  for  it  promised  death  to 
hitn. 

'•  Very  well,  Dennis,"  she  said,  quite  mildly.  *'  I  daresay  you  are  quite 
right." 

'•  True  for  you,  ma'am." 

•♦  And  80,  as  the  business  that  I  come  to  the  chapel   upon  now  is  rather  of  a 
private  nature,  you  will  oblige  me  by  going  up  the  steps  of  the  altar  and  making 
your  way  behind  it,  where  you  will  see  a  door  in  the  wall.     By  pursuing  the 
passage  beyond  that  door  you  will  come  to  my  apartment." 
"  Yes,  ma'am." 

"  Wine  is  on  the  table.    I  need  say  no  more.** 

•'Troth,  ma'am,  and  you  need  not,  any  way.     Good  luck'toyou,  ma'am." 
Dennis  left  the  chapel  by  the  route   indicated   to  him   by  the   abbess,    while 
from  an  arched  door  at  the  farther  end  of  the  aisle  there  entered   the  building  a 
long  row  of  nuns  in  the  habit  of  their  order,  and   with  their  arms  crossed   over 
their  breasts,  and  walking  slowly  like  people  who  are  given  to  somnambulism 


CHAPTER  CCCLXJCV. 

CLAUDE   BUVAL  STAYS  THE   EXECUTION  OP   A  JUDICIAL  SENTENCE. 

Claude  Duval  thought  that  surely  there  must  be  something  more  in  the 
character  of  these  proceedings,  so  full  of  formality  as  they  were,  than  the  mere 
passing  sentence  upon  one  whose  crime  was  only  a  crime  aifecting  the  peculiar 
position  in  which  she  was  placed,  and  who  might  be  adjudged  to  any  punish- 
ment the  person  in  power  chose,  v/ithout  even  tlxg  fraction  of  an  examination  into 
the  circumstanced  of  the  case. 

It  seemed  as  if>  to  use  a  common  expression,  i^  9>bess,  who  reigned  i»  that 
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convent,  certainly,  with  absolute  authority,  was  making  much  ado  about  nothing 
in  this  trial  of  the  novice. 

But  when  we  come  to  consider  th^  catholicity,  as  understood  by  the  Churoh  of 
Rome,  is  a  system,  and  that  in  all  its  parts  it  abounds  with  ceremonials  of  the  most 
sombre,  as  well  as  of  the  most  glittering  character,  and  that  without  those  cere- 
monials it  is  nothing,  we  shall  gee  how  even  those  who  are  united,  with  absolute 
authority,  under  its  jurisdiction,  have  to  conform  to  those  general  principles  by 
which  the  whole  of  the  system  is  carried  oo* 

The  trials,  too,  of  the  inmates  of  convents  *nd  of  nunneries  were  considered  by 
the  Catholic  Church  as  useful  in  another  poiat  of  view.  They  taught  those  who 
were  present  at  them  what  was  the  paenliar  crime  that  had  to  be  avoided;  and 
this  was  a  knowledge  that,  with  all  the  con«9mitant8  and  ceremonies  of  a  trial, 
was  advanced  at  much  greater  length  than  m  if  it  had  merely  staled  that  so  and 
so  was  punished  by  order  of  the  superiors  for  such  and  such  conduct. 

Besides,  these  forms  and  ceremonies  kept  up  the  semblance  of  something  like 
a  regal  state  ;  for  what  would  be  regality  without  its  nice  ceremonies? 

Thus,  then,  was  it  that  the  abbess  of  the  convent  took  the  trouble  of  solemnly 
trying,  or  seeming  solemnly  to  try,  one  over  whom  she  had  sovereign  authority, 
and  whom  she  had  quite  made  up  her  mind  beforehand  to  adjudge  guilty;  the 
amount  of  punishment  that  she  was  to  receive  had,  no  doubt,  been  completely 
settled  in  the  mind  of  the  abbess. 

This  was  the  only  way  in  which  Claude  Duval  could  to  his  owti  mmd,  m  any- 
thing like  a  satisfactory  manner,  account  for  the  vast  trouble  that  was  taken  to 
make  something  that,  in  leality,  was  quite  arbitrary,  appear  to  be  something 
strictly  m  accordance  with  justice,  always  assuming  that  the  affair  was  really  an 

offence.  ,      ,      i        .i.       •  t 

The  long  and  really  solemn  procession  of  nuns  came  slowly  along  the  aisle, 
and  what  with  their  sombre  dresses,  the  dim  religious  light  of  the  place,  and  the 
strange  ghost-like  manner  in  which  they  glided  along,  Claude  could  not  help 
admitting  to  himself,  that  the  catholic  was  indeed  the  faith  that,  of  all  others, 
mostly  took  the  imagination  prisoner. 

The  nuns  soon  arranged  themselves  in  a  circle  round  the  steps  of  the  altar,  or 
rather,  we  should  say,  round  the  space  of  the  chapel  immediately  in  front  of  those 
steps;  and  then  a  chair  of  an  ancient  looking  form,  with  much  gilding  upon  it, 
and  a  carved  angel's  head  at  the  corners  both  of  the  seat  and  back,  was 
placed  in  the  centre  of  the  half  ciicle  of  nuns,  rather  close  to  the  steps  of  the 
altar. 

The  seat,  of  course,  was  for  the  lady  abbess. 

A  death-like  stillness  now  reigned  in  the  chapel,  for  the  bell  had  ceased  to  toll, 
arid  the  abbess  was  hidden  somewhere.  It  suited  her  better  not  lb  appear  till 
all  the  nuns  were  assembled,  and  then  she  could  do  so  v/ith  effect ;  and  so,  from 
behind  the  altar  she  made  her  appearance. 

The  nuns  all  bowed  reverently  before  her. 
\      Claude  Duval,  if  he  had  not  enjoyed  the  rather  frequent  opportunities  that  he 
1  had  of  seeing  the  abbess,  certainly  would  not  have  known  her  now,  in  her  robos 
of  office. 

From  some  receptacle  at  the  back  of  the  altar  where  they  were  kept,  she  had 
procured  them,  and  placed  then  over  her  other  apparel,  so  that  she  presented  rather 
a  gorgeous  appearance  as  she  stepped  forwaid  to  take  her  place  in  the  seat  of 
authority  that  had  been  placed  for  her. 

"  Silence  !"  cried  the  abbess,  after  rather  a  long  pause.  "  Have  you  prayed  i' 

*'  We  have,*  said  all  the  nuns. 

•'  Sisters,  have  you  remembered  the  sinner  in  your  prayers  ? ' 

«  We  have."  ,  .  ^      .„  ^ 

"  Do  you  think,  sisters,  that  in  the  time  which  is  to  come,  and  which  will  be 
without  end,  she  will  find  favour  ?' 

"She  will."  '  , 

"  That  is  well.    We  would  have  it  so  from  the  bottom  of  our  hearts. 
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An  old  nun  now  stepped  forward  from  the  rest,  and  kneeling  at  the  feet  of  the 
abbess,  she  said — 

"  Holy  mother,  it  is  true  that  the  sinner  shall  find  peace  and  mercy  in  the 
world  which  is  to  come,  through  the  intercession  of  the  church ;  but  that  state 
can  only  arise  after  she  has  passed  the  bar  of  human  justice," 

"What  would  you  have  ?"  said  the  abbess. 

"Hertrial.^' 

"Whose  trial?" 

"  The  novice,  Frances.'* 

"  Be  it  so." 

Now,  all  this  was  repeated  in  such  a  style  that  it  was  quite  evident  to  Claude 
Duval  and  his  friends  that  it  was  nothing  in  the  world  but  a  regularly  established 
farce  ;  so  that  when  one  of  the  nuns  or  novices  was  tried  for  any  offence,  real  or 
supposed,  the  abbess  should  be  able  to  say  that  she  had  been  called  upon  by 
all  the  sisterhood,  in  full  chapter  assembled,  to  take  that  course. 

When  the  abbess  had  said,  "  Be  it  so,"  the  old  nun  rose  from  her  knees,  and 
retired  among  the  sisters. 

After  a  few  moments'  thought,  then,  the  abbess  gave  out  the  words  of  a  kind 
of  hymn  of  praise,  which  was  sang  in  the  space  of  about  three  minutes  by 
the  nuns  ;  and  then,  as  the  echo  of  the  voices  died  away,  she  said— 

"  Bring  the  culprit  hither." 

There  was  a  considerable  stir  among  some  of  the  old  nuns  now,  and  then 
about  half  a  dozen  of  them  started  upon  the  errand  in  search  of  her  whom  the 
abbess  was  pleased  at  that  early  stage  of  the.  proceedmgs  to  call  the  culpiit, 
although  piofessed  only  to  be  sitting  there  to  try  her  for  alleged  offences. 

During  this  pause  in  the  proceedings  Claude  Duval  took  the  opportunity  of 
asking  Alicia  if  she  knew  a  novice  by  the  name  of  Frances. 

"Oh,  yes,"  she  replied.  "She  is  a  beautiful  young  girl,  and  has  only  been 
in  the  convent  about  a  month." 

"What  is  her  age  P" 

"  Not  exceeding  sixteen,  I  should  say,  and  she  has  the  greatest  dislike  to  a 
conventual  life,  and  has  expressed  as  much." 

"  How  came  she  here,  then?* 

"  She  has  been  forced  here  by  her  friends,  being  originally  deceived  into  the 
idea  that  it  was  a  boarding  school." 

"Then  her  offence  for  which  she  is  about  to  be  tried  is,  no  doubt,  just  for 
expressing  a  dislike  to  the  convent  ?" 

"Oh,  no—no!" 

«*  No  ?    What  else  can  she  have  done  i" 

"  Something  that  you  will,  no  doubt,  hear  alleged  against  her,  whether  it 
be  true  or  not ;  but  that  is  not  the  offence.  If  that  were  to  make  a  high  causa 
of,  the  lady  abbess  would  have  nothing  in  the  world  to  to  but  to  hold  chapteis 
for  the  trial  of  all  the  novices  in  the  convent." 

"  And  the  nuns — do  they  never  grow  uneasy  P" 

"Yes  ;  but  the  punishment  of  anything  in  the  way  of  apparent  repentance  of 
having  taken  the  vows  to  which  they  would  be  subjected  is  so  severe,  that  they 
are  terrified  into  silence  ;  and  after  a  long  time  the  mind  gets  vitiated  and 
habituated  to  this  sort  of  life,  and  from  weeping  and  wailing  in  secret  over  their 
own  sufferings,  they  get  to  take  a  pleasure  io  inflicting  them  upon  others," 

"No  doubt." 

"  Claude — Claude,"  said  Turpin,  "  come  to  the  grating  here— come  now." 

Claude  hastily  applied  his  eye  to  the  wire  gauze  once  again,  and  he  heard  a 
great  shuffling  noise  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  chapel  as  he  did  so, 

A  door  in  the  wall  was  flung  open,  and  then  the  old  nuns  who  had  left  to  seek 
her  whom  the  abbess  had  called  the  culprit  maiJe  their  appearance,  dragging  soma 
one  with  them. 

"  Help  !     Oh,  have  fnercy  upon  me  !"  cried  a  voice. 
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Claude  Duval  felt  the  hot  blood  of  indignation  rise  to  his  face,  and  he  placed 
his  hand  upon  the  door  of  the  confessional. 
"Hold,"  whispered  Jack.  -j 

"  But  can  I  hear  this  ?" 

"  Yes.  Wait  a  bit.  Remember  that  we  have  it  in  our  power,  at  any  moment, 
to  step  forward  to  the  rekaae  of  the  young  gixl.'* 

••Yes;  but " 

"  Nay,  Claude,  be  patient  yet  awhile." 
"  I  will  try  to  be  so." 

The  old  nuns  dragged  into  the  chapel  a  yoUcg  and  beautiful  girl,  whose  long 
hair  hung  down  to  her  waist,  and  one  of  the  old  hags  had  a  mass  of  it  twisted 
round  her  hand,  with  which  she  gave  the  poor  girl  such  tugs  that  it  was  a  wonder 
she  did  not  pull  that  quantity  out  by  the  roots. 

The  other  old  nuns  followed  and  Kept  striking  her  severe  blows  about  the  head, 
neck,  and  shoulders. 

"  On— on,"  cried  the  hag  that  had  hold  of  the  gill  by  the  hair.  "  Come  on, 
wretch — corae  on,  heretic  !     Ha — ^ha  !    I  have  yon !" 

"  Eelease  me — oh,  release  me  !  1  will  follow  you  if  it  be  to  death,  but  do  not 
torture  me  thus!" 

"I  will  torture  you,  you  wretch.    So,  you  think  because  you  have  a  pretty 
face  that  you  won't  stay  in  the  canvent,  do  you  ?" 
"  Mercy — mercy  \" 
"  Take  that,  and  th_at." 

The  old  hag  tugged  at  the  young  girl's  hair  as  she  spoke,  and  Claade  said,  in  a 
whisper— 
••Jack,  get  your  head  on  one  side." 
"What  for?" 

"  I  am  going  to  shoot  that  old  devil." 
••No— no.     Look!" 

Goaded  at  last  to  desperation  by  the  fiuffering  she  enduied  and  the  torments 
of  the  old  nun,  the  young  girl  rushed  forward  and  sent  her  sprawling  upon  the 
pavement  of  the  chapel,  against  which  her  head  came  with  an  ominous  sort  of 
crack. 

The  old  hag,  to  try  to  save  h^self,  let  go  of  the  hair  of  the  young  girl,  who, 
thus  being  free  for  a  moment,  hounded  forward,  and  kneeling  at  the  feet  of  the 
lady  abbess,  she  cried — 

"  Madam,  you  are  the  superior  of  thifj  convent,  and  your  word  is  law.  If  I 
have  done  anything  for  which  you  feel  tbat  you  have  a  right  to  punish  rau,  let  me 
hear  what  it  is,  but  do  not  sit  there  and  suffer  me  to  be  ill-treated  by  these  persons 
whom  I  both  hate  and  despise." 

The  abbess  looked  coldly  at  the  youiug  girl. 

"  The  sisters  of  the  convent  are  nnjt,"  she  said,  *'  to  be  hated  and  despised." 
"  Yes,  if  they  are  hateful,  and  if  tb-ey  do  despicable  things." 
"  Silence  I"  ' 

The  novice  rose  from  her  kneelin^g  posture  and  looked  around  her  with  dis- 
dain upon  her  countenance,  and  Chiude  Duval,  as  he  looked  at  her,  thought  her 
certainly  the  sweetest  creature  of  her  age  that  he  had  ever  seen. 
"Let  me  kill  her— let  me  kill  her  I"  cried  a  voice. 

At  the  same  moment  the  old  hag  who  had  had  the  tumble  upon  the  cold  and 
hard  pavement  of  the  chapel,  half  blinded  by  her  rage  and  her  dishevelled  locks, 
made  a  rush  at  the  novice,  but  the  young  girl  dexterously  slipped  aside,  and  the 
hag,  unable  to  stop  herself,  or  really  not  seeing  where  she  was  going,  flew  right 
in  the  abbess's  face  and  imprinted  hialf  a  dozen  terrilele  long  scratches  upon  her, 
to  the  great  da.iger  of  her  eyes,  at  tjhe  same  time  that  she  cuffed  her  about  the 
ears  with  the  other  hand  in  a  most  vicious  manner. 

The  abbess  was  so  completely  'taken  by  surprise,  and  confounded  by  the 
sudden  character  of  this  attack,  that  she  had  got  all  the  worst  of  it  before  she 
could  recover  herself  sufficiently  to  j  resist  it.    Then,  with  a  shriek  of  rage  and 
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pain,  she  laid  hold  of  the  hag  by  the  throat  and  dashed  her  to  the  floor,  and 
kicked  and  struck  her  with  such  ardour,  that  sense  or  life  seemed  to  leave  the  old 
woman,  and  she  lay  passive  and  covered  with  blood  at  the  feet  of  the  revengeful 
abbess. 


FRANCES    1  JlOUOHT    EEFOKE    THE    AISIiESS    ON   A    CilAKGE    OP   HERESY, 


CMAPXliR  CCCLXXVr. 

THE    roOM    OP   THE    YOUNG    NOVICE    IS    PRONOUNCED. 

This  most  infuriate  encounter  between  the   abbess  and  the  old  ha-,  who    1:;;.] 
i.smI  the  novice,  Frances,  so  ill,  was  so  delightful  to  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends 
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hat  they  actaally  danceed  again  while  it  was  going  on,  and  Claude   himself  had 
he  greatest  difficulty  to  prevent  himself  from  calling  out  in  a  loud  voice — 

"  Bravo — bravo  !" 

Prudence,  however,  and  a  desire  to  hear  what  might  further  take  place, 
restrained  him,  so  he  listened  and  watched  the  proceedings  in  the  chapel  with 
still  greater  interest  than  before. 

The  wild  rage  of  the  abbess  was  such  that  it  was  some  time  before  she  could 
command  her  voice  to  speak,  and  when  sbe  did  it  was  more  in  a  scream  than  in 
any  other  sort  of  tone. 

"  Is  the  wretch  dead?     Is  she  dead?"  she  cried. 

As  she  spoke,  she  jumped  upon  the  body  of  the  old  nun  again^  and  evidently 
very  much  enjoyed  the  doing  so. 

The  other  nuns  looked  aghast  at  all  this,  and  then,  with  one  accord,  they  called 
out  in  reply — 

"  Dead — dead  !     Yes,  she  is  dead." 

The  abbess  sunk  back  into  her  chair  again,  and  applied  her  handkerchief  to 
the  long  bleeding  scratches  in  her  face,  and  then,  in  a  quiet  tone,  she  said — 

"  And  you  all  stood  by  and  saw  me  thus  treated.  Yes,  none  of  you  moved 
an  inch." 

They  all  dropped  on  their  knees,  and  were  beginning  some  sort  of  lamenta- 
tion ;  but  the  abbess,  by  an  impressive  gesture,  stopped  them,  saying— 

'*  Peace — peace,  I  say  !     Be  still." 

They  all  rose. 

"  Take  this  wretch,"  added  the  abbess,  pointing  to  the  insensible  form  of  the 
old  hag — "take  this  wretch,  and,  whether  she  be  aliv6  Or  dead,  cast  her  through 
the  bishop's  tomb  into  the  vault." 

Even  the  old  nuns  looked  at  each  other,  and  shuddered. 

*'  Do  my  bidding,  or  woe  be  to  you  all !"  cried  the  abbess. 

It  was  evident  that  they  did  not  consider  this  an  idle  threat,  or  as  one  that 
could  with  any  degree  of  safety  be  disregarded,  for  they  advanced,  and  lifted  the 
body  of  the  old  nun  from  the  floor. 

"  Away  with  her  !"  shouted  the  abbess.  "  Away  with  her,  and  let  me  never 
look  upon  her  hideous  face  again.* 

The  nuns  lifted  the  hag,  and  as  they  did  so,  she  showed  some  slight  signs  of 
returning  consciousness ;  but  they  all  bore  her  to  the  tomb,  which  covered  the 
opening  to  the  vaults,  by  the  aid  of  which  Claude  Duval  and  his  party  had 
reached  the  chapel.  They  laid  her  upon  the  floor  at  full  length,  by  the  side  oi 
the  swinging  side  of  the  tomb.  e 

"  Away  with  her  i"  cried  the  abbess. 

They  kicked  her  against  the  swinging  boalfd,  and  in  another  moment  she  was 
gone! 

This  was,  in  sober  and  plain  truth,  rather  an  awkward  slate  of  affairs  to  have 
to  contend  against.  Claude  Duval  hardly  felt  satisfied  not  to  interfere  while 
murder  was  going  on  before  his  very  face  in  this  sort  of  way  ;  and  yet  as  i he 
mischief  was  all  confined  to  those  with  whom  he  could  not  have  any  special 
sympathy,  he  did  not  like  to  step  forth,  and  say — "  I  will  put  a  stop  to  this" 

'Ihe  nuns,  when  they  had  pushed  the  body  of  the  old  hag  through  the  opening 
in  the  vaulted  roof,  stood  for  a  few  moments  listening.  There  was  then  a  strange 
wailing  noise  as  the  platform  descended  with  her,  and  then  there  was  a  piercing 
shriek  ! 

The  nuns  started. 

"  She  was  alive  1"  cried  the  abbess,  as  she  clapped  her  hands  together  in  joy 
at  the  thought,  for  from  that  fact  she  considered  her  triumph  and  her  revenge 
to  be  all  the  greater.     "She  was  alive  !     Ha  !  ha  !  she  was  alive !" 

"She  was,"  said  the  nuns. 

"'Tis  well — oh,  'tis  very  well!  Now  she  will  suffer,  and  may  she  feel  the 
weight  of  mv  greatest  curse  !" 

"  Atnen  i'^  said  the  nuns. 
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"Come  now,  sisters,"  said  the  abbess,  "  come  to  me,  and  let  us  forget  the 
wretch,  of  whom  we  are  so  well  rid,  wiiile  we  proceed  to  investigate  the  crimes 
of  the  novice  now  before  us.     Come  hither!  come  hither!" 

The  thought  that  she  would  be  so  fully  and  so  amply  revenged  upon  the  old 
hag  who  had  scraiched  and  buffeted  her  at  such  a  rate  seemed  to  give  the  lady 
abbess  pleasure  sufficient  to  obliterate  for  the  moment  the  sense  of  the  injuries 
she  had  received,  and  she  had  spoken  ia  much  of  her  usual  tone  of  voice. 

The  nuns,  m  pursuance  of  the  orders  they  received,  again  collected  in  a  half 
circle  round  the  abbess,  and  the  young  prisoner^  looking  pale  and  anxious,  for 
she  fully  expected  death,  stood  in  the  centre  of  them,  and  facing  the  abbess. 

A  kind  of  established  form  was  now  proceeded  with  in  the  accusation  of  the 
young  novice,  for  the  abbess  pointing  to  her,  said — 

"  Who  is  this  V 

"A  novice  of  the  convent,"  said  one  of  the  nuns. 

"  Her  name  ?" 

"  Child  Frances." 

The  novices  generally  were  called  child  so-and-so,  whatever  their  names  might 
be,  and  the  nuns  were  called  sisters, 

"  Why  IS  she  here  ?" 

"  For  sin  committed." 

"  Is  this  so  ?" 

"No!"  said  Frances. 

"She  says  no  V 

"  But  she  ought  to  say,  yes.  It  is  the  devil  that  has  whispered  to  her  to  say 
no  to  the  charge." 

"Alas!"  said  the  abbess,  "  unhappy  girl !  why  do  you  not  at  once  and 
heartily  confess  your  great  sie,  and  upon  your  knees  ask  for  the  forgiveness  of 
the  church,  and  of  us  t  It  might  be  then  that  your  punishment  wou'd  not  be  so 
very  severe;  but  if  you  are  obstinate,  there  is  no  saying  how  far  the  saints  may 
wish  as  to  go  against  you." 

"  With  what  am  i  charged  ?"  paid  the  young  girl.  "  What  is  the  meaning  of 
all  this  ?  Tell  me  what  it  is  you  charge  me  with  doing  that  I  had  not  the  most 
perfect  right  in  the  world  to  do  ?'' 

"  Silence  I  you  are  a  prisoner." 

"Alas!  1  know  it.  i  have  been  ever  since  I  set  foot  within  this  dreadful 
place." 

"  That  is  contumaciousness,"  said  a  nun. 

."  It  is,"  said  the  abbess  ;  *'  but  we  will  proceed,  not  heeding  it  just  now.  It 
seems  to  me  that  the  charge  against  you,  is  this." 

As  she  spoke,  she  took  a  written  paper  from  her  bosom,  and  handed  it  to  one 
of  the  nuns,  who  in  a  drawling  tone  read  as  follows  from  it — 

'"This  certifies  that  Child  Frances  is  a  novice  in  this  holy  house,  and  that 
on  the  Wednesday  of  the  last  week,  mstigated  by  the  devil,  she  threw  over  the 
wall  of  the  garden  a  certain  written  paper,  highly  to  the  injury  of  the  suints 
and  the  Holy  Catholic  Church.'" 

"  You  hear,  Child  Frances?"  said  the  abbess.  "  Tnat  is  the  accusation." 

"  I  do  hear." 

*■  And  what  have  you  to  say  to  it  ?" 

"  You  know  well  what  I  have  to  say  to  it.  I  am  here  a  prisoner.  I  am  kept 
here  against  my  will,  and  denying  the  right  of  every  one  so  to  imprison  me.  I 
say  that  I  have'  the  right  to  do  all  1  can  to  obtain  my  liberty." 

"  Is  that  yoHr  answer  V 

"  It  is." 

"  Unhappy  girl !  you  know  not  what  you  say." 

"  I  do  know."  , 

"Peace — peace!  Read  the  letter  which,  by  quite  a  miracle,  owing  to  the 
saints  being  continually  heaping   favours  upon   this   convent,  we   found  by  one 
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who  brought  it  to  me,  instead  of  carrying  it  to  any  heretic,  who  would,  no  doubt, 
have  made  use  of  it  against  us." 

The  nun  who  had  made  the  accusation  now  produced  another  note,  which  she 
read  as  follows : — ■ 

'* '  This  is  addressed  to  any  one  who  may  find  it,  and  who,  with  Christian  feel- 
ing, may  be  disposed  to  aid  the  writer.  My  name  is  Frances  Atherton,  and  I 
am  confined  against  my  will  in  the  convent  at  the  corner  of  the  lane — it  is  called 
Berrymead.  What  I  wish  is  that  the  finder  of  this  note  would  go  to  some 
magistrate  and  place  it  in  his  hands,  so  that  he  may  feel  it  to  be  his  duty,  as,  no 
doubt,  it  will  likewise  be  his  intention,  to  take  such  steps  as  will  release  me  from 
the  odious  and  unjust  imprioument  that  I  suffer. 

" '  May  Heaven  reward  you  for  aiding  me, 

"  '  Frances  Atherton.'  " 

**  Ts  that  your  writing?"  asked  the  superior  of  the  novice. 

"It  is." 

"And  what  were  your  expectations  consequent  upon  that  being  found  ?" 

"My  expectations  were  what  I  mention  in  it." 

"  Wretch !" 

"  The  wretches  are  those  who  forced  me,  in  self  defence,  to  write  it,  and  who 
DOW  insult  me  for  so  doing." 

"  Ha — ha!  you  are  bold." 
;  "lam." 

"  And  yet  you  are  here." 

"And  yet,  as  you  say,  madam,  I  am  here.  You  think  that  I  am  in  your 
power,  but  surely  heaven  will  not  look  down  upon  us  all  this  day  and  suffer  me  to 
be  sacrificed." 

"  You  will  see." 

•'  I  hope  so,  and  that  the  seeing  will  consist  of  some  aid  coming  to  me." 

"  Holy  sisters,"  said  the  superior,  "you  have  heard  the  accusation  against 
this  Child  Frances,  and  you  have  heard  that  she  admits  her  guilt.  What  say 
you—  is  she  a  guilty  one,  or  is  common-sense  and  light  a  delusion  I" 

"Guilty!" 

"  'lis  well." 

Tile  whole  of  the  nuns  had  spoken  at  once,  and  the  ecbo  of  their  voices  had  a 
strange  effect  in  the  old  chapel.  Poor  Frances  seemed  hardly  able  to  support 
herself,  and  the  courage  witb  which  she  had  hitherto  spoken  and  borne  her 
trial  appeared  to  be  giving  vv^ay.  She  turned  very  pale,  and  as  her  eye  ran  over 
the  array  of  countenances  around  her  she  could  see  no  glance  of  compassion  in 
any  of  them. 

Then  sh  looked  at  the  abbess  who  was  in  deep  thought,  with  her  head 
resting  upon  her  hands,  or  who  affected  to  be  so  and  assumed  that  position. 

"  Madam,"  said  Frances,  "  madam  ?" 

"Goon." 

*'  I  cannot  see  that  my  offence  is  one  that  is  not  so  natural  that  your  own 
sense  of  justice  must  acquit  me  of  any  frailty.  What  would  you  do  if  you  were 
a  prisoner  anywhere?  What  would  you  do  but  try  all  manner  of  means  in 
order  to  effect  your  escape,  if  possible  ?" 

♦Peace!" 

The  abbess  looked  up,  and  there  was  such  an  awful  expression  upon  her  face 
that  even  some  of  the  oldest  nuns  started  back  a  pace  or  two  and  regarded  her 
with  terror  as  they  guess«d  what  was  coming. 

"Sisters!"  said  the  abbess. 
_  They  all  very  reverently  bowed  their  heads. 

"  Sisters !"  she  said  again,  "  it  is  necessary  in  this  convent  that  some  terrible 
example  should  be  made." 

*' Amen  !"  said  the  nuns.    "" 
i    *'  The  spirit  of  disaffection  and  of  dissatisfaction  is  abroad,"  continaed  the 
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abbess,  "and  it  must  be  checked.      The  saints  have     jlspered  counsel  to  rae, 
and  the  sentence  I  now  pass  upon  the  culprit  here  before  us  is  theirs,  not  mine." 

"  Amen !" 
'   "Bring  the  feather  couches !'* 

§  There  was  a  movement  among  the  nuns  as  though  a  shock  of  electricity  bad 
passed  through  them  all. 

"Bring  the  feather  couches  I"  said  the  abbess  again. 

*' Amen!"  said  one. 

The  rest  struck  their  breasts,  and  then  all  said — "Araen!"  Half  a  dozen  of 
them  left  the  chapel,  and  Frances  looked  about  her  with  an  unknown  dread,  for 
she  did  not  know  what  fetching  the  feather  couches  really  meant,  and  in 
what  way  they  concerned  her. 

In  the  course  of  five  minutes  the  nuns  who  had  left  the  chapel  came  back, 
bearing  with  them  two  large  feather  beds.  One  of  them  they  laid  exactly  at  the 
feet  of  the  abbess,  Bnd  flattened  it  out.  The  other  they  then  laid  by  the  side  of 
the  first  one,  and  likewise  flattened  it  out. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?"  said  Frances. 

"  You  will  soon  knew,"  said  one  of  the  nuns. 

"  Silence  ?"  cried  the  abbess. 

•*  But  this  is  absurd,"  said  Frances.  "  I  protest  against  any  punishment 
■which  you  would  seek  to  inflict  upon  me,  and  I  bid  you  beware  of  the  conse- 
quences.    If  there  be  law  and  justice  in  England,  you  will  hear  of  it." 

"  Peace,  girl !     Peace,  I  say  !" 

"  I  will  not  hold  my  peace,  and  so  seem  to  submit  to  your  capricious  and  un- 
feeling dictates.     I  will  not !" 

••  Seize  her,  and  bind  her  !" 

The  nuns  made  a  rush  at  the  young  novice,  and  held  her  arms. 


CHAPTER  CCGLXXVH. 

DETAILS   THE   PROJECTED    MURDER  AT   THE    DID   CONVENT. 

If  Frances,  the  young  novice,  was  surprised  at  the  rather  singular  prepara- 
tions that  were  being  made,  and  in  which  she  was  evidently  tlie  prmcipal  person 
concerned,  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  were  not  less  so. 

With  very  great  interest,  because  all  the  procee(|iDgs  were  very  new  and  very 
strange,  they  had  listened  to  the  mockery  of  a  trial  that  had  taken  place  in  the 
chapel;  but  what  was  to  be  done  with  the  two  feather  beds  that  the  abbeas  had 
sent  for  was  beyond  their  ability  to  conjecture. 

"Dick?"  whispeted  Claude. 

"  Yes,  Claude  ?" 

••  What  do  you  think  of  this  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  think.  It  gets  the  better  of  me  altogether.  Have 
you  any  idea  about  its  meaning  ?" 

"  Not  the  least." 

••  Let's  wait,  then,  quietly." 

"  Be  it  so  ;  but  upon  the  least  evidence  of  any  real  danger  to  that  young  girl, 
it  seems  to  me  now  that  we  must  risk  everything,  and  show  ourselves.  Do  you 
agree  to  that,  all  of  you  ?" 

"  We  do — we  do !"  they  all  said. 

"Very  well,  then  ;  will  you  leave  it  to  me  to  say  when  the  interference  is  to 
be  undertaken?.  I  do  not  ask  from  any  feeling  of  vanity,  but  just  because  it 
roust  be  left,  y«u  know,  to  some  one." 

"  We  leave  all  to  you,"  said  Mr.  Field. 

Both  JacK  and  Dick  concurred  in  this  by  a  k^  short  words,  so  that  Claude 
Duval  felt  that  the  fate  of  the  young  novice  remained  in  his  hands,  and  he  only 
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v^aited  before  actually  interfering  to  hear  what  extraordinary  villatiy  the  lady 
abbess  was  going  to  give  utterance  to,  in  the  shape  of  a  command. 

They  had  not  to  wait  long  for  the  denouement  of  the  affair.     The   abbess  had 

for  some  few  minutes  affected  to  be  in  deep  thought,  or  prayer,  again ;  and  then 

H  she  looked  up  with  her  face  frightfully  pale,  save  where  the  red  streaks  of  the 

1L  scratches  that  the  old  woman  who  had    been  tumbled  headlong  into  the  vaults 

'    had  given  her  shone  up  in  strong  relief,  and  said— 

"  ]s  all  ready?" 

"  All  ready,"  said  the  nuns. 

"  Heady  for  what?"  cried  Frances. 

"  Bind  her." 

Some  one  of  the  nuns  produced  a  cord,  by  the  aid  of  which  they  bound  the 
hands  of  Frances  behind  her,  so  that  it  was  out  of  the  question  that  she  could 
make  any  effectual  resistance  to  what  they  were  about  to  do. 

"  The  letter,"  said  the  abbess.     "  Where  is  it  V 

"  Here,  lioly  sister." 

The  letter  that  Frances  had  written  and  thrown  over  the  convent  wall  was 
handed  to  the  abbess,  who  thereupon  cast  it  upon  the  feather  bed  that  was  nearest 
I  to  her. 
I      <'  Place  her  there  !"  said  the  abbess. 

The  nuns  began  to  force  Frances  towards  the  be(3,  but  she  cried  out  for  help,  and, 
pinioned  as  her  hands  were,  she  still  managed  to  give  them  a  good  deal  of  trouble 
to  get  her  along.  By  dint  of  violence,  however,  they  were  pretty  sure  to  succeed, 
and  they  forced  her  to  the  side  of  the  bed. 

"  Help  !  help  1"  she  cried.     '•  Oh,  is  there  no  help  ?" 

"  None!" 

"  Oh,  is  this  possible,  that  of  all  here  there  is  not  one  human  heart  that 
can  feel  for  me  ?     What  is  it  you  would  do  ?     At  least,  tell  me  what  I  have  to 

CXD6Ct« 

'     The 'abbess  made  a  gesture  with  her  head,  and  the  nuns  flung  Frances  violently 

on  to  the  bed. 

"  No— no  !     Oh,  God !  mercy  !"  she  cried.     "  What  are  you  about  to  do  ? 
'■-    The  abbess  made  another  gesture,  and  then  they  turned  her  over  on  to  berface, 
'  so  that  her  cries  were  partially  smothered.     Then  the   abbess  rose  to   her   feet, 

and  looking  like  a  demon,  and  speaking  with  what  we  might  well  suppose  would 

be  the  accent  of  one,  she  cried  out — 

"Uo  your  duty.     Quick— quick  !     Kill  her!  kill  her  !" 
!     Some  half  dozen  of  the  nuns  who  were  not  holding  the  novice  down  upon  the 

bed  nearest  to  the  abbess  lifted  the  other  one,  and  placed  it  upon  her  in  a  moment, 

A  smothered  shriek  came  from  the  girl. 

it  was  not  till  that  instant  of  lime  that  Claude  Duval  felt  perfectly  sure  of 

what  they  were  about  to  do  ;  but  then  there  was  no  doubt  but  that  the  intention 

was  actually  to  smother  her  between  the  two  feather  beds. 
j  '  So  monstrous  an  act  might  well  stagger  any  one  who  saw  it  in  contemplation; 

and  for  the  space  of  time  you  might  have  counted    four  in,    Claude  Duval   was 

petrified  with  horror  and  amazement.     Then  with  one  dash  of  his  hand  he  flung 

the  door  of  the  confessional  wide  open,  and  with  a  spring  that  brought  him  into 

the  midsi  of  the  nuns,  he  appeared  before  the  astonished  eyes  0/  the  abbess   and 

the  hags  of  nuns.  ,.  tt  u    t         it      -n 

j     "  Hold,  wretches!"  he  shouted  in  a  voice  of  thunder.        Hold,  1  say  !     1  will 
not  see  this  vile  murder  done  \" 

'     Jack,  Dick  Turpin,  and  Mr.  Field,  were  by  his  side  now  m  a  moment,  and 
they  each  had  a  pistol  in  their  hands  ready  for  use. 

It  would  be  quite  impossible  for  any  pen  to  adequately  describe  the  con- 
sternation of  the  abbess  and  the  nuns  at  the  unexpected  appearance  in  the  midst 
of  them  in  this  most  extraordinary  manner  of  four  well-armed  and  resolute  men. 
The  effect  for  the  moment  was  perfectly  overpowering.  • 

Before,  however,  the  abbess  or  any  one  could  speak,  or  even  had  time  to  thmk 
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of  what  to  do,  Claude  had  laid  hold  of  the  corner  of  the  upper  fealher-bed  and 
drawn  it  off  the  novice,  crying  out  as  he  did  so — 

"  Rise,  Frances — rise  ;  you  are  saved  !  you  are  saved  !" 

The  young  girl  uttered  piercing  shrieks,  for  she  had  but  the  moment  before 
beenunder  the  full  and  perfect  impression  that  she  was  doomed  to  the  horrible 
death  from  which  it  did  not  seem  possible  that  any  human  agency  could  now 
save  her. 

The  scene  of  confusion  that  ensued  was  positively  awful.  The  old  nuns  who 
had  assembled  at  the  call  of  their  villanous  abbess,  and  who  had  evidently  exulted 
in  the  act  of  cruelty  and  murder  that  had  been  so  purposely  attempted  to  be 
carried  out  in  all  its  horrors,  fled  along  the  chapel  in  all  directions. 

At  first,  Dick  Turpin  was  for  intercepting  them  in  their  flight,  but  Claude 
Duval  called  out  him — 

"  Let  the  hags  go,  Dick — let  them  go." 

"  Yes,"  said  Jack,  "  and  a  good  riddance  too." 

The  few  lights  that  had  cast  some  sort  of  radiance  upon  the  scene  were,  with 
one  exception,  knocked  down  and  extinguished,  and  when  Claude  Duval,  after 
placing  Frances  in  the  arms  of  Jack,  made  a  spring  over  the  two  beds  that  were 
on  the  floor,  in  order  to  catch  hold  of  the  abbess,  for  he  thought  it  expedient 
to  take  her  prisoner,  at  all  events,  he  found  that  it  was  not  so  easy  a  thing  to  do 
as  he  had  anticipated. 

With  a  scream  of  rage,  such  as  might  well  have  come  from  the  throat  of 
some  wild  animal  from  whom  its  prey  had  been  but  nearly  snatched,  the  abbess 
produced  from  somewhere  in  her  apparel,  where  she  had  it  hidden,  a  dagger,  and 
just  as  Claude  Duval  was  upon  the  point  of  seizing  her  by  the  arm,  she  raised  if, 
and  made  a  plunge  at  his  heart  with  it,  crying  out  as  she  did  so — 

"  Wretch  !  take  the  reward  of  your  interference.  Death — death,  at  least,  to 
you  !  and  then,  let  who  will  take  my  life,  I  shall,  at  least,  feel  that  I  am 
avenged." 

It  was  fortunate  that  the  flash  of  the  kq§n  and  highly-polished  blade  of  the 
dagger  shone  in  the  eyes  of  Claude  Duval  for  a  moment ;  and  he  was  able  to 
swerve  on  one  side,  so  that  the  blade  only  inflicted  a  slight  wound  on  his 
shoulder. 

This  swerving,  though,  had  the  effect  of  freeing  the  abbess  from  the  slight  hold 
he  had  got  of  her ;  and  so,  without  pausing  there  a  moment  to  see  if  she  had 
inflicted  any  serious  injury  upon  him  or  not,  she  dropped  the  dagger,  and  turn- 
ing, she  flew  up  the  steps  of  the  altar,  and  disappeared  behind  it  in  a  moment. 

Claude  Duval  heard  the  snap  of  the  spring  of  the  little  secret  door  at  the  back 
of  the  altar  in  a  moment ;  and  he  did  not  doubt  but  that  she  had  taken  good  care 
to  fasten  it  on  the  other  side. 

"  Are  you  hurt,  Claude  i"  said  Dick. 

"  Oh,  no — no." 

"  But  she  has  escaped  ?" 

"Never  mind  her  ;  let  her  go.  It  would  have  been  a  very  difficult  matter  to 
know  what  to  do  with  her  if  I  had  taken  her  prisoner;  so,  after  all,  perhaps  it  is 
better  that  she  has  really  got  away.     Where  are  the  nuns  ?" 

"  Oh,  they  have  all  disappeared  somewhere.** 

"  Then  we  are  masters  of  the  field  of  battle,  1  suppose  ?" 

"  It  looks  hke  it,  certainly.  No  one  seems  to  be  here  to  dispute  a  supremacy.'' 

"  Victory  !  victory !"  cried  Claude. 

Hearing  the  cry  of  victory  from  the  lips  of  Claude  Duval,  the  young  novice 
stepped  forward  from  the  confessional,  and  with  eager  joy  embraced  Frances, 
who  really  was  so  much  astonished  and  bewildered  by  what  had  taken  place 
that  she  looked  around  her,  as  if  she  feared  that,  after  all,  the  seeming  deliverance 
that  she  had  had  from  the  murderous  abbess  would  turn  out  to  be  nothing  but  a 
delusion.  . 

"  You  are  saved !'— you  are  saved,  Frances  V  said  Alicia.   "  Do  you  not  know 
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that  you  are  saved  from  death }' 
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**  Are  yoa  Alicia  V* 

•*  Yes;  and  here  is  Helen.    Do  you  not  know  us?" 

"Oh,  yes— yes!" 

The  young  girl  could  control  her  feelings  no  longer,  bat  burst  into  a  complete 
passion  of  tears,  so  that  they  had  great  difficulty  in  calming  her  at  all. 

"  Never  mind  her  tears,"  said  Jack.     '*  You  may  depend  upon  it  that  there  is 
nothing  that  will  recover  her  more  rapidly  and  readily  than  they." 
.    "  Yes,"  said  Claude  ;  "  let  her  weep." 

Dick  Turpin  now  set  about  lighting  one  or  two  of  the  other  lights  about  the 
chapel ;  for  they  were  in  such  a  state  of  semi<darkness,  that  he  feared  the  old 
nuns  or  the  abbess  might  think  it  a  good  opportunity  of  attempting  to  do  them 
some  sort  of  mischief. 

"  W^hat  are  you  about,  Dick P"  said  Claude.  "Don't  make  such  an  illumi- 
nation." 

*'  I  am  afraid  of  being  left  in  the  dark,"  said  Dick.  "  If  they  found  we  had 
only  one  light,  perhaps  it  would  not  seem  to  them  a  very  difficult  thing  to  find 
some  means  of  putting  it  out ;  but  if  there  are  half  a  dozen  it  will  be  quite 
a  different  affair.  There,  now,  I  think  we  shall  be  able  to  see  what  we  are 
about." 

The  candles  burnt  up  quickly,  and  as  they  did  so«  they  shone  upon  rather  a 
strange  scene  in  that  chapel. 

There  was  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends,  and  there  was  young  Mr.  Field,  and 
theie  was  Alicia  and  the  two  novices  and  Frances,  who  still  could  hardly  believe 
the  evidence  of  her  own  senses  to  the  effect  that  she  was  free,  although  she  had 
left  off  weeping. 

Upon  the  floor  were  the  two  mattresses  that  had  been  brought  into  the  chapel 
for  the  horrible  purpose  of  committing  one  of  the  most  hideous  of  murders, 
and  beside  them  lay,  here  and  there,  .a  veil  and  a  rosary,  which  the  old  nuns 
had  dropped  in  their  flight,  as  they  ma^e  so  hasty  a  retreat  from  the  place. 

Close  to  the  bteps  of  the  altar,  too,  was  the  seat  of  judgment  which  the  abbess 
had  occupied  during  the  mock  trial  of  Frances ;  and  there  lay,  too,  the  dagger 
with  which  at  the  last  moment  she  had  tried  to  take  the  life  of  Duval. 

"Well,"  said  Dick  Turpin  as  he  looked  around  him,  "  I  think,  Claude,  that 
this  is  about  our  most  curious  adv  enture." 

"It  is,  Dick." 

"  Never  mind  that,"  said  Jack.     **  Let  us  go .'* 

**  You  are  right  Jack,  we  will  go  at  once,  for  we  have  those  now  in  our  care 
whom  we  ought  to  take  out  of  the  danger  of  this  place  as  quickly  as  possible." 

With  these  words,  Claude  Duval  approached  Frances,  and  spoke  kindly  to  her 
saying—  , 

"  You  are  now  quite  safe  from  the  abbess,  and  your  life  will  be  protected  by 
ours.  What  I  wish  to  know  of  you  is,  if  you  are  strong  enough  and  sufficiently 
recovered  from  the  shock  you  must  have  received  to  leave  this  place.".  ^ 

*'  Oh,  yes—yes.    It  is  the  staying  here  that  will  drive  me  mad." 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXVIII. 

1        SBNNIS   THIES   AN   £XP£RIMSNT  ON  THE   CREDULITY   OP  HU&fAN   NATUSB. 

*'  We  are  all  ready,"  said  Alicia,     "  Let  us  go  at  once." 
I     Frances  rose  from  the  breast  of  Alicia,  upon  which  she  bad  been  reposing,  and 
approaching  Claude  Duval,  she  placed  both  her  hands  upon  his  arm,  saying — 

"'You  have  saved  me,  sir,  from  such  a  death  as  is  truly  horrible  to  think  of. 
Will  you,  oh,  will  you  teach  me  how  to  thank  you !" 

•*  I  am  more  than  thanked." 

*•  No,  no.    If  ail  my  life  I  were  to  try  to  do  you  kindness— if  I  pray  for  you 
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while  I  have  breath  to  do  so,  I  cannot  hope  to  repay  this  great,  this  deep  and 
^^5ting  obligation." 

"I  pray  you  to  say  no  more  about  it,"  said  Claude.  "  It  is  of  little  moment,  I 
assure  you.    Don't  speak  of  it." 

Franees  was  really  a  very  beautiful  girl,  and  it  was  by  quite  a  raomenfarv 
impulse  now,  and  with  perfect  innocence  of  purpose,' that  Claude  Duval  placed 
his  arm  for  a  moment  around  her  and ;kissed  her. . 


"As  a  dear  sifter,"  he  said,  "  I  thus 
salute  you." 

"  You  will,  (hen,  let  me  think  of  jou 
as  a  brother '{" 

"  Yes,  if  you  will." 
"Ah,  I  will,  indeed  ;   and  where   in 
all  the  world  is  there  a  brother  coequal 
to  you?" 

"Now  for  it,  Claude,"  fsaid|;Jack;' 
rather  impatiently.  "This is  the  way 
to  the  chapel  door,  I  think." 

Claude  turned  in   the  direction  that 
Jack  intimated,   but  before  they  could 
any  of  them  move  a  step,  a  loud,  bawling, voice  cried  out — 

"  Oh,  bedad  !  and  isn't  this  the  joy  of  poor  Denms's  heart !  Do  I  look  at  ray 
master,  or  don't  I  ?  Oh,  the  saints  be  good  to  us  all !  and  haven't  I  been'griev- 
ing  about  him,  till  J  thought  I  hadn't  any  eyes  left  in  me  head  wid  crying.  Oh, 
master — master,  don't  you  know  your  faithful  Dennis,  who  has  had  so  many  ad- 
ventures in  the  search  after  you,  that  they  have  been  enough  to  make  all  the 
hair  drop  oft  his  head  ?  Bedad  !  then,  I  feel  as  if  1  had  come  intojmy  ancestors' 
property  in  ould  Ireland  again,  now  that  I  se«  you,  sir." 

-  With  this  congratulatory  speech,  of  the  sincerity  of  which  the'reader,  from  his 
previous  knowledge  of  Dennis's  proceedings,  is  able  to  come  to  so  good  an  ' 
opinion,  Dennis  had  the  impudence  to  come  from  behind  the  altar,  and  to  walk 
down  the  steps  of  it  as  if  nothing  were  at  all  amiss,  and  as  if  he  had  only  to  make 
a  few  professions  of  regard  for  his  master  and  his  fr«nds  to  put  himself  again 
upon  capital  terms  with  him.  .? 

«  Why,  it's  Dennis,"  said  Dick. 
"  Dennis,  by  all  that's  abominable!"  said  Mr.  Field. 
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"  Yes,  sir/*  said  Dennis,  "  it  is,  sure  enough,  your  own  faithful  Dennis,  who 
is  willing,  the  saints  be  praised,  to  follow  you,  sir,  to  life  or  death." 
"  Of  the  latter  proposition  I  have  no  doubt,"  said  Mr.  Field. 
"  Many  thanks  to  you,  sir,  for  not  doubting  your  faithful  Dennis,  and,  bedad! 
now  I  look  about  me,  here  are  all  our  old  friends,  sir.  Oh,  then,  it's  the  joy  of 
my  heart,  that  is  ready  to  come  right  out  of  my  eyes,  sir,  and  to  go  rolling  down 
my  nose  and  my  cheeks,  to  see  you  wid  such  a  good  companj',  sir." 

Claude  looked  at  Dick  and  Jack,  and  they  both  looked  at  him,  and  then  Duval 
said — 

"  Can  impudence  go  further  than  this  ?" 
'*  Impossible,"  said  Dick, 

"  Wait  a  bit,"  said  Jack,  "  there  is  some  plan  in  all  this," 

*'  Think  vou  so  ?" 

"  I  do, indeed." 

"But  what?" 

"  My  opinion  is,  that  this  rascal  is  sent  by  the  abbes?." 

"  Ah  !" 

*'  Yes  J  so  it  will  be  just  as  well  to  look  to  hira  well." 

"  It  will—it  will.    Mr.  Field?" 

"  Yes,  my  friend  ?» 

Claude  Duval  whispered  his  suspicions  in  Mr.  Field's  ear,  at  the  same  time 
advising  him  to  humour  Dennis  a  little,  in  order  to  get  out  of  him,  if  possible, 
what  was  the  diabolical  scheme  of  which  he  was  to  be  the  abject  tool, 

"  I  will,"  said  Field.     "  Well,  Dennis  ?" 

"  Yes,  your  honour?  Oh,  then,  it  gives  me  quite  a  joy  all  around  my  true, 
innocent  heart,  sir,  to  hear  you  speak  again  in  this  world." 

"  Come  here,  Dennis." 

"  Yes,  sir ;  it's  myself  that  will  come.     Oh,  the  holy !  oh-——" 

"  What's  the  matter  ?" 

*•  If  s  the  eyes  of  me  that  are  forced  to  go  on  winking  like  nothing  at  all,  at 
all,  at  the  sight  of  all  these  young  beauties,  sir.  Bedad !  and  where,  sir,  did  all 
these  lovely  young  females,  sir,  come  from  ?" 

"Never  mind  that,  Dennis.     I  want  to  know  where  you  came  from  ?" 

"  Where  I  came  from,  sir  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  sir,  I  thought  you  would  want  to  know." 

"  You  thought  right." 

"  Then,  sir,  Fm  mightily  glad  I  am  right,  sir ;  for  it  ain't  often,  sir,  that  a  poor 
fellow  is  right  when  he  is  with  all  this  quality,  sir." 

"  But  how  came  you  here  ?"  said  Claude. 

"  How  came  I  here,  sir  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  After  the  master,  sir  ;  at  the  same  time,  sir,  it's  mighty  glad  I  ana  to  see 
your  own  good-looking  face,  sir,  to  the  face.  And  it's  a  fine  looking  man  you 
are,  sir.  Sure,  and  the  girls,  sir,  have  been  pulling  caps  about  you  where  you 
come  from,  sir,  no  doubt.  Master,  don't  you  think,  sir,  that  it  would  be  as  well 
to  get  out  of  this  place  ?" 

"  Better  than  well,  Dennis.     Can  you  show  us  the  way  P" 

"  Well,  sir,  then  I  can." 

"■  That's  it,"  whispered  Jack  to  Claude. 

«  What  ?" 

"  He  will  lead  us  all  into  some  danger  by  order  of  the  abbess,'* 

"Hush!" 

"Well,  Dennis,"  said  Mr.  Eield,  "'  if  you  can  show  us  the  way  out  of  this 
place,  we  shall  be  much  indebted  to  you." 

•'  Well,  sir,  then,  it's  the  oddest  tMng  in  the  whole  world,  sir,  that  I  can  do  so 
at  all— at  all  j  but  you  see,  air,  just  in  an  accidental  kind  of  way  I  do  know  tha 
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way  out ;  and  if  you  will  all  follow  me,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  will  lead  you  fair 
and  easy  away." 

"  Go  on,  Denuig." 

"  This  was,  sir— this  way.'' 

Dennis  went  to  a  corner  of  the  chapel,  and  opened  with  a  key  that  he  had  in 
his  hand  a  secret  door,  and  pointing  through  it,  he  said— 

"  Now,  sir,  pray  go  on— all  of  you  pray  go  on,  and  it's  myself  that  will  follow 
you,  sir." 

"  And  where  does  that  lead  to  ?" 

"  To  the  garden,  sir." 

"Very  good,  then,  Dennis ;  you  will  go  first." 

"  Me,  sir  V 

"  Yes,  you." 

"Oh!  but,  sir,  where  would  be  my  manners  to  go  first,  sir,  I'd  like  to  be 
after  knowing  ?  Oh,  no,  sir,  it's  myself  that  will  follow  the  quality.  You  have 
nothing  to  do,  sir,  but  to  go  straight  on,  and  you  will  find,  the  saints  be  good  to 
us,  it's  all  right." 

Claude  whispered  to  Jack  and  Dick  ;  and  one  of  them  placed  himself  on  one 
side  of  Dennis,  and  the  other  on  the  other,  Claude  Duval  himself  stepped  up  to 
him  behind,  so  that  Dennis  was  environed  completely,  if  we  count  the  open  door 
as  one  side  of  the  four. 

"  Now,  Dennis,"  said  Claude,  "we  have  that  respect  for  you  that  we  insist 
upon  your  going  firsl." 

"  Me,  sir  i" 

"  Yes,  you.  So  you  had  better  go  at  once  without  any  further  bother  about  it. 
We  will  follow  you." 

"But  it's  all  right,  sir." 

"  We  know  that,  and  so  we  will  follow  you.  Do  you  think  for  a  moment  that 
we  would  follow  you  if  it  were  not  all  right?" 

"  But,  sir,  I— that  is— you " 

"  Go  on,  Dennis/' 

"  But,  sir — master,  I  don't  want  to  go  first.  I'm  only  a  poor  sort  of  fellow, 
you  know,  sir;  and,  bedad  !  I'd  rather  not  go  first.  Master,  will  you  speak  to  the 
gentlemen,  sir,  an  it  please  you,  sir  ?" 

"  No,  Dennis  ;  I  insist  upon  your  going  first." 

"Then,  sir,  i  won't !  I  ain't  very  well,  sir.  Let  me  go,  gentlemen.  I  don't 
feel  very  well.  I  want  to  go  away  altogether,  sir,  if  you  please.  Oh  I — oh  .' 
murder  I" 

Claude  Duval  caught  Dennis  by  the  back  of  the  neck  as  he  tried  to  make  a 
bolt  past  Jack,  and  held  him  firmly. 

"You  scoundrel!"  he  said,  "you  shall  go  whether  you  like  it  or  not." 

"Murder  1  murder!" 

By  one  of  those  efforts  of  strength  which  Claude  Duval  sometimes  astonished 
people  with,  he  fairly,  by  the  aid  of  both  his  hands,  lifted  Dennis  off  his  feet,  and 
flung  him  with  terrible  force  head-foremost  through  the  open  door  into  the  ob- 
scurity and  complete  darkness  beyond. 

There  was  one  loud  scream  from  Dennis  just  as  Duval  threw  him,  and  then, 
to  the  surprise  of  them  all,  they  did  not  hear  him  fall ;  but  in  about  three  or  four 
seconds  there  was  a  faint  cry,  as  if  far  away  in  the  very  bowels  of  the  earth. 

They  all  looked  at  each  other  in  amazement. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  that  ?"  said  Dick. 

"  I  can  guess,"  said  Jack. 

"And  so  can  I,"  said  Claude.     "  Get  one  of  the  candles,  Jack." 

Jack  run  to  one  of  the  candles  that  were  lighted  at  one  of  the  little  shrines  of 
the  chapel,  and  soon  brought  it  to  the  spot. 

"  Don't  be  rash,  Claude,"  he  said. 

"  No,  no ;  trust  me  for  that.     I  will  be  more  than  careful," 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  Duval  stood  upon  the  very  threshold  of  the  little  open 
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door  through  which  he  had  projected  Deonis,  aiKl,  stretching  out  his  arm  with 
the  candle,  be  looked  beyond  it. 

The  naystery  was  at  once  explaineS3. 

Beyond  tbe  door  there  was  no  flooring  at  all,  but  a  deep  chaam,  down  which 
Dennis  had  gone,  and  down  which  the  parfy  now  in  safoty  ia  the  ebapsl  would, 
no  doubt,  have  gone,  if  they  had  but  allowed  Dennis  to  be  the  last  one  of  .the 
lot,  for,  no  doubt,  if  any  difficulty  had  arisen  he  would  have  made  a  rush  at 
them,  and,  80  taking  them  by  surprise,  have  pjrecipitftted  Duval,  hia  friends,  and 
his  master,  down  the  chasm. 

After  that,  the  young  girls  Wisuld  h^ve  been  an  easy  prey  to  the  abbess  and 
the  old  nuns,  who,  no  doubt,  were  waiting  with  some  eagerness  the  result  of  the 
diabolical  experiment. 

"  It's  all  over  with  Dennis,**  said  Claude,  aiS  he  drew  back. 

«'  How  80  ?'*  said  Mr.  Field. 

"Look!" 

Claude  handed  him  the  light,  and  aa  Duval  had  done,  he,  too,  took  a  cautious 
look  through  the  .open  door,  and  then  be  turned  away  with  a  shudder. 

"  It  is,  indeed,  all  over  with  him." 

♦♦  No  man  more  richly  merited  the  fate  hs  has  come  to,"  said  Dick. 

«'  And  may  all  such  so  perish,"  eaid  Jaok.  "He  was  the  very  worst  of  traitors, 
for  he  betrayed  the  hand  that  fed  him." 

Jack  closed  the  door,  and  they  ahrunk  from  the  very  vicinity  of  it.  Then 
Claude  Duval  said  in  a  clear  voie©-^ 

"Take  good  care  of  these  young  ladiee,  and  follow  me,  I  will  pot  remain 
aaoth&r  minute  wiii^ogly  iu  Uhs  most  odious  place."^ 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXIX. 

TiliB   DEPART\JaB   FBOM   THE   CHAPEI,  AND  THE   MYSTERlfeS  OP  THE  GARDEN. 

Alicia  hung  upon  the  arm  of  Mr.  Field,  and  they  followed  Claude  Duval 
closoly.  After  them  oame  the  three  young  girls,  and  Dick  and  Jack,  each  with 
9,  loaded  pistol  in  his  hand,  brought  up  the  rear  of  the  little  party. 

Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  were  quite  clearly  in  that  frame  of  mind  that  it 
was  not  likely  they  would  stop  at  trifles  in  effecting  their  escape  from  the  convent. 
The  atrocious  attempts  that  had  been  made  not  only  ^upon  their  own  lives  but 
upon  the  lives  of  the  innocent  and  beautiful  girls  who  were  with  them,  had  cer- 
tainly had  the  effect  of  enraging  Claude  and  his  friends  beyond  all  endurance; 
and  if  any  of  the  old  nuns  or  the  abbess  had  come  in  their  way,  it  is  very  likely 
that  they  would  hardly  have  stopped  to  consider  whether  their  sex  gave  them 
any  particular  claim  to  mercy. " 

There  was  a  look  about  the  face  of  Duval  which  let  Jack  sec,  for  be  knew 
him  well^  Ihat  his  patience  and  temper  had  been  tried  to  the  very  utmost  by  the 
events  that  bad  taken  place  in  the  convent. 

Proceeding  along  tbe  aisles  of  the  chapel,  Claude  reached  a  kind  of  transcept, 
at  one  end  of  which  was  an  arched  door,  which  had  evidently  jjf  en  designed  by 
the  af  cliitect  «f  th«  plaee  to  be  the  principal  mode  of  egress  andihgresa  from  the 
chapel. 

This  door  was  securely  and  elaborately  bolted>  bat  it  did  not  prcseflt  any 
apparent  obstacle  to  getting  it  open,  till  all  the  bolts,  and  there  were  five  in  num- 
ber, were  withdjawn,  and  then  therr  was  evidently  sojne  hindrance  to  its  opening 
which  Claude  at  the  instant  could  not  detect. 

There  was  no  l.o«k. 

"  Confound  tho  dooB,"  said  Claude,  "  I  don't  know  wh&k  k  th«  matter  with 
it.    Just  conitf  and  look  to  it,  Jack.  _^You,  I  know,  oomprehend  these  things." 
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Jack  stepped  forward,  and  by  the  aid  of  one  of  the  lights,  htt  carefully  ex- 
!!    amined  the  door,  and  then  he  said— 

'j       "  I  have  it,  Claude.     Don't  you  aee  that  there  is  a  long  iroa  pin  here  down  ^ 
the  side,  which  holds  it  all  the  way  by  a  kind  of  lip,  that  just  comcB  over  it  '{" 
"  Ah,  yes  ;  what  are  we  to  do  ?" 
"  Hold  the  light.    Dick,  have  vou  the  crow-bar  ?" 
"  It  is  here." 
*'  That  will  do." 

With  the  crow-bar,  that  had  already  been  of  such  use  to  them,  Jack  tapped 
the  long  piece  of  iron,  till  he  found  a  part  pf  it  that  returned  a  much  duller  sound 
than  the  rest.  ,■ 

"  This  is  the  spot  to  try  it,"  he  said. 

There  were  few  persons  who  could  wrench  with  a  crow4)ar  with  greater  skill 
than  Sixteen-string  Jack,  and  now  he  managed  to  place  it  in  such  a  position  that 
the  long  piece  of  iron  gave  a  sharp  crack  and  flew  aside  upon  its  hinpes;  for  it 
was'hinged  all  the  way  like  the  locking  pilastres  that  are  now  so  fasionable  to 
pedestal  chests  of  drawers. 

"  That's  it,"  said  Jack.  *'  There  is  a  secret  spring  that  held  it,  an  i  which  i 
we  had  known  the  way  to  aot  upon  it,  no  doubt  would  have  moved  the  iron  rim  at 
once.     1  have  broken  it,  though,  so  our  end  is  answered." 

Upon  D^jval  trying  the  door,  now,  it  opened  at  once,  aUhough  rustily,  upon  its 
hinges,  for  it  had  evidently  noibeen  used  for  a  very  long  time  indeed. 

"Oh — on,"  eaid  Duval,  as  he  forced  the  door  open.  "  1  will  get  through 
every  obstacle  to  liberty  out  of  this  place,  the  very  atmosphere  of  which,  if 
depressing." 

'fhere  was  quite  a  gush  of  fiold  air  upon  their  faces  as  they  went  out  of  the 
chapel.     Immediately  outside  the  door  was  a  little  portico  with  a  dome  top,  and 
beyond  that  they  found  half  a  dozen  stone  steps,  that  le4  at  once  into  the  garden, 
"  Bravo  !"  said  Dick,  "  all's  right  now." 
*'  I  don't  koow  that,"  said  Jack. 

•*  Why,  what  have  we  to  be  afraid  of?  I  think  that,  hoftestly  speaking,  we 
are  a  match  for  the  abbess  and  all  the  nuns,  if  they  were  to  have  the  folly  and 
the  temerity  to  attack  us." 

"  That  they  will  not  do,  but  I  am  thinking  of  what  the  abbess  told  Claude 
about  there   being  only  one  path  through  the  garden,  in  consequence  of  the 
spring-guns  and  the  steel-traps  that  were  in  it." 
"  Oh,  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  that." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so.  What  do  you  thinjc  of  it,  Duval  ?  We  are 
talking  of  the  danger  of  the  garden." 

"We  can't  help  it,"  said  Claude.  "  I  should  say  come  on,  and  don't  heed 
the  one  half,  or  the  whole  of  the  abbess's  story  about  the  may-be  romance." 

Ttiey  were  all  very  well  pleased  to  hear  that  Claude  Duval,  whom  they  looked 
upon  as  rather  a  high  authority,  had  such  an  opinion  regarding  the  dangers  of 
the  garden,  for  the  novices  as  well  as  Alicia  had  during  their  residence  at  the 
convent  been  duly  informed  of  thosa  dangers. 

There  was  one  particular  portion  of  the  convent  garden  only,  the  whole  of 
which  was,  not  without  reason,  supposed  to  be  within  the  view  of  some  window 
of  the  house  from  which  the  abbess  could  look,  in  which  the  novices  were 
allowed  to  walk ;  but  they  had  been  told  that  if  they  ventured  to  go  beyond  that 
spot  they  would  encounter  such  injuries  as  would  be  to  them  a  source  of  pain 
and  suffering  while  they  might  exist. 

Claude  Duval,  though,  took  a  very  common-sense  view  of  this  matter ;  and,  in 
the  first  place,  he  thought  thai  the  abbess  said  too  much  about  the  dangers  of  the 
garden  for  them  to  be  real;  and,  in  the  second  place,  he  knew  how  difficult  it 
would  be  to  maintain  anything  like  such  machinery  for  injuring  people,  as  she 
would  fain  make  others  believe  was  tore,  in  anything  like  a  good  state  of 
repair. 
Spring-guns  require  c-onfltaatly  neloading  and  looking  toipuspring-traps  get 
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rusty  and  fall  to  pieces ;  so,  taking  one  thing  with  another,  Duval  was  much 
inclined  to  think  that  the  abbess  drew  rather  largely  upon  her  imagination  for 
her  facts,  or  pretended  facts,  concerning  the  dangers  of  the  convent  garden. 

With  such  impressions,  then,  he  resolved  to  take  the  shortest  route  he  could 
to  liberty  with  those  who  were  entrusted  to  his  care. 

"  This  way,"  he  said.  "  Keep  close  to  me.  CQme  on— come  on.  Why, 
there  is  daylight  enough  for  us  to  see  well." 

"  There  is,  indeed,"  said  Jack. 

"  Claude— Claude,"  said  Dick,  "  I  don't  know  if  you  know  it,  but  the  fact  is, 
you  aire  going,  to  my  judgment,  dir  ectly  the  contrary  way  to  the  lodge  entrance  at 
the  corner  of  the  lane." 

"  I  know  it." 

"Then  I  have  no  more  to  say." 

"  Allow  me  to  explain  that,  during  my  researches  in  the  garden,  I  saw  that 
there  was  a  doOr  in  the  wall.  It  was  of  iron,  to  my  thinking,  but  it  has,  no 
doubt,  a  lock,  aud  that  will  be  as  easily  found  as  the  lock  of  a  wooden  door.  My 
object  is  to  take  you  to  that  door  in  the  wall,  and  to  let  Jack  try  his  skill 
upon  it." 

"  I  will,"  said  Jack. 

"  Of  one  thing,"  added  Claude,  "  we  may  he  assured,  and  that  is,  that  the 
fastenings  of  the  doors,  be  they  what  they  may,  are  on  this  side ;  50  I  cannot 
for  a  moment  think  that  they  can  be  any  very  insurmountable  obstacles  to  our 
proceeding.'' 

"  They  cannot,  indeed,"  said  Jack  j  "and  it  is  infinitely  better  to  leave  the 
place  by  such  means  than  by  the  ordinary  lodge  entrance." 

While  this  little  discourse  was  going  on  Claude  had  proceeded  not  very  rapidly, 
but  easily  and  steadily,  along  the  path  of  the  garden  which  seemed  most  likely 
to  lead  him  in  the  direction  he  wanted. 

The  early  dawn  was  just  casting  ite  cold,  grey  light  upon  the  tops  of  the  old 
trees  in  the  place,  and  the  birds  were  beginning  to  awaken  from  their  slumbers. 

A  rather  keen,  fresh  air  was  blowing;  but  that  was  rather  delightful  after  the 
vivid  recollection  they  all  had  of  the  direful  and  unwholesome  vapours  they  had 
had  to  encounter  in  the  dismal  vaults  of  the  convent. 

Claude  Duval  was  beginning  quite  to  congratulate  himself  upon  the  fact  that 
the  abbess  had  only  spoken,  as  she  had  done  of  the  dangers  of  the  garden,  to 
frighten  him  and  others,  when  a  circumstance  occurred  which  gave  rather  a  new 
turn  to  his  thoughts. 

As  he  went  on  he  was  rather  surprised  to  see  lying  in  his  pathway  a  quantity 
of  dry  twigs,  which  appeared  to  be  scattered  too  artfully  to  be  the  product  of 
chance, 

Duval  paused  a  moment,  but  only  for  a  moment,  and  so  very  brief  was  the 
pause  that  it  could  hardly  be  observed  by  those  who  followed  him.  He  did  not 
say  anything ;  but,  planting  one  foot  firmly  on  the  ground,  he  advanced  the  other, 
when,  to  his  astonishment,  the  moment  he  hurled  aside  one  of  the  pieces  of  wood, 
the  whole  fell  with  a  crash,  revealing  the  fact  that  there  was  a  pit  of  about  fifteen 
or  twenty  feet  in  depth,  which  was  just  the  width  of  the  path,  and  which  had 
been  loosely  covered  over  by  wood,  and  the  debris  of  the  garden,  for  the  purpose 
of  making  it  appear  to  be  all  level  ground. 

"  Hold  !"  cried  Claude. 

"What  is  amiss?"  said  Mr.  Field, 

"Nothing  particular." 

Mr.  Field  got  to  the  brink  of  the  pit,  and  gazed  at  it  with  surprise. 

**  Why,  what  can  this  mean?" 

"Only  a  little  trap  in  which  to  catch  any  one  who  might  happen  to  come  this 
way,  that  is  all  j  but,  as  we  have  avoided  it,  why  it  don't  matter  to  us  now.  I 
am  rather  surprised  that  the  abbess  could  think  it  possible  that  any  one  would 
be  taken  in  by  such  an  obvious  arrangement." 

"  She  relied  upoa  night  favouring  the  delusion,"  said  Dick, 
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"  The  fall  would,  no  doubt,"  said  Jack,  "  have  inflicted  such  injury  as  to  make 
capture  certain." 

"  No  doubl  of  that,"  said  Claude.  '■  It  would  be  difficult  to  fall  into  a  hole 
like  that  and  avoid  a  broken  or  a  sprained  limb ;  so  that  then  her  ladyship  could 
eome  at  her  leisure  and  take  what  sort  of  vengeance  she  liked  upon  the  inter- 
loper." 

"  Even  so,"  said  Alici^.  "  I  have  heard  her  say  that  there  were  deep  holes 
in  the  grounds  that  went  far  down  into  the  very  centre  ef  the  earth." 

Claude  laughed  at  this  extensive  idea  of  Alicia's  about  the  pitfall  going  to  the 
centre  of  the  earth,  and  he  said — 

*'  Without  going  so  far  as  that;  it  goes,  no  doubt,  quite  far  enough  for  mischief. 
I  think,  though,  that  now  we  know  what  are  the  descriptions  of  danger  in  the 
place,  we  may  very  well  guard  against  them." 

As  he  spoke,  he  tore  from  a  tree  close  at  hand  rather  a  long  jagged  bough,  and 
determined  to  use  it  to  test  the  stability  of  the  ground  as  he  went  on. 

A  very  slight  deviation  from  the  path  enabled  them  to  get  past  the  spot  where 
the  pit  was ;  and  they  went  on  in  safety  for  some  time.  The  morning  light, 
which  each  moment  increased,  was  certainly  a  very  great  aid  to  tbem,  so  that, 
after  all,  as  Alicia  said — 

"  Everything  is  for  the  best.  We  were  agrieved  at  the  many  delays  which  the 
destructive  spirit  of  the  abbess  placed  in  our  way  when  we  were  trying  to  leave  the 
convent,  and  now  we  find  that  the  effect  of  all  those  delays  has  been  just  to 
give  us  daylight  to  find  our  way  in,  and  that,  having  such  daylight,  we  have 
avoided  a  fall  into  yonder  pit." 

"  Even  so,"  said  Claude.  "  We  never  do  know  in  this  world,  so  short- 
sighted are  we,  as  to  what  is  to  come,  that  which  is  good  for  us." 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  the  report  of  a  gun  being  discharged  came  upon 
their  ears,  and  a  shower  of  leaves  from  a  tree  close  at  hand  fell  among  them. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXX. 

THE  ABBESS  T3  COMPELLED  TO  LET  HER  PREY  ESCAPE  HER  AT  LAST. 

Claub  Duval  did  not  allow  himself  for  a  moment  to  be  put  out  of  his  way 
by  this  attack ;  for  that  it  was  an  attack  there  could  be  no  sort  of  doubt. 

Drawing  a  pistol  from  his  pocket,  he  just  glanced  around  him,  and  made  up 
his  mind  in  which  direction  the  shot  had  come,  and  then  he  fired. 

The  moment  that  he  pulled  the  trigger  of  the  pistol,  he  called  out— 

"  Forward— forward  !  now,  quickly,  before  there-  is  time  to  fire  a  second  shot 
at  us.  Follow  me,  and  depend  upon  my  leading  you  all  right.  Ah  !  there  is  the 
gate  in  the  wall.    Jack  i" 

"Yes,  Claude?" 

"  Run  on  before,  and  open  the  gate.    We  will  follow  you.    Do  vou  see  it  ?" 

"I  do." 

Jack  ran  on  to  the  wall  which  had  just  become  visible  between  two  trees,  and 
there,  sure  enough,  was  the  little  low-arched  iron  door  that  Duval  had  spoken  of 
to  his  friends. 

That  it  was  the  abbess  herself  who  had  fired  the  gun  at  the  party,  but  who 
had  been  foiled  in  doing  them  any  harm,  owing  to  the  abundant  character  of  the 
vegetation  about  that  apot,  Duval  did  not  doubt.  His  only  hope  now  was,  that 
she  might  not  know  exactly  how  to  load  the  gun  again,  or  that  if  she  did,  she 
might  not  have  the  means  at  hand  to  do  so. 

A  glance  from  Claude  to  Dick  let  the  latter  see  that  he  thought  the  present 
danger  rather  great ;  and  so,  indeed,  it  was,  for  if  the  abbess  were  to  make  an 
apearance  and  fire  with  shot  at  the  party,  the  odds  were  very  greatly  in  favour  of 
her  hitting  somebody  j  and  it  would  have  been  a  hard  case,  Indeed,  if  any  of  the 
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young  girls  had  been  killed  or  badly  wounded  at  the  moment  of  escape,  after 
passing  through  so  many  of  the  dangers  of  the  convent. 
^^  "Jack,"  cried  Claude,  *'  how  do  you  get  on  ?" 
'  *•  It  is  an  old  lock." 

*•  Can  you  pick  it  ?" 

«' No,  Claude." 

'•  Then  force  it.  Jack ;  for,  on  my  honour,  I  don't  think  that  there  is  any  time 
to  spare."  - 

t  "  The  deuce  there  isn't  '."said  Jack. 

When  Claude  said  such  a  thing  as  tliat  Jack  felt  quite  certain  that  he  had 
good  cause  for  haste  ;  so,  taking  the  crowbar  in  his  hand.  Jack  plunged  the 
fine  flat  end  of  it. between  the  door  and  the  wall,  and  by  a  powerful  effort  of 
leverage,  burst  the  ddor  open, 

"All's  right,"  he  cried. 

"Thank  Heaven  l"  said  Claude,     "Mr.  Field?" 

"  Yes— yes." 

'*  Take  the  ladies  out  of  the  garden.     Quick— quick  !'* 
'   "  At  once — at  once !" 
t  "No  !"  cried  a  voice.     "  Too  late  !" 

Claude  turned  in  the  direction  the  voice  proceeded  from,  and  just  emerging 
from  amid  a  clump  of  trees  that  grew  on  one  side  of  a  narrow  gravelled  path  he 
saw  the  abbess,  with  a  short  carbine  in  her  hands,  which  she  levelled  at  the 
party. 

••  Stir  one  step,  any  of  you,  and  I  fire  !'*  she  cried. 

«•  Stop !'  said  Claude. 

"  Ha !  ha !  you  are  in  my  power !"  said  the  abbess. 

Claude  gave  Dick  a  look,  and  then  they  both  placed  themselves  befo«!  the 
terrified  girls,  eo  that  if  the  abbess  were  to  fire,  they  would  intercept  the  shcrts; 
and  then  Duval  said  to  her  with  great  coolness — 

"Madara,  I  am  loth  to  take  the  life  of  a  woman  ;  but  I  swear  to  you  that  if 
you  do  not  depart  at  once,  and  cease  to  annoy  us,  1  will  forget  that  your  sex 
claims  my  consideration,  and  kill  you  as  T  would  a  mad  dog." 

"Base  words  !"  said  the.  abbess-r-". base  words  ;  but  I  well  know  my  dungtr, 
and  I  likewise  well  know  my  resources." 

"You  had  better  leave  us."  - 

"  No  I  I  know  that  this  establishment  cannot  subsist  after  what  has  happened 
here  to-night;  and  after  what  you  and  your  myrmidons  are  cognisant  of,  i  know 
that  you  will  denounce  this  house,  and  that  the  evil  spirit  of  the  English  laws, 
which  are  not  made  to  favour  Catholicism,  will  be  down  upon  me  and  mine. 
I  care  not  to  outlive  the  ruin  of  this  house." 

"  Rash  woman,  you  know  not  what  you  say.'' 

"I  know  well  what  you  say,  and  ray  whole  and  sole  object  is  not  to  die 
quite  unavenged.  In  this  death-deahng  carbine  I  hold  the  lives  of  several  of  you. 
1  only  now  gloat  over  the  destruction  1  can  at  any  moment  hurl  among  you." 

'■  You  are  mad." 

"  Perhaps  I  am—perhaps  I  have  always  been  mad.  I  know  I  was  mad  to 
trust  you,  and  be  fooled  by  you  as  I  was  ;  but  it  was  passion  bhnded  me.  I 
would  have  made  you  rich  as  any  prince  ;  but  now  that  you  have  deceived  me  I 
will  kill  you." 

"  And  do  yourself  no  good." 

*'  I  care  not." 

•'  Come,  now,   I  will  make  conditions  with  you." 

"  I'll  not  believe  you.' 
♦'  Nay,  why  not  ?" 

"  I  made  a  bargain  with  you,  and  you  deceived  me— shall  I  be  twice  a  foot 
within  twenty-four  hours  ?  No.  I  do  not  know  who  or  \yhat  you  are  ;  but  I 
think  thsit  you  are  some  bold  and  skilful  spy  of  the  police.  ;  But  whether  you 
are  or  not,  1  am  lost  and  ruined,  and  I  will  have  revenge  !'* 
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jy,  "  Dick,"  said  Claude,  "  she  will  fire." 

"  Of  course." 

"If  anything  happens  to  me,  Dick,  leave  me  here." 

"„If  I  do,  may  I  be-^—     Well,  no  matter." 

"Ah  !"  cried  the  abbess,    "  I  see  you.  It  will  not  do.     Die,  all  of  you  !" 
._^What  she  had  seen  was  Jack,  who,  dodging  behind   Dick  and  Claude  with  a 
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pistol  in  his  hand,  had  just  got  on  one 
knee  witli  the  hope  of  being  able  to  hii 
her  down  by  a  lucky  shot  belbve  she 
could  pull  the  trigger  of  the  carbine 
she  had  in  her  hands. 

This  only  expedited  the  catastrophe, 
for  before  Jack  could  get  a  good  nim  at 
her,  she  slightly  raised  the  barrel  cf 
the  carbine,  and  with  a  wdd  shriek  of 
joy,  exulting  at  the  destiuction  she 
considered  she  would  spread  among 
the  party,  she  pulled  the  trigger. 
The  gun  only  flashed  in  the  pan, 
and  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  were  saved  from  what  might  have  been  a  most 
serious  calamity. 

Duval  drew  a  long  breath,  but  he  did  not  say  a  word.  Advancing  with  a 
pistol  in  his  hand,  he  kept  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  face  of  the  abbess. 

When  she  found  that  the  carbine  had  missed  fire,  she  had  uttered  such  a  cry, 
that  any  one  would  have  thought  she  had  really  been  wounded  to  the  death. 

Then"  casting  the  useless  weapon  to  the  ground,  she  seemed  intent  upon  flying 
from  the  spot ;  but  the  steady  gaze  of  Claude  Duvalevidently  exercised  a  strange 
fascinating  power  over  her,  and  there  she  remained  staring  at  him  as  though  she 
had  been  turned  to  stone. 

Duval  waved  his  arm  when  he  got  within  about  a  dozen  paces  of  her,  and 
cried— 

"  Away— away,  infamous  woman  !  My  duty  to  society,  I  know,  is  to  secure 
you,  and  give  vou  into  the  hands  of  the  law,  which  for  your  numerous  offences 
would  most  probably  put  you  to  death  ;  but  I  have  private  obligations  which 
press  too  much  upon  me  at  this  time  for  me  to  do  so.  Away  and  repent,  for 
soon  you  will  have  to  answer  both  at  an  earthly  and  heavenly  tribunal  lor  your 
black  and  malignant  life."  ^^___^___ 
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"Mercy!"  she  gasped. 

"  Away— away  !  Do  not  let  me  look  upon  that  most  awful  sight  that  man 
can  see— the  fears  of  a  wicked  woman." 

She  shuddered,  and  stepped  back  pace  after  pace;  but  instead  of  taking  the 
route  among  the  trees  as  she  had  come,  and  as  she,  no  doubt,  intended  to  go,  and 
thought  she  was  going,  she  took  the  little  path  by  the  side  of  the  thick  vegeta- 
tion. 

"  Away  !"  cried  Claude,  again. 

•'  Mercy — mercy !"  gasped  the  abbess.     "  Mercy !     Oh,  God  !'' 

These  were  the  last  words  she  spoke,  forj  to  the  horror  of  Claude  Duval,  who 
did  not  look  for  such  a  catastrophe,  that  path  into  which  she  hurried  in  her 
absence  of  mind  had  in  it  one  of  the  pitfalls  similar  to  the  one  he,  Duval,  had 
escaped  from. 

The  abbess  trod  upon  the  terrible  ground,  and  with  a  piercing  shriek  $be  fell 
headlong  backwards]  and  disappeared  as  ff  the  earth  of  its  own  accord,  or  at  the 
bidding  of  Heaven  itself,  had  opened  to  receive  her. 

"  She  is  gone,  by  Heaven  !"  said  Claude. 

The  novices  filled  the  air  with  shrieks  of  dismay,  and  it  was  with  some 
diflSculty  that  Mr.  Field  got  them  silent,  so  full  of  terror  were  they  at  the  awful 
end  of  the  abbess  of  the  convent. 

Dick  and  Jack  both  ran  up  to  Duval,  for  they  could  not  beli2ve  but  what 
something  serious  must  have  happened  to  him  at  the  moment. 

"V,  hat  is  it?"  said  Dick. 

"  Xes,  Claude,"  cried  Jack;  "  where  is  the  abbess  ?" 

"  Gone." 

"  Gone  has  she—" but  where  ?'* 

Claude  pointed  with  his  finger  downwards,  and  then  he  said — • 

"  She  has  gone  into  a  grave  of  her  own  fashioning;,  Jack.  Can  you  bear  to 
look  upon  her  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  I  don't  think  I  can.     Hark  !" 

A  strange  and  horrible  wailing  cry  came  upon  their  ears,  and  then  a  frightful 
scream,  after  which  all  was  still  as  the  grave  itself. 

"  This  is  horrible,"  said  Dick. 

"  I  cannot  bear  it,"  said  Jack.     "  Oh,  come  away." 

"No — no,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  it  looks  cowardly  to  leave  even  such  a 
woman  as  the  abbess  of  the  convent  in  the  awful  position  she  may  ba  in.  We 
are  men,  after  all,  and  it  is  our  duty  to  go  to  her  aid.  Come  with  me,  both  of 
you;  Mr,  Field  will  look  to  the  ladies  for  a  minute  or  two.     Will  you  come  ?" 

"Yes."  said  Dick. 

"  I  will  follow  you,"  said  Jack. 

Upon  this  Duval,  although  he  absolutely  shuddered  as  he  did  so,  strode  forward 
to  the  little  pathway,  about  six  paces  down  which  the  abbess  had  met  with  such 
a  fearful  catastrophe.  Arriving  at  the  edge  of  the  pit  he  cast  a  glance  down  it, 
and  then  turning  to  his  two  friends,  he  just  said — 

"  Look." 

They  did  look,  and  turned  away  pale  and  aghast. 

The  infernal  ingenuity  of  the  abbess  had  placed  at  the  bottom  of  that  pit  a 
terrible  machine  of  iron,  with  spikes  about  the  length  of  sword  blades  sticking 
up  from  it,  so  that  wrhoever  might  fall  into  the  pit  could  hardly  avoid  being 
piciced  through  by  them.  That  dreadful  fate  that  she  had  intended  for  others 
she  had  met  herself.  She  lay  at  the  bottom  of  the  pit  quite  transfixed  by  some 
of  the  spikes,  and  fast  bleeding  to  death,  although,  as  Claude  looked  down ,  he  saw 
some  slight  movement  of  one  of  her  arms  as  he  thought,  but  he  was  not  quite 
sure  of  that. 

For  a  moment  or  two,  neither  Claude  nor  his  two  friends  spoke,  and  then  it 
was  Dick  who  said — 
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"On  your  soul,  Claude,  tell  me,  do  you  think  anything  can  be  done  for  that 
woman  ?  for,  if  so,  I  will  scramble  down  the  sides  of  the  pit  in  some  sort  of  way." 

"  No,"  said  Claude.     "No— and  yet—" 

*'  Yet  what  ?'' 

"  It  would  be  a  mercy  to  send  a  bullet  through  her  brain." 

"  She  is  dead,"  said  Jack.  "  1  have  taken  a  second  look.  Come  away,  and  rest 
content,  Claude,  with  the  fact  that  she  is  dead." 

"  I  am  glad  to  think  that  it  is  so,"  said  Claude.  "  One  would  not  have^uch 
a  woman  as  that  suffer." 

"  Certainly  not." 

*'  Come  away — come  away,"  said  Dick.  "  At  all  events,  it  is  a  gracious 
thought  for  us  that  she.  come  by  ber  death  by  an  act  every  way  her  own, 
and  with  which  we  had  notiiiog  to  do." 

"  You  are  right  there,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "  I  would  not  have  had  that 
woman's  death  upon  my  conscience  for  any  money." 

"Nor  I." 

"  It  will  be  better,"  said  Claude,  "to  say  nothing  of  the  fearful  state  in  which 
we  have  seen  the  abJjess  to  the  ladies." 

"  Certainly  not,  Claude,"  said  Dick.  "  Which  of  us,  I  wonder,  would  like  to 
set  about  describmg  to  them  such  a  scene  ?" 

"  Not  I,"  said  Jack, 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Claude.  "  So  now  come  on,  and  I  for  one  shall  breathe  a  little 
more  freely  when  [  have  left  this  terrible  abode.  The  death  of  the  abbess,  I 
think,  almost  absolves  us,  does  it  not,  from  the  necessity  of  any  further  interfer- 
ence with  Berrymead  Priory  or  its  inhabitants?" 

"  It  does,  to  my  thinking,"  said  Dick,  "  for  some  time  to  come,  at  the  least." 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXI. 

GENTLEMAN   JACK   HAS   HIS  LAST  ADVENTUEB. 

While  this  little  examination  into  the  condition  of  the  abbess  of  the  convent 
was  going  on  upon  the  part  of  Claude  and  of  his  two  friends,  Dick  and  Jack, 
Mr.  Field  had  very  properly  and  prudently  taken  the  ladies  through  the  little 
iron  door  in  the  wall  into  the  lane,  that  ran  along  by  the  outside  of  the  wall  of 
the  garden. 

There  they  were  not  only  tolerably  safe  from  any  further  attacks  upon  the  part 
of  the  convent  authorities,  but  they  were  out  of  hearing  of  anything  that  might 
hrtve  a  tendency  to  increase  the  condition  of  alarm  into  which  they  had  been 
thrown. 

Upon  Claude  and  his  two  friends  seeking  them,  the  novices  and  Alicia  looked 
as  thouo;h  they  would  have  been  glad  to  have  received  some  information  regarding 
what  had  taken  place  in  the  garden  that  had  seemed  so  alarming,  and  Claude 
thought  it  was  better  to  say  something  than  to  leave  them  entirely  to  their  own 
conjectures  upon  the  subject. 

"  Rest  contented,"  he  said,  "as  regards  two  things — one  is,  that  the  lady 
abbess  of  the  convent  will  trouble  you  no  more ;  and  the  other  is,  that  none  of  us 
have  her  death  to  answer  for,  in  any  shape  or  way  whatever." 

Ihcse  words  were  sufficient  to  let  the  novices  know  that  their  greatenemy  was 
no  more,  at  the  same  time  that  they  did  not  have  the  effect  of  inducing  any 
belief  that  he  who  had  been  so  true  a  friend  to  them  had  found  it  necessary  or 
politic  to  have  the  death  of  that  abandoned  and  truly  horrible  "fern  ale  io  answer 
for. 

A  feeling  of  great  relief  came  over  all  their  minds  at  this  assurance,  and  they 
were  content,  or  seemed  to  be  content  with  the  amount  of  information  thej 
then  possessed,  aiid  did  not  seek  for  more.  j 
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This  was  so  far  satisfactory,  then,  to  Claude  Duval,  that  he  felt  the  whole 
affair,  as  regarded  the  convent  of  Berrymead,  had  assumed  an  aspect  that  would 
not  make  it  necessary  for  him,  or  Dick,  or  Jack,  to  interfere  further  in  it. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Field,"  he  said,  "here  we  are  in  the  open  air,  and  I  think  we  may 
take  upon  ourselves  to  say,  that  we  have  nothing  further  to  do  with  the  building 
that  lies  within  this  gloomy  wall." 

"  I  hope  not,  indeed." 

"You,"  continued  Claude,  "can  make  your  own  arrangements  regarding 
Alicia,  and  for  what  my  friends  and  I  have  been  able  to  do,  I  have  only  one 
favour  to  ask." 

"  What  is  that  ?" 

"  It  is,  that  you  will  charge  yourself  with  the  care  of  these  young  ladies,  and 
see  that  they  reach  their  friends  in  safety." 

"  Most  cheerfully  will  1  do  so  ;  and  I  will  promise  even  more  than  the.t,  for  if 
it  should  so  happen  that  the  bigotiy  of  any  of  their  friends  should  be  so  great 
that  thev  hesitate  to  receive  them  in  the  manner  one  may  wish,  I  and  Ahcia 
will  offer  them  a  home  with  us,  for  it  will  be  quite  impossible  we  should 
ever  /orget  the  mutual  aid  and  assistance,  and  the  common  dangers  we  have  all 
passed  through  together  upon  this  eventful  night,  that  is  now  with  the  past." 

It  was  quite  impossible  that  Mr.  Field  could  have  said  anything  else  which 
would  have  given  Claude  Duval  more  satisfaction  than  this,  for  it  at  once  re- 
lieved him  of  what,  to  him,  might  have  been  the  most  awkward  part  of  the  whole 
adventure,  namely,  the  care  of  the  young  girls  who  had  been  rescued  from  the 
convent. 

'rurning  to  Dick  and  Jack,  Claude  said  in  an  undertone— 

"We  have  but  to  get  our  horses  now,  and  to  bid  adieu  to  these  kind  friends, 
with  whom  we  have  been  associated  in  this  adventure." 

Dick  and  Jack  at  once  assented  to  this  view  of  the  affair ;  but  it  happened  that 
Claude  Duval  had  not  spoken  in  so  low  atone  but  that  Mr.  Field  had  heard  hira, 
80  stepping  up  to  him,  he  said — 

"  Duval,  can  you  spare  me  a  few  moments  of  your  time  V 

"  With  pleasure  :  what,  would  you  say  ?" 

Mr.  Field  led  him  a  little  in  advance  of  the  party,  and  then  witli  an  air  and 
manner  of  evident  emotion,  he  said  to  him — 

"  Do  you  think,  that  after  all  you  have  done  for  me  and  mine,  I  can  possibly 
think  of  parting  with  you  thus?  Do  you  think  that  I  have  no  heart,  and  that  I 
do  not  feel  deeply  to  its  inmost  core'  what  I  owe  to  you  ?" 

"  I  never  thought  any  such  thing,"  said  Duval. 

"Then  let  me  tell  you  that  I  feel  such  gratitude  towards  you,  that  all  I  possess 
is  at  your  behest.  I  pray  you  to  desert  the  mode  of  life  you  are  now  engaged 
in,  and  induce  your  two  friends  to  do  so  likewise.  Come,  then,  with  me,  and 
with  Alicia,  and  we  will  |.'rov  ide  a  home  for  you.  What  I  propose  is,  that  we 
all  reside  together." 

Claude  shook  his  head. 

"Nay,  do  not  put  a  negative  upon  the  matter.  Alicia  and  I  quite  understand 
each  other  regarding  it,  and  have  briefly  spoken  of  it  together." 

Again  Duval  shook  his  head  doubtingly. 

"You  have  not  heard  all  that  I  have  to  say,"  added  Mr.  Field.  "Will  you 
listen  to  me  with  patience?" 

"  I  will." 

"Then,  Claude  Duval,  what  I  propose  is  just  this,  that  we — that  is,  Alicia  and 
I — purchase  an  estate  some  way  in  the  country,  and  that  we  and  such  of  the 
novices  as  may  want  a  temporary  or  a  perraaueiit  home,  reside  there  with  you 
and  your  two  friends.  We  shall  all  be  far  enough  removed  from  popular  ob- 
servation for  you  to  be  safe  along  with  your  two  associates  ;  and  as  by  the 
course  of  time  the  memory  of  your  deeds  will  by  your  non-appearance  in  public 
grow  faint,  so  will  your  sense  of  security  be  all  the  greater;  and  you  will,  at 
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least,  feel  that  there  is  no  danger,  even  if  you  were  inclined  to  mingle  a  little  with 
the  great  world  again." 

Claude  Duval  was  silent  for  a  few  moments;  and  it  was  evident  that  the  propo- 
sition so  kindly  made  by  Mr.  Field  had  greatly  affected  him.  When  he  spoke 
again,  it  was  in  a  very  different  tone  of  voice  to  any  that  he  had  hitherto  used. 

"Mr.  Field,"  he  said,  "  if,  not  very  long  ago,  this  proposition  had  been  made 
to  me,  I  should  have  accepted  it." 
"  But  why  not  now  ?" 
"  I  will  tell  you." 

"  Yes ;  but  1  hope  to  conquer  your  scruples." 

"  Listen  :  there  was  one  whom  I  loved,  but  she  is  now  with  the  dead.    From 
that  time  my  heart  has  become,  as  it  were,  a  barren  waste ;  and  I  can  know  no 
peace  but  in  the  wild  excitements  of  the  life  I  lead,  or  in  the  grave  !" 
"  Do  not  say  so  !" 

"  It  is  the  truth;  so  urge  me  no  more.  I  will  find  you  out  and  see  you  now 
and  then,  when  I  can  do  so  without  the  chance  of  casting  a  slur  upon  your  fair 
fame  with  the  world,  by  letting  it  seem  that  you  have  such  an  acquaintance  as 
Claude  Duval,  the  highwayman.  And  now,  if  you  would  really  be  kind  to  me, 
you  will  say  no  more  upon  this  subject." 

After  such  a  speech  as  that  from  Claude  Duval,  of  course  it  was  quite  out  of 
the  question  that  Mr.  Field  should  further  urge  his  argument ;  so  he  merely 
bowed  and  said— 

"  Your  wishes  shall  be  laws  to  me." 

"  Nay,  now,"  said  Duval,  as  he  held  out  his  hand,  "do  not  let  us  feel  any 
coolness  towards  each  other,  or  disagreement  upon  this  matter.  Let  me  have  the 
satisfiction  of  knowing  that  I  still  have  in  you  a  friend." 

"Yau  have — you  have,  indeed  \"  said  Field,  as  he  wrung  the  hand  of  Claude 
Duval.     "  You  have  in  me  a  friend,  and  you  ever  will !" 

There  could  be  very  little  doubt  but  that  Alicia  and  Dick  and  Jack  understood 
pretty  well  what  was  passing  between  Claude  Duval  and  Mr.  Field  ;  but  they 
said  not  a  word  when  they  both  slackened  their  pace  and  allowed  the  party  to 
come  up  with  them. 

Duval  looked  tolerably  cheerful;  and  the  little  party  in  a  short  space  of  lime 
reached  the  spot  where  Claude  and  his  friends  had  left  their  horses.  There  w;is 
then  a  strange  kind  of  gloom  on  the  whole  of  them  ;  and  Duval,  as  he  patted  the 
neck  of  his  steed,  said  with  a  voice  of  feeling — 

"  ]jadies,  I  and  my  friends  will  bid  you  good-day  at  this  point  of  your  phns. 
Mr.  Field  will  take  every  possible  care  of  you,  I  know  ;  and  I  can  only  say  that 
it  will  be  your  own  faults  if  ever  you  enter  a  convent  again  ;  and  that  I  wish  jou 
all  good  husbands  as  soon  as  possible.     Come  on.  Jack." 

Claude  sprang  upon  his  horse;  and,  as  his  friends  were  already  mounted,  they 
all  three  were  ready  for  the  road. 

"  Now,"  said  Claude,  in  a  whisper,  *'  let  us  be  off  as  soon  as  we  can,  for  the 
longer  vie  stay  here  the  more  painful  will  be  the  parting  upon  both  sides." 
"  Let's  cry  out  good-by,  then,"  said  Dick,  "and  gallop  off." 
''No — no,"  said  Jack.     "  Not  that — not  that.     We  ought   to   shake   hands 
with  all  the  novices  before  we  go  ;   so,  Dick,  don't  be  over-hasty." 
"As  you  please." 

"Jack  was  alw^ays  very  gallant  to  the  ladies,"  said  Claude  with  a  smile. 
This  hand-shaking  that  Jack  was   so  anxious  about  was  gone  through  very 
tearfully  by  the  young  girls,  who  considered  that  they  were  so  much  beholden  to 
Claude   and  his   friends   that  it  was  impossible  to  bid  them  adieu  without 
emotion. 

'  We  shall  meet  again,  surely  ?"  said  Frances. 
Claude  bowed  and  smiled  faintly. 
"  Ah,  you  do  not  mean  it,  then  ?" 

"  Yes,  1  do.  I  hope  that  we  shall  meet  again,  and  it  shall  not  be  my  fault  if 
we  do  not.    Farewell." 
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With  these  vvords,  Claude  gave  his  horse  a  slight  hint  to  go  on,  and  as  he 
went  off  at  rather  a  sharp  trot,  Dick  and  Jack  had  no  resource  but  to  go  after 
him.  They  let  him  precede  them  because  they  wished  that  he  should  go  just 
where  his  fancy  might  lead  him,  and  they  could  guess  very  well  that  in  tlie 
state  of  mind  he  was  in  he  could  not,  for  some  little  time,  be  very  much  in  the 
5  cue  for  conversation  upon  any  subject. 

Rather  to  their  surprise,  for  they  thought  he  would  have  gone  towards 
London,  Claude  turned  his  horse's  head  countrywise,  and  fairly  rode  past  Berry- 
mead  Priory  again. 

They  could  none  of  them  forbear  from  regarding  those  gloomy  and  suggestive 
"Walls  with  strange  feelings  as  they  rode  past  them,  and  evtn  Claude  Duval 
slackened  his  pace  and  turned  his  head  to  take  a  last  look  at  the  ivy-crowned 
walls  within  which  had  taken  place  such  strange  events. 

This  slight  relaxation  of  speed  upon  the  part  of  Claude  brought  both  Dick 
and  Jack  up  to  him. 

"  Shall  we  ever,"  said  Claude,  la  much  his  usual  maimer,  "shall  wc  ever  see 
that  place  again  inside,  Dick  J" 

"i  don't  want." 

'*  Nor  i,"  said  Jack. 

"  And,  indeed,  1  don't;  and  yet  when  we  come  to  reflect  that  there  will  be  a 
new  abbess,  and  new  nuns,  and  new  novices,  we  shall  not  be  far  wrong-in 
coming  to  the  conclusion  that  there  will  be  fresh  novices  treated  there  of  a  not 
very  dissimiiar  kind  to  those  which  have  recently  taken  place." 

"Then,  Claude,  if  such  be  the  case,  we  had  better  denounce  the  whole  affair  to 
the  authorities." 

*'  Probably  Mr.  Field,"  said  Jack,  "will  feel  it  to  be  his  duty  to  do  that." 

"  it  is  likely." 

"  Well — well,"  said  Claude,  "come  on — come  on,  We  will  take  a  canter  to 
the  first  retired  inn  we  meet  with,  and  then  have  some  breakfast  and  put  up  for 
a  little  while.  I  for  one  feel  as  if  I  wanted  some  rest,  and  I  think  that  if  we  can 
lie  by  wjih  anything  like  safety  till  sunset  it  will  be  well." 

They  all  three  trotted  along  the  road  abreast  now,  and  so  passed  on  through 
the  villages  of  Ealing  and  Hanwell,  cossing  the  little  River  Brent  by  a  rustic 
bridge  that  was  there  at  the  period  of  our  story. 

About  a  couple  of  miles  further  on,  situated  in  the  midst  of  very  picturesque 
and  beautiful  scenery,  they  came  to  an  inn  called  "The  Reindeer  and  Cup," 
and  from  the  quiet  and  rusticated-  character  of  the  place,  so  far  as  they  could, 
see,  Claude  thought  it  would  do  to  stop  at. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  this  house  V  he  said. 

"  It  is  the  very  thing  for  us,"  said  Dick,  "  to  all  appearances." 

"  So  I  think." 

"  And  so  do  I,"  said  Jack.     "  We  are  all  agreed." 

"Then  let  us  stop  here  and  breakfast,  and  rest  our  cattle  better  than  they 
could  where  we  left  them  while  we  were  at  the  convent.  Wc  will,  if  no  cross- 
accident  should  occur  to  mar  such  a  design,  stay  here  till  sunset,  and  then,  old 
friends,  i  should  say,  let  us  to  the  road  again!" 

Jack  and  Dick  were  far  from  being  averse  to  this  proposition  of  Claude's,  and 
after  a  glance  at  each  other,  Jack  said — 

"  Yes,  Claude.  Let  it  be  the  road  again,  for  I  don't  think  that  either  you  or 
T  or  Djck  are  in  just  the  fra  ■  e  of  mind  to  sit  down  quietly  in  any  state  of  life, 
whatever  might  be  its  advantages." 

"Certainly  not,"  said  Claude. 

"  1  think  with  you  both,"  said  Dick,  "Time  was  when  I  cherished  the 
dream  of  one  day  making  sufficient  by  this  mode  of  life  to  go  from  it,  and  in 
peace  and  retirement  and  serenity  i'ass  the  remainder  of  ray  days  ;  but  [  have 
lived  long  eiraugh  to  feci  how  fallacious  is  any  such  idea,  and  so  I  have  compleicly 
abandoned  it." 

"^Ve  are   all   agreed,  then,"  said  Claude;  " so' to  the  last  we  shall  be,  what 
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tve  have  been  so  long,  knights  of  the  road.  Here  we  are  at  the  inn.  It  will  be 
just  as  well  that  we  ascertain  what  guests  are  here  before  we  alight  and  allow 
ourselves  to  encounter  a  disadvantage." 


CHAPTER    CCCLXXXII. 

THE   "omlDFORD   CELERITY"    IS   OF   ASSISTANCE   TO   CLAUDE  DUVAL. 

"House — house  !"  cried  Dick.     "  House,  here  i     Hilioa!" 

At  this  upon  outside  the  door  of  the  inn,  a  man  ran  out  in  his  shirt  sleeves^ 
and  said  in  a  hurried  voice — 

"  Good  Lord,  gentlemen,  what  is  the  matter  ?  You  quite  take  ray  breath 
away." 

"  Where's  the  landlord  r" 

"  I  am  the  landlord,  if  it's  all  the  same  to  you,  gentlemen." 

"  Then  what  do  you  mean  by  saying  that  it  almost  takes  your  breath  away  to 
see  three  guests  at  your  door  ?" 

"Because,  gentiemen,  it  is  so  early,  that's  all;  but  if  you  will  only  please  to 
alight,  you  will  find  that  there  is  here  good  accommodation  for  man  and  beast, 
as  the  sign  says,  which  is  now  over  the  door ;  and  though  you  might  go  to  a 
place  where  you  might  find  a  finer  looking  room  than  I  can  show  you,  and  mere 
filigree  nonsense,  yet  I  don't  think  you  could  possibly  go  anywhere  where  jou 
would  find  more  comfort  than  there  is  here,  gentlemen." 

"  What  guests  have  you  ?" 

"  Guests,  sir  ?  Why,  I  do  think  I  may  take  upon  myself  to  say,  sir,  that  we 
have  three." 

"  Three,  have  you  ?  Well,  who  and  what  are  Ihey  ?  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  we 
are  a  little  particular  where  we  put  up." 

"  You  can't  do  better,  sir,  than  be  particular,  so  I  can  set  your  mind  at  ease 
by  saying,  that  the  three  guests  I  think  I  have — " 

"  You  only  think  ?" 

"Yes,  gentlemen.  The  three  guests  I  think  I  have,  are  your  three  noble  selves, 
for  there  is  not  another  soul  in  the  house,  except  me  and  my  own  family." 

"  This  will  do,"  said  Dick  to  Claude.  ' 

"  Exactly." 

"  The  very  thing,"  said  Jack, 

"  Well,  landlord,  we  will  stay  some  hours  with  you.  Open  your  stable  door, 
and  let  us  ride  our  horses  into  the  stable  yard.  You  will  be  so  good  as  to  give 
them  the  best  breakfast  you  can,  and  likewise  do  the  same  by  us." 

"  'With  all  the  pleasure  in  life,  gentlemen,"  said  the  landlord,  who  vjas 
certainly  rather  an  original.  "  With  all  the  pleasure  in  life,  I  may  say.  A 
merciful  man  is  merciful  to  his  beast,  and  1  like  to  hear  you  say  you  wish  the 
cattle  to  have  a  good  breakfast." 

"  We  think  as  much  of  our  steeds  as  it  is  possible  to  think  of  such  creatures," 
said  Claude. 

A  very  short  time  sufficed  for  the  horses  to  be  comfortably  bestowed,  in  three 
stalls,  and  for  their  masters  to  be  seated  at  the  breakfast-table  of  the  landlord, 
which  was  tolerably  weil  supplied  with  abundance  of  good  things.  The  party 
consisted  of  the  landlord,  his  wife,  and  his  wife's  sister;  and  Claude  Duval,  with 
his  friends,  were  not  long  in  discovering  that  there  was  something  or  another 
upon  the  mind  of  the  vv^hole  party,  against  which  they  were  struggling  might  and 
main. 

That  this  something  was  a  matter  of  grief  to  them,  that  Claude  could  guess,  by 
the  way  in  Virhick  the  females  caught  their  breath,  now  and  then,  as  if  they  were  V 
repressing  the  desire  to  sob,  and  by  the  landlord,  without  any  cause  in  the  whole 
world,  pretendinj;  now  and  then  to  be  seized  with  an  innnause  disire   tj  a  lii/ie 
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This  pretended  sneezing,  Claude  was  sufficiently  sharp-witted  to  see,  arose 
from  a  desire  to  hide  tears,  that  would  at  times  force  themselves  into  his  eyes, 

Claude  looked  at  Dick,  who  gave  him  a  short  nod  in  return,  as  much  as  to 
say,  "  I  understand  you,  and  see  with  you  that  there  is  something  or  another 
sorely  amiss  in  the  family." 

Jack,  too,  by  the  observant  way  in  which  he  looked  at  the  landlord's  wife,  was 
evidently  alive  to  the  fact  of  the  mystery  that  was  pendipg. 

After  a  time,  it  was  obvious  that  the  uneasiness  of  the  whole  party  was 
very  much  upon  the  increase,  indeed,*  and  that,  as  they  looked  at  a  clock  that 
was  in  the  room,  their  pent-up  feelings  amounted  to  quite  an  agony. 

At  length  the  clock  struck  eight. 

At  that  moment,  the  landlady  could  control  her  feelings  upon  some  subj?ct 
or  another  no  longer,  and  she  burst  into  an  agony  of  weeping,  crying  out  as  she 
did  so — 

"  He  is  lost !     Ob,  he  is  lost !     My  son — my  son  !  he  is  lost !" 

"  Hush  !     Oh,  hush  !"  said  the  landlord. 

The  landlord  might  as  well  said  "  H  ush !"  to  some  torrent,  for  the  landlady's  grief 
having  once  got  the  upper-hand  of  her,  it  could  not  possibly  be  restramed,  and 
in  a  moment  or  two  the  sister  joined  in  the  sobbing,  and  Claude  Duval  and 
his  friends  looked  upon  the  scene  wiihthe  greatest  possible  surprise. 

This  surprise,  upon  the  part  of  Duval  and  his  friends,  though,  was  very  much 
heightened,  and  the  mysterious  conduct  of  the  landlord  and  his  family  reached 
its  climax,  when  he  suddenly  plumped  down  upon  his  knees  before  Claude,  and 
holding  up  his  hands,  said,  while  the  tears  streamed  down  his  face — 

"Oh,  sir,  I  don't  know  if  you  have  any  children  of  your  own,  or  if  you  are 
likely  to  have  any,  but  you  may,  you  know ;  and  so  I  conjure  you  to  have  some 
mercy  upon  my  poor,  unhappy  boy." 

"  Yes — yes,"  cried  the  landlady,  "  have  mercy  upon  him." 

•'  Oh,  do — do  !"  cried  the  sister. 

"  Good  God  !'  said  Claude,  "  what  on  earth  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  I 
don't  understand  a  word  that  you  are  talking  about.  Pray,  good  folks,  are  you 
all  a  little  mad  or  not  V 

"Oh,  no— no!" 

"  Then  explain  yourselves.'* 

"  Oh,  sir,  we  know  you." 

"  Do  you,  indeed  ?* 

"  Yes,  sir,  too  well — too  well." 

"  And,  pray,  who  am  I  ?  If  you  know  me,  perhaps  you  can  name  me,  although 
if  you  do  I  cannot  for  the  lite  of  me  see  what  that  has  to  do  with  him  whom 
you  call  your  unhappy  son." 

"  But,  sir — good  sir,  you  are——'* 

"What,  pray?" 

•*  An  officer — a  Bow*street  ofiScer." 

"Indeed?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  and  those  are  your  two  comrades.    Is  it  not  too  true  ?" 

"  My  good  friend,  I  don't  know  for  the  life  of  me  what  cause  you  have  to 
fear  or  to  expect  Bow-street  or  any  other  officers  here  in  this  house ;  but  as  far 
as  we  are  concerned  you  may  banish  your  fears,  for  we  are  not  at  all  in  that  line, 
I  assure  you." 

"You  are  not?'* 

"Most  certainly  not." 

"  Oh,  what  a  relief — oh,  what  a  relief  this  is,  to  be  sure  !  Don't  say  another 
word  about  it,  I  beg  of  you,  gentlemen — oh,  don't.  It's  nothing  at.  all — it's 
nothing,  wife,  is  it?" 

"  Yes,  husband,  it  is  much." 

"  No — no — no." 

"  But  I  say  it  is,  and  I  have  a  strong  opinion  upon  the  subject.    I  think  that. 
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after  the  mistake  we  have  made,  and  after  the  way  that  these  gentleraen*fit[ve 
been  treated  by  us,  that  we  ought  to  explain  all  about  it  to  them." 

"  Oh,  dear — oh,  dear !" 

•'  Don't  say,  *  Oh,  dear  !'  you  might  say  that  if  our  Charles  were  guilty  ;  but  as 
he  is  not,  it  is  quite  another  affair  ;  so  don't,  (  beg  of  you." 

'•Well,  then,  1  won  t;  and  il  the  j^entlemen  will  be  so  good  as  to  attend  to 
what  we  have  to  say  it  may  lighten  our  griefs  a  little  to  tell  it.  Oh,  where  is 
my  poor  boy — where  is  he — oh,  where  is  he  ?" 

"  Don't  make  that  noise,"  said  Claude.  *'  Tell  nie,  some  one  or  other  of  you, 
as  quietly  as  you  can,  what  is  amiss;  but,  first  of  all,  why  did  the  striking  of 
eight  of  the  clock  have  such  an  effect  upon  you?'' 


"  Because."  said  the  mother,  "  we  expecled  Charles  to  arrive  here  by  then,  and 
he  told  me  if  he  did  not  get  home  at  that  hour  he  would  surely  be  in  the  hands 
of  the  police." 

"  But  what  has  he  done  to  make  him  obnoxious  to  the  atentions  of  the 
police  (" 

"  Nothins' — oh,  nothing." 

"Well,  Ihat  is  strange.     Prav  tell  me,  then,  what  he  Vas  to  fear?" 

"My  poor  buy,  Chajles,  sir,"  sai'l  the  mother,  "is,  or  1  should  say  was,  m 
the  employment  of  a  great  merc'-iant  in  the  City,  who  is  very  rich  ;  and  as  my 
boy  is  very  snod-lonking,  thoDg'i  I  say  it,  who,  perhaps,  should  not,  the 
merchant's  daughter,  Miss  Annie  Hargrave,  fell  in  love  with  him.'' 
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<«No — no,  wife,"  said  the  landlord. 

*'  Yes,  you  know  she  did." 

"Well,  but  you  should  say  that  our  Charles  fell  in  love  with  Miss  Annie. 
Th^t  is  the  proper  way  to  put  it.  Young  ladies,  you  know,  ought  not  to  be 
supposed  capable  of  falling  in  love  with  young  gentlemen." 

"  Well,  but,  John,  I  think  they  are.  1  suppose  I  know  more  about  young 
ladies  than  you  do—what  they  are  likely  to  do,  apd  what  not  ? — and  I  can  tell 
you  that  they  are  continually  falling  in  love,  only  that  they  do  not  say  anything 
about  it." 

*'  Pray  go  on,"  said  Claude. 

*'  I  will,  sir.  Then  I  may  say,  that  my  son  and  Miss  Hargrave  mutually  fell 
in  love  with  each  other." 

The  landlord  nodded. 

"  But,  sir,  when  Mr.  Hargrave  found  it  PJJt,  which  be  did  l?y  f^  little  accident 
that  occurred  to  pake  him  siiepiGious," 

"  Yes,"  said  the  landlord,  ■'  it  was  but  «  trifle.  Gr^e  day  he  went  into  the 
drawing-rpora,  and  instead  of  my  sob  being  at  his  desk  in  the  countingrhouse 
below,  he  was  kneeling  at  Miss  Annie's  feel,  and  she  was  a-kisaipg  of  bim,  and 
he  was  a-kissing  of  her,  that  was  ajl." 

"Yes,  nothing  e'se  in  the  world,"  said  the  landlady,  "  awd  tUM:  wM^  bim 
suspect  that  they  had  made  acquaintance  with  each  other.'* 

"  I  should  rattier  t|^iiik  it  •vyould,"  said  Cliaude. 

"Do  you,  sir?" 

"  Certainly  I  do,  naad^m.  But  go  on,  Tfiis  li^e,  Hargraye  pust  ]iawe  been  a 
tolerably  suspicious  sqrt  pf  m?in." 

"  Yes,  and,  as  you  hear,  about  nothing  almost.  Well,  sir,  what  must  he  do 
but  pyt  himself  into  a  violent  rage,  aii,d  turn  pujr  boy  Charles  put  of  the  house : 
but  Bpt  cpntent  with  that,  he  caqie  down  bejfP  Ibe  n^^t  diay  befpre  we  knew  any- 
thing abput  the  noatter,  and  said  jtp  V^&^rrx-f  WIN/4  }^  ^^  l^^sai|d  pound  ppte  that 
your  son  has  robbed  me  of  ?' " 

"Indeed?'' 

"  Yes,  sir.  WelJ,  when  we  heard  tjjiij,  we  natufi^lly  8cream)e3  together,  and 
then  he  said  in  quite  ^  blustering  way-^'IshaU  have  your  son  apprehended, 
unless  you  send  him  out  of  the  country  pretty  quickly;  he  has  stolen  a 
thousand  pound  note  of  mine,  and  it  is  not  likely  I  am  going  to  puj;  up  with 
such  a  loss.'  Well,  sir,  when  he  had  said  that,  and  frightened  us  all  out  of  our 
wits,  he  went,  leaving  us  in  a  pretty  situation." 

"  When  was  that  ?"  said  Claude, 

"Only  yesterday  morning,  sir;  but  before  we  could  think  of  what  to  do,  there 
came  a  letter  from  Charles,  explaining  all  about  it,  ^nd  saying  that  he  was  in 
hopes  of  getting  an  interview  with  M'ss  Annie,  and  persuading  her  to  run  oflF 
with  him ;  he  said,  if  we  had  anything  to  write  to  him,  to  send  it  under 
cover  to  a  shpp  in  Oxford  Street;  so  we  let  him  know  what  had  happened  here, 
and  in  answer  he  sent  a  few  lines  to  say  that  if  he  were  not  with  us  by  eight 
o'clock  this  morning,  to  conclude  that  old  Mr.  Hargrave  had  done  his  worst, 
for  that  he,  Charles,  was  desperate,  and  if  Annie  would  not  be  his,  he  did  not 
care  one  straw  what  became  of  him." 

"  And  that  is  all  ?"  said  Claude. 

"It  is,  sir ;  so  we  thought  you  were  an  officer,  we  did  indeed ;  and  expecting  our 
son  every  moment,  you  may  easily  guess  what  a  state  of  mind  we  were  in  when 
we  saw  you." 

*'  It  is  natural  that  you  should  be  rather  frightened,  I  admit,"  said  Claude; 
"and  I  am  very  happy  to  inform  you  that  J.  am  not  only  no  officer,  but  that  I 
think  your  son  is  falsely  accused  by  Mr.  Hargrave,  and  that,  much  as  he  has  the 
viilany  actually  to  concoct  such  a  terrible  plot  against  him,  such  a  charge,  under 
the  circumstances,  will  never  be  able  to  be  maintained  against  the  young  man." 

"  Oh,  sir,  do  you,  indeed  and  in  truth,  think  so  ?" 

"  Upon  my  honour  I  do." 
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"What  a  relief  that  is,"  said  the  landlord.  "  I  will  run  and  get  some  of  the 
old  Madeira  out  of  the  coiner  of  the  cellar,  and  we  will  have  a  glass  of  it  to- 
gether, for  who  knows,  after  all— ha — ha!— but  that  our  son,  Charles,  may 
persuade  the  sweet  young  lady  to  iud  away  with  him,  and  so  be  married  to  her— 
eh,  wife?" 

"Ah,  who  knows,  indeed,"  said  the  wife,  with  a  toss  of  her  head.  "I'm 
sure  there's  lots  of  lords  and  dukes  that  is  no  more  to  be  compared  in  looks  and 
manners  to  my  Charles,  though  I  say  it,  who  ought  not  perhaps,  than  chalk  is 
to  cheese." 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  the  sister,  "he  is  a  genteel  youth." 

"  Hush  !"  said  Claude,  starting  up. 

"  Oh,  sir,  what  is  it  ?" 

"  The  sound  of  wheels." 

"  Wheels  .?     Oh,  there's  wheels  within  wheels  in  this  world,"  said  the  wife. 

The  sound  of  horses'  feet,  now,  as  well  as  wheels,  came  plainly  upon  their 
ears  ;  and  before  they  could  get  to  the  door  it  was  quite  clear  that  some  carriage 
had  stopped  at  it. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXIII. 

MISS    HARGRAVB    IS    PROTECTED   BY    CLAUDE     AND    HIS    GALLANT    FRIENDS, 

The  state  of  terror  in  which  the  landlord  and  his  family  evidently  were  now 
had  a')out  it  something  truly  ludicrous.  The  landlord,  himself,  showed  a  strong 
desire  to  hide  himself  under  the  table.  The  wife  went  into  hysterics,  and  the 
sister  looked  as  though  she  fancied  the  chimney  would  not  be  a  tad  place  to  get 
into. 

"  Silence,  all  of  you,"  said  Duval.  "  Everything  is  to  be  lost  b  y  fear,  and 
nothing  is  evei  to  be  gained  by  it." 

''  Yes — yes,"  gasped  the  landlord.     *'  I — oh,  dear !" 

"  Stav  where  you  are  all  of  you  ;   I  will  go  to  the  door  and  see  who  is  there." 

"Oh— oh!" 

"Silence,  I  say — silence!" 

T^e  peremptory  way  in  which  Claude  Duval  spoke  had  the  effect  even  of 
causing  the  landlady  to  smother  her  hysterics,  and  the  laaiMovd  himself  sat 
looking  intently  at  Claude  as  if  he  had  only  just  then  seen  hia=i  for  the  first  time. 

"I  will  go  to  the  door,"  said  Duval  to  Jack  and  Dick;  "you  stay  here  ;  I 
vjVd  call  to  you  if  I  want  you." 

"All's  right,"  said  Jack. 

"  Take  care  of  yourself,"  said  Dick. 

"  I  will,  you  may  depend." 

Claude  Duval  was  at  the  door  of  the  little  inn  very  qiiicklv,  and  then  he  saw  a 
chaise  with  the  horse  all  in  a  foam  in  it,  atid  a  young  raan  just  alii^hting  from  it. 
In  the  chaise,  too,  there  was  a  fi<^ure  muffled  up  in  sever!  s'lawls  and  a  cloak, 
and  Claude  Duval  formed  his  own  conclusions  regarding;  th*i  figur.^. 

Stepping  up  to  Mie  side  of  the  chaise,  Duval  said  to  the  young  man — ■ 

"  Premising  before  I  ask  you  any  questions  that  I  am  a  friend,  let  me  request 
of  you  to  know  if  your  name  is  Charles  i" 

"  It  is.     Stand  off,  sir." 

"  And  you  are  the  son  of  the  landlord  here  ?" 

"  I  am.     What  of  that  ?" 

"  Nothing  particular,  except  that  your  friends  here  will  be  glad  to  see  you. 
This,  I  suppose,  is  the  fair  and  accomplished  Miss  Hargrave?" 

When  Claude  Duval  uttered  these  words,  the  figure  that  was  enveloped  in  the 
shawls  and  the  cloak  uttered  a  scream,  and  turning  to  Claude,  he  saw  the  face 
of  the  loveliest  young  girl  that  he  thought  he  had  ever  seen  in  all  his  li'"e.  She 
was  very  young  evidently,  but  there  was  such  a  sweetness  of  expression,  and 
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such  a  purity  of  look  and  general  appearanc3  about  her,  that  it  was  quite  a  charm- 
irig  thing  to  have  the  opportunity  of  gazing  upon  such  a  face. 

"  Spare  him  !"  cried  the  young  lafly.  "  Oh,  spare  him  !  He  is  indeed  innocent, 
and  the  time  will  ccme  when  my  cruel  father  will  repent  of  the  false  charge  he 
has  made  against  my  Charles." 

*'  Oh,  my  Annie,"  said  Claries,  "  it  cuts  me  to  the  heart  to  hear  you  plead 
for  me.     Sir,  1  know  not  who  or  what  you  are,  but  1  defy  you." 

The  idea  of  such  a  mere  stripling  as  Charles  defying  a  man  like  Claude  Duval, 
whom  few  stroncr,  stout  men  could  very  well  defy,  was  rather  absurd,  and  Claude 
said  with  a  smile — 

"  IMy  good  sir,  you  and  I,  together  with  a  couple  of  friends  I  havp  in  the 
inn,  may,  1  hope,  defy  your  foes;  but  I  am  afraid  that  if  we  defy  each  other  we 
ehall  do  no  good  at  t.11.     Come  in  at  once,  and  be  assured  that  I  am  your  friend." 

Ch  rles  looked  a  little  doubtiul;  young  as  he  was,  he  had  seen  more  of  the 
world  than  Annie  Hargrave,  and  he  had  found  out  how 

"  A  man  may  smile — and  smile,  and  be  a  villain." 

But  Annie  called  to  him  tenderly,  saying — 

"  Oh,  Charles,  this  is  a  friend  to  us,  indeed.  If  he  be  not,  there  is  no  faith  in 
outward  virtue,  for  never,  surely,  could  hypocrisy  look  and  speak  as  he  does." 

Claude  turned  to  the  young  girl,  as  he  said— 

"  Fiora  my  heart.  Miss   Hargrave,  i  thank   you  for  that  kind  opinion.     He 
hall  not  be  betrayed  by  me,   you   may  depend  upon  it.  And  now,  Mr.  Charles, 
ill  you  trust  me  ?' 
"  1  will,  sir.    But  liow  came  you  to  know  who  I  am,  and  who  the  young  lady 

passes  rav  comprehension   most  completely." 

"  1  hare  heard  your  whole  story  from  your  mother." 

"  Ah,  then  1  am  satisfied.  Come  now,  my  darling  Annie;  let  me  lielp  you  to 
alight  from  this  vehicle,  which  has  served  us  so  well,  and  my  father  will  look 
after  the  horse,  which  has  done  its  duty  so  gallantly." 

"  Oh,  Charles,  are  we  not  pursued  ?" 

"  We  were  so,  dear  one,  out  we  have  evidently  baffled  pursuit,  or  they  would 
be  closer  to  us  than  they  seem  to  be." 

Charles  helped  the  young  lady  from  the  chaise  to  the  ground,  and  as  he  did  so, 
Claude,  who  was  rather  a  close  observer,  saw  that  f  hey  bi'th  took  advantage  of 
the  occasion  to  give  each  other  a  very  tend<-r  and  loving  embrace,  which  secine.J 
so  to  imoxicate  the  young  clerk  with  joy,  that  his  eyes  sparkled  again  v.ith 
the  delight  of  his  heart. 

From  v.'hat  he  now  saw  of  both  of  them,  Duval  was  more  than  ever  inclined 
to  hefriend  (hem .to  the  best  ef  his  ability,  and  he  called  out  to  the  landlord  in  a 
loud  voice  locome  out. 

in  another  moment  the  landlord  embraced  his  son,  and  then  he  began  to  make 
a  number  of  bows  to  Miss  Hargrave,  but  slj*  stepped  up  to  him,  saying  in  her 
sweet  voice — 

"You  are  my  dear  Charles's  father,  so  I  will  show  to  you  the  duty  and  the 
love  of  a  daughter." 

\^  ith  these  words,  she  placed  her  arms  upon  his  neck,  and  the  landlord 
looked  as  though  he  were  ready  to  sink  through  the  ground. 

"  Oh,  lor  I"  he  cried.  *'  She  is  an  angel — quite  an  ange! !  Oh,  Charles,  how 
did  you  get  such  a  sweet,  dear,  delightful-       Oh,  what  is  that  ?     Horses'  feet !" 

"  Hold  !"  said  Claude,  as  he  put  himself  into  an  attitude  of  listening. 

They  were  all  for  a  few  moments  like  statues,  so  still  were  tbey;  and  then 
Claude  said — 

"  Mr.  Charles,  have  you  any  reason  to  anticipate  peril?" 

"  1  have." 

"  Do  you  think  your  enemies  know  the  route  you  took?" 

"  1  am  afraid  they  suspect  it  " 

"  Then  they  are  coming." 
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"  Oh,  my  poor  boy  1"  cried  the  landlord — "  oh,  my  Charles,  what  on  earth 
will  become  of  him  ?     He  is  lost  !" 

"Silence,"  said  Claude.  "  I  think,  Master  Cliarles,  you  were  imprudent  to 
come  here.     You  would  naturally  be  sought  at  this  place," 

"  Yes,  sir,  it  may  be  so,  but  my  tenderness  for  the  fair  fame  of  Annie  is  such 
that  I  could  not  feel  happy  to  place  her  in  any  other  hands  than  w.  those  of  my 
mother,  and  that  is  why  I  came  here  at  once  ;  but  I  have  yet  hope  that  the  per- 
sons who  are  approaching  may  be  merelj  casual  travellers  on  the  road." 

"Oh,  no — no,"  said  the  landlord. 

Miss  Hargrave  clung  to  Charles  in  quite  an  agony  of  terror,  and  Claude,  then, 
after  a  moment's  thought,  said — 

"  Come  in-doors,  all  of  you.  Stop  !  you,  Mr.  Landlord,  put  up  the  horse  and 
the  chaise  at  once  in  the  stable.  Surely,  there  are  some  places  in  this  old  hoase 
in  which  the  lovers  can  hide  V 

"  Oh,  no — no  !"  cried  Annie,  "  that  will  look  like  guilt.  My  Charles  must 
not  hide  from  any  man,  not  even  from  my  father." 

There  was  something  so  noble  about  the  young  girl's  air  and  manner  as  she 
said  these  words,  that  Claude  Duval  admired  her  more  than  ever,  but  again  he 
urged  thena  to  come  into  the  house  while  the  landlord  put  aside  the  chaise  and 
the  horse,  and  they  accompanied  him  into  the  room  where  the  mother  and  sister, 
and  Claude's  two  friends  were.  ^ 

The  meeting  between  the  mother  and  her  son  was  deeply  affecting  ;  but  Claude 
Duval  felt  all  the  emergency  of  the  situation  of  the  young  couple,  and  he  said— 

"  Now  hide  yourselves,  both  of  you,  for  however  it  may  look  like  guiit,  and  be 
an  action;  of  guilt  to  do  so,  yet  innocence  itself  is  compelled  at  times  in  this 
world  to  hide  its  head." 

"  Mother,"  said  Charles,  "to  you,  and  to  you,  aunt,  I  commit  the  care  of  this 
dear  girl.  Let  it  be  sufficient  for  you  to  know  that  I  love  her  better  than  I  do 
nay  life  ;  and  rather  than  that  a  hair  of  this  dear  head  should  be  injured,  I  would 
lay  down  that  life  with  pleasure.  Take  care  of  her,  for  if  anything  should  happen 
to  her,  I  cannot  live  in  this  world." 

"  Charles — Charles  !"  cried  the  girl. 

"  Dear  Annie,  go  and  let  me  remain  here  to  meet  every  questioning,  I  ara 
innocent  of  all  but  loving  you  too  well." 

"They  will  kill  you,  Charles!"  ^ 

"  No,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  you  may  trust  me  and  my  friends  here  with  his 
safety.  I  think  that,  feeling  his  own  innocence  as  he  does,  it  is  as  well  that 
Charles  should  face  his  enemies.  If  they  have  any  authority  at  all,  it  is  over 
him,  and  not  over  you,  Miss  Hargrave  ;  and  if  they  find  him  here,  they  have  no 
right  to  enter  a  single  room  of  this  house  in  the  name  of  the  law ;  and  if 
they  attempt  to  do  it  in  the  name  of  violence  and  force  in  search  of  you,  we 
will  resist  them  ;  so  Charles  is  doing  the  best  thing  he  can  to  save  you." 

"  Yes,  at  the  sacrifice  of  himself." 

"  No — no  !     It  may  not  be  so." 

"Charles?" 

"Yes,  dear  Annie?" 

"  Do  you  command  me  to  go  ?" 

"  No — no  !  So  harsh  a  word  as  command  to  you  can  never  pass  these  lips; 
but  1  ask  you  to  go,  dear  one." 

"Oh,  Charles,  that  is,  indeed,  a  command.  Tarewell !  Oh,  sir," — turning  to 
Claude — "you  will  protect  him  ?" 

♦'With  my  life." 

The  look  of  gratitude  that  the  j'oung  girl  gave  to  Duval  went  to  his  very 
heart;  and  if  before,  which,  in  truth,  he  was  not,  he  had  been  ever  so  lukewarm 
in  the  cause  of  Charles,  he  would  from  that  moment  have  felt  that  it  was  a 
sacred  dutv  with  hira  to  do  all  that  was  possible  in  conformity  with  his  promise 
to  that  vourg  and  beautiful  creature. 
The  iuveis  took  a  kind  farewell  of  each  other ;  and  just  as  a  party  of  horas- 
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men  of  some  six   or  ten  in  number  dashed  up  to  the  door  of  the  inn,  Charles's 
mother  and  aunt  conducted  Annie  Hargrave  to  the  upper  part  of  the  house. 

Charles  looked  h  little  pale,  and  the  father,  who  had  come  in  from  attending  to 
the  horse   and  chaise,  was  in   a   ten ibie  state  of  agitation.     Placing  his  iiands 
upon  tlie  shoulder  of  his  son,  he  said,  in  a  voice  that  was  choked  by  sobs— 
"  Mv  boy— my  Charles  !    On,  tell  me — tell  me,  are  you  in  truth  innocent  ?" 
"  I  am,  father." 

"  Entire'y  3o,  and  not  by  any— any— — " 
*•  Any  what,  father  ?" 

"  Any  odd  way  of  putting  it,  you  know,  so  as  to  say  that  it  was  no  real  crime, 
or  anything  of  that  sort  ?" 

"  Father,-  I  am  innocent  in  every  possible  meaning  of  the  word.      I  am  falsely 
accused  of  stealing  a  thousand   pound  note.     I  know  nothing  on  oath  about  it, 
sir,   beyond  takibg  it  from  a  banker's  and  placing  it  in  Mr.  Hargrave's  own 
band." 
"ThetryoH  had  it  once  in  your  possession  ?"  said  Claude. 
'•  1  had,  sir.'' 

"  I  ser,  then,  how  the  charge  is  made;  He  denies  having  received  it  from 
you  ?" 

"He  does,  I  suppose.'' 

Claude  felt  very  uneasy  now  for  Charles,  for  he  saw  how  easily,  if  Mr.  Har- 
grave  chose  to  destroy  the  note,  he  could  fix  the  charge  upon  him  by  takinsj 
oath  tliat  he  had  never  received  it  of  him,  while  the  banker  could  prove  that  he 
paid  it  to  him,  Charles,  upon  his,  Mr.  Hargrave's,  account. 

All  these  considerations  did  not  at  the  moment  present  themselves  to  the 
young  man;  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  his  mind  was  so  full  of  his  dear  Annie,  that 
he  thought  but  little  of  the  peril  in  which  he  himself  stood  at  that  moment. 

"  hilloi !"  ciied  a  horse  voice  from  the  door  ot  the  inn.     "  Hilloa  !     Is  no- 
body at  home  here  ?     Hoi !     House  here  !" 
"  Tii(  y  come,"  said  the  landlord. 

"  Don't  be  alnrmed,"  said  Claude.  "Let  me  speak  and  act  in  the  matter. 
There  is  yet  a  chance." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  looked  at  Dick  and  Jack  in  such  a  manner,  that  they 
quite  concluded  he  did  not  intend  to  let  young  Charles  be  taken,  and  they  gave 
iim  a  nod  each  in  reply,  to  intimate  that  they  were  quite  ready  to  act  with  him 
i    in  the  matler. 

|l  Before  anything  else  could  be  said  in  the  matter,  the  sound  of  footsteps  in  the 
I?  passtu'e  came  upon  the  ears  of  all  in  the  room,  and  the  door  being  violently 
tip  lied,  the  party  of  mounted  men  who  had  stopped  at  the  inn,  and  who  had  left 
one  only  of  their  number  outside  to  take  care  of  the  horses,  marched  in. 

'  Stop,  if  you  p'ease!"  said  Claude  Duval,  advancing  two  steps  in  front  of 
his  fr  ends.     "  Pray  what  do  you  want?" 

This  calm  and  cool  address  had  the  effect  of  stopping  the  sudden  entrance 
of  the  officers,  and  the  chief  of  them  said  in  a  civil  enough  tone  of  voice— 

"  1  don't  know  what  right  you  have  to  ask,  but  as  I  am  alwaj^s  ready  to 
answer  a  civil  question  to  a  gentleman,  as  you  seem  to  be,  1  may  say  that  I  am 
an  officer  of  the  police,  and  that  I  have  a  warrant  for  the  apprehension  of  Chai  les 
i  ■  IJrownlow,  on  a  charge  of  felony  against  his  master,  Mr.  Hargrave ;  and  having 
U  reason  to  suppose  he,  is  here,  1  come  here  to  seek  him." 

j'l  "  He  IS  here  !  He  must  be  here  !"  said  a  voice  in  angry  tones,  and  a  man, 
wifh  a  countenance  distorted  by  passion,  pushed  forward  through  the  group  of 
officers.  ''  I  will  have  the  villain's  life,  for  he  has  robbed  me  of  ray  money  and 
of  my  daughter,  too  !  i  say,  I  will  see  him  hanged  for  it!  I  told  him  I  would 
and  i  will  !" 
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CHAPTER  CCCLXXXIV. 

MR.    HAUGRAVE    FINDS    THAT    HIS    VILLANY    IS    FULLV    DTSCOVEaED. 

After  this  sppech  from  the  violent   man,  there  could  be  no  doubt   of  his 
identity  as  Mr.  Hargrave;  so  Claude  Duval  addressed  him,,  saying — 
"Sir   yell  shall  have  justice." 

"  Juslif/  !"  he  cried.  "  I  will  have  justice  without  your  interference.,  sir.  1 
don't  care  a  straw  ivlio  you  are,  sir.  1  will  hang  him  if  it  costs  me  ten  thou- 
sand pounds  to  do  so;  and  if  once  I  get  hold  of  that  undutiful  child  of  mine,  I 
will  make  her  bitterly  repent  of  her  bad  conduct,  that  I  will.  The  hussy — the 
little  wretch!  Oh,  I  will  make  her  smart  for  this  morning's  work,  1  will, 
indeed,  and  I  will  hang  Charles  Brownlow  !" 

The  officer  who  bad  the  conomand  of  the  party  shook  his  head,  as  he  said — 
"  Sir,  you  will  permit  me  to  say,  that  it  is  very  imprudent,  indeed,  of  you  to 
go  on  in  this  way." 
"  And  why  so,  sir  ?"^ 

"  Because  it  looks  as  if  revenge,  and  not  justice,  were  your  aim  ;  and  when  the 
1  young  man  is  put  upon  his  trial,  and  1  report  your  word's  that  you  would  spend 
T  ten  thousand  pounds  to  get  him  hanged,  it  will  go  a  long  way  towards  getting 
jT     him  acquitted." 

The  demoniac  look  that  came  over  the  face  of  Mr.  Hargrave  as  the  officer 
said  this,  was  truly  dreadful  to  see. 

"Ha — ha!"  he  cried;  "it  don't  matter.     The  case  is  so  strong  against  him, 
so  clear,  and  so  simple  in  its  strength,  that  if  the   whole  world  were  to  say  all 
sorts  of  things,  it  could  not  have  the  effect  of  contradicting  the  testimony  against 
him." 
"  I  admit  it  is  a  strong  case,  sir." 

"  Yes,  you  do  well  to  admit  it,  for,  in  good  truth,  it  i9  a  strong  case.     Ha? 
ha  !     It  is  a  case  which  will  be  his  death — his  death  t" 
The  chief  officer  made  no  reply  to  these  words ;  but  turning  about,  he  said— 
"  Is  the  master  of  the  house  here?" 

''  Yes,"  stammered  the  landlord.     "  I  am  that  unhappy  individual." 
"  Then,  here  is  our  warrant  to  search  these  premises,  or  any  other  that  we 
may  have  reasonable  suspicions  of,  lor  Charles  Brownlow,  accused  of  felony. 
You  will  be  very  ill-advised,  indeed,  Mr.  Brownlow,  if  you  place  any  obstruction 
in  our  way." 
"  I  will  not." 

The  landlord  spoke  very  faintly,  and  was  forced  to  drop  into  a  chair,  where  he 
w  sat,  looking  so  ill,  that  the  officers  really  pitied  him  as  the  father  of  the  youth 
whose  fate,  iu  their  minds,  was  sealed. 

It  was  then,  at  the  moment  that  Mr.  Hargrave  was  rubbing  his  hands 
together,  and  glaring  about  him  like  a  fiend,  and  ihat  the  officers  were  preparing 
Q  to  search  the  house,  that,  from  behind  Jack  and  Diqk,  young  Charles  Brownlow 
jj  stepped  forward,  saying  as  he  did  so — 

*j'      ''There  need  be  no  further  trouble,  gentlemen — I  am  here!'' 
H      •' Ah  !"  cried  Mr.  Hargrave,  "  seize  him  !     Bind  hitp  !     Put  fetters  on  him ! 
yt  This  is  the  villain- — this  is  the  villain  !" 

"There  is  no  occasion,  sir,"    said  the  chief  ofiicer,    "for  either  violence  or 
torture.      Are  you  Charles  Bronmlow,   late  a  clerk  in  tfce  service   of  Mr. 
Hargrave  ?" 
If      "  1  am." 

'Jj     *'  Then,  you  are  my  prisoner.'* 
Charles  bowed. 

"  Upon  what  charge,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  is  this  young  man  taken  1" 
"  For  stealing  a  thousand  pound  note." 
"  1  deny  it,"  said  Charles.    •'  1  call  upon  you  all  to  witness  that  I  deny  th« 
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5i  charge  in  toto.  I  did  receive  a  thousand  pound  note  from  the  Banlc  of  Englan^l 
on  account  for  Mr.  Hargrave,  in  whose  employment  I  was,  and  I  gave  it  into 
his  own  hands  in  his  own  private  coucting-house  within  ten  minutes  after  so  re- 
ceiving it." 

II  "False— false  as  hell!"  cried  Mr.  Hargrave,  stamping  fiercely  upon  the  floor 
n   of  the  room, 

"  My  good  sir,"  said  the  officer.  "  there  is  no  occasion  for  all  this  violence; 
we  are  not  trying  the  case  here,  I  assure  you." 
"But  it  is  false!" 
"  It  is  true,"  said  Charles, 

"Well — well,  you  have  both  had  your  say,'*  said  the  ofiScef,  "and  there  is 
an  end  of  that.  You  will  come  to  town  with  us,  Charles  Brownlow  ;  our  duty 
is  quite  plain  and  easy.  It  is,  to  lodge  you  in  jail ;  and  whether  you  be  innocent 
or  guilty  is  a  matter  with  which,  you  see,  we  have  nothing  to  do." 
I  "  Certainly,"  said  Charles,  "  and  I  thank  you  for  the  kind  way  in  which  you 
are  disposed  to  do  your  duty.     I  am  really." 

"  Stop!"  said  Claude — "stop  a  minute.  The  charge  is  quite  absurd,  for  Mr. 
Hargrave,  if  he  vere  put  upon  his  oath,  don't  know  the  number  of  the  note,  and 
Mr.  Charles  Brov^fnlow  does." 

"  Not  know  it  2"  cried  Mr.  Hargrave — "  not  know  it?     I  do  know  it.     I — I 

ought  to  i<now  it.     It  is " 

"  Well,  sir  ?" 

"  it  is  9—9 — no,  not  9 — yes,  it  is  90.  Stop  a  bit,  I  will  soon  confound  yoa 
all,  for  I  made  a  memorandum  of  the  number  of  the  note  in  my  pocket-book 
this  very  morning." 

•'  From  the  note  itself?"  said  Claude, 

"  No,  sir,  not  from  the  note  itself,  for  I  never  saw  it.  I  am  not  to  be  so  very 
easily  trapped,  sir,  as  all  that  comes  to.  No,  sir,  the  meraoraadum  I  made  was 
from  the  inforraatioti  the  bank  clerk  gave  me,  sir,  if  you  please.     Ha — ha  \" 

Mr.   Margrave  nodded  and  smiled  in  the  most  vicious  manner  in  the  world,  as 
if  he  had  attained  some  great  triumph  over  Claude  Duval;  and  then  going  to  the 
windov,?  of  the  room  he  looked  in  his  pocket-book,  and  called  out— 
"  The  number  of  the  note  is  9023." 

"  Very  good,"  said  Claude.     ''  Write  that  down,  Mr.  Officer,  if  you  please." 
The  officer  smiled  as  he  said— 

"I  shall  remember  it;  but  really,  Mr. Hargrave,  you  are  acting  very  foolishly 
in  this  matter." 

"Nevermind — nevermind.     I  stick  to  it.     And  now,  if  you  please,  we  will 
search  for  the  other  delinquent." 
"  The  other  what,  sir  ?" 
"'i'he  other  delinquent." 
"And  who  may  he  be,  sir?" 

"  My  runaway  daughter — the  coraprinioa  of  the  flight  of  this  young  vaga- 
bond.    My  daughter,  whom  he  has  seduced." 

'•Sir,''  said  Charles,  "that  is  false;  and  but  for  the  halo  that  surrounds  even 
you  of  respect,  as  being  the  father  of  Annie^  1  would  knock  you  down  for  those 
words." 

"  Knock  me  down  ?'* 

"  Yes,  sir,  for  a  foul  calumniator  of  female  innocence," 
"  Wretch  1     I  say  again  you  have  seduced  her!" 

"  Slop — stop !"  cried  the  officer     "  It  is  a  very  odd  thing  to  hear  a  father 
accusing  his  child  and  somebody  else  defending  her.    But  that  is  no  business  of 
mine.     Come  along,  Charles  Brownlow,  lo  town  at  once." 
"  Yes,  1  am  ready,"  said  Charles. 

"And  so  am  \,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave,  *'  as  soon  as  you  have  searched  this  house 
from  top  lo  bottom  for  my  lost  daughter.     I   will  have  every  hole  and  cranny  of 
i(  lo.jt.eii  into.     Oil,  I  will  make  her  remember  this  day's  work!" 
"  VVtll,  sir,"  said  the  oliicer,  "search  away." 
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"But  you  and  your  men  will  search  ?'' 

"  Oh.  uo." 

*'  No  i    Did  you  say  no  ?'* 

"Yes,  sir,  we  did.  We  have  no  warranl  to  search  the  house  but  for  Charles 
Brownlow,  and  he  is  here." 

"Yes,"  said  Claude;  "and  the  landlord  of  this  house  forbids  any  man  at  his 
peril  to  attempt  to  enter  a  room  in  it  without  his  permission." 

"Death  and  fury  !"  cried  Mr.  Hargrave. 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  the  officer,  "death  and  lury  are  very  hard  words  ;  but  we  are 
not  going  to  have  an  action  against  us  for  trespass  because  you  say  death  and 
fury." 

"  I  will  search  the  house  myself,  then,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave.  "  I  and  Mr.  Jacob 
Bell.  Jacob  Bell — Jacob  Bell!  where  are  you?  Nevermind  the  horses,  let 
them  go  to  the  d— 1.    Come  here,  Jacob  Bell." 

A  man  with  a  cringing  gait  entered  the  room,  and  bowing  very  low  before 
Mr  Hargrave,  he  said — 

"  Honoured  sir,  what  is  your  neble  pleaaur*  i" 


1^9.  m. 


1578  GENTLEMAN  JACK;  OR, 


"Jacob  Bell,  you  will  help  me  to  search  this  house  for  my  lost  daughter. 
Charles  Brownlovv  is  arrested,  as  you  see," 

"Oh,  the  villain!" 

"  Yes,  Jacob,  he  is  a  villain." 

"  Oh,  the  wretch,  to  rob  such  a  master — such  a  good  master,  too  !  Oh,  Charles 
— Charles,  how  could  you  be  so  wicked  ?  You  will  be  banged  now,  you  un- 
happy young  man,  and  I  shall  be  compelled  to  give  ray  testimony,  humble  as  it 
is,  against  you." 

"  Against  rae !    What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Tell  him,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave— "  tell  him." 

"  Why,  Charles,  I  am  sorry  to  say  I  saw  you  put  the  note  into  your  own 
pocket,  and  I  heard  you  saj',  'Old  Hargrave  shall  never  see  this  note  again,  1 
will  keep  it  as  an  instalment  of  his  daughter's  fortune.'  " 

"  You  vile  fabricator!"  said  Charles,  springingforwardand  catching  Jacob  Bell 
by  the  throat,  "  such  words  never  passed  my  lips,  or  ever  occurred  to  me. 
How  dare  you  look  rae  in  the  face,  vrith  such  a  hideous  lie  in  your  mouth?" 

"  Murder  !  murder!" 

The  officers  rescued  Jacob  Bell  from  Charles,  and  Mr.  Hargrave  cried  out— 

"  There,  you  see,  you  would  not  handcuff  him,  and  that  is  the  consequence  of 
it.     You  see  he  assaults  the  witness,   you  see — you  see." 

"  Oh  yes,  sir,  we  see." 

"  He  !  he  !"  said  Jacob  Bell,  as  he  righted  his  cravat,  "  I  fully  expected  to 
suffer ;  but  as  it  is  in  the  cause  of  my  much  honoured  and  beloved  master  1  don't 
care.     Oh  dear,  no- — I  don't  care.     He  will  make  it  up  to  me." 

"  I  will,  Jacob,  vou  may  depend." 

"  Oh,  sir— oh— oh  !" 

Jacob  bowed  almost  to  the  floor,  and  then  Mr.  Hargrave  cried  out — 

"  You  and  I,  Jacob  will  search  this  house  for  my  daughter.  1  am  not  afraid  of 
your  actions  of  trespass.     Hat  ha!  Out  of  the  way,  man  !'' 

"  No,  thank  you,  sir,"  said  the  landlord. 

Claude  Duval  had  whispered  m  the  landlord's  ear  what  he  ought  to  do;  and 
seeing  that  the  officers  would  not  support  Mr.  Hargrave,  and  that  Claude  and  his 
friends  would  support  him,  he  gathered  courage  to  act. 

"Out  of  the  way,  fellow  !" 

"  No,  this  is  my  house,  Mr.  Hargrave,  and  if  you  don't  like  it  you  may 
leave  it ;  and  if  you  are  disorderly  I  will  turn  you  out.  As  to  searching  my 
house,  it  is  a  thing  I  can't  permit,  and  I  won't  either." 

"  Force  your  way,  Jacob  Bell." 

"  Try  it,"  said  the  landlord. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Jacob.  "  I — that  is— oh,  dear  rae,  what  a  ruffian  he  looks, 
sir !  If  yoij  were  to  go  first,  I  don't  think  he  would  dare  to  hit  such  a  great 
gentleman*  ks  you  are,  sir.  Tell  him  you  are  worth  two  thousand  pounds  a  year, 
sir,  and  if  he  hinders  you  after  that,  he  must  be  mad." 

"  If  he  had  twenty  millions,"  said  the  landlord,  "  I'd  knock  him  down." 

The  officers  looked  on  rather  amused  at  this  scene,  and  Mr.  Hargrave  turning 
to  them,  said  savagely — 

"  Of  course,  you  will  interfere  if  there  is  a  breach  of  the  peace?" 
''Yes,  if  called  upon  by  the  master  of  the  house." 
"  The  master  of  the  house  ?" 

*'  Cert.ialy.  You  are  the  interloper  here,  you  know,  sir.  If  you  go  outside 
into  the  i  ■  v],  there  can't  be  any  breach  of  peace,  unless  the  landlord  comes  af  er 
you,  and  ht^n  he  will  be  in  the  wrong  ;  but  you  can't  expect  us  to  help  you 
when  yen  c  jrae  into  a  man's  house  and  assault  him."  ) 

"  1  doti  t  care — I  don't  care.     1  can  see  that  there  is  a  staircase  in  that  corner 
yonder,  and  it  may  lead  me  to  where  1  shall  find  my  most  undutiful  cliild.  Come   ( 
on,  Jacob  Rell,   1  command  you!     Clear  that  man  out  of  the.way,  or  I  will  dis-     j 
charge  you  from  my  service." 

, ^ ^ ■  _     Ij 
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Jacob  Bell,  under  the  dread  of  the  threat,  stepped  forward,  but  Claude  put 
out  his  foot,  and  Jacob  trod  upon  it. 

"  What !"  said  Claude,  "  are  my  toes  to  be  trodden  upon  in  this  desperate  way 
by  a  ruffian  !  Villain  !  you  seek  my  life,  and  in  self-defence — mind  you  all,  gentle- 
men, only  in  self-defence — I  am  compelled  to  put  Jacob  Bell  gently  outside  the 
house." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  pounced  upon  poor  Jacob  Bell,  and  catching  him  by  the 
back  of  the  neck  with  the  left  hand,  and  the  lower  part  of  his  apparel  with  the 
right,  he  sent  liim  like  a  bomb-shell,  head-foremost,  right  through  the  window  into 
the  yard,  where  he  alighted  amid  a  whole  litter  of  pigs,  who  were  busily  amusing 
themselves  on  a  dung-heap. 

When  Mr.  Hargrave  saw  in  'wliat  a  violent  aod  ready  way  his  raau-of  all-work, 
Jacob  Bell,  was  disposed  of  by  one  of  the  friends  of  the  Brownlow  family,  he 
staggered  back  aghast,  and  did  not  stop  till  he  reached  the  door,  crying  out  as 
he  did  so — 

"  Help — help  !     Murder— murder !" 

It  so  happened  that  these  cries  had  some  effect ;  although  it  was  rather  an 
absurd  thing  to  hear  them  coming  fBora  the  person  who  was  quite  untouched, 
while  he  who  was  is  some  degree  of  peril — that  is  to  say,  Jacob  Bell — after 
uttering  one  great  howl,  said  not  a  word. 

The  voice  of  Mr.  Hargrave  calling  for  help,  and  uttering  that  one  fearful  word 
"Murder,"  came  upon  the  ears  of  his  daughter,  Annie,  as  she  sat  trembling  in 
the  bed-chamber  of  the  landlady  ;  and  her  kind  and  gentle  feelings  towards  her 
father,  notwithstanding  he  had  ever  treated  her  with  a  kind  of  harshness  that 
might  well  Lave  dissipated  any  tenderness  she  might  naturally  have  for  him, 
induced  her  to  fly  to  his  aid. 

Rising  from  the  old-fashioned  arm-chair  upon  which  bhe  sat,  she  cried  out — 

"  That  is  ray  father's  voice.     They  are  killing  him  !" 

"Oh,  no,"  said  the  landlady,  "don't  you  think  that,  my  dear.  Nothing  is 
more  unlikely  than  such  a  thing.     Don't  you  take  that  into  your  head.'* 

"  Yes — yes,  he  called  murder,  and  it  is  my  duty  to  go  to  him.  He  may 
forget  the  duty  of  a  father,  but  I  cannot  take  such  an  example  even  from  him, 
and  forget  the  duty  of  a  child." 

With  this,  despite  an  attempt  the  landlady  made  to  stop  her,  Annie  ran  down' 
stairs. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXV, 

THE  ARRIVAL    OF  SIR  JOHN  HARE,  AND   THE  DISCOMFITURE   OF   MR,  HARGRAVE 

AND   JACOB. 

It  did  not  occur  to  Mr.  Hargrave  that  he  could  possibly  have  such  a  hold 
upon  the  heart  and  the  affections  of  the  fair  young  girl,  whose  beauty  he  had 
only  looked  upon  with  an  idea  that  it  might,  by  wedding  her  to  some  man  of 
rank,  favour  his  own  ambition,  as  to  induce  her  when  he  cried  for  aid  to  forget 
every  other  consideration,  and  fly  to  his  side. 

When,  therefore,  from  the  staircase  that  Jacob  Bell  had  made  such  an  abor- 
tive effort  to  get  up  there  came  the  vision  of  such  loveliness,  and  with  her  long 
fair  hair  hanging  in  disorder,  and  alarm  upon  her  sweet  face,  Annie  appeared, 
Mr.  Hargrave  was  scarcely  less  surprised  than  any  one  else  in  the  apartment. 

"Father — father!"  she  cried,  " where  are  you ?" 

"  My  daughter !"  said  Mr.  Hargrave. 

*'  Yes,  father,  you  called  for  aid — I  am  here." 

"Good.     Ha— ha!' 

Annie  looked  about  her  in  surprise,  and  Claude  Duval  stepped  between  her 
i  and  her  father,  saying— 
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"Miss  Hargrave,  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  you  have  let  your  feelings  get  the 
better  of  your  prudence  in  this  matter.    Mr,  Hargrave  is  in  no  danger." 

*'  But  I  heard  a  cry." 

"True,  you  did." 

"Of  murder!" 

•*  Yes ;  but  it  was  fear,  not  danger,  that  provoked  it." 

"I  don't  care  what  provoked  it,"  cried  Mr.  Hargrave,  "so  long  as  it  has  had 
the  effect  of  producing  this  disobedient  girl,  whom  1  shall  take  with  rae  to  LoD' 
don,  and  I  dare  any  one  to  interfere  between  me  and  her." 

"  I  interfere  !"  said  Claude  Duval. 

"  And  who  the  devil  are  you,  after  all?  You  seem  to  be  very  busy  here,  and 
you  take  upon  yourself  much — too  much.  You  appear  to  have  a  liking  to  in- 
terfere in  my  affairs,  sir.'* 

"  I  have.     You  arc  right  there,  sir." 

"  Stand  aside,  villain  1" 

"  Say  that  again,  Mr.  Hargrave,  and  you  will  find  yourself  with  your  friend 
Jacob  Bell." 

*'  Jacob  Bell  ?"  said  Annie.     "  Is  he  here?" 

"He  is,  to  the  confusion  of  you  and  your  lover,"  said  the  father.  "Upon 
the  evidence  of  that  very  excellent  man,  Jacob  Bell,  I  shall  be  able  to  commit 
Charles  Brownlow  of  robbery;  and  in  these  glorious  days,  with  such  a  king 
upon  the  ihrone  as  George  the  Third,  who  wishes  every  child  in  his  dominions' 
to  read  the  bible,  there  is  no  escape  for  any  one  convicted  of  even  a  robbery  ; 
so  hanged  he  will  be." 

"No— no!" 

"  Ah  !   we  shall  see — we  shall  see." 

"Charles — my  Charles,  where  are  you?" 

"Here,  Annie,"  said  Charles  Brownlow,  in  a  voice  of  affection. 

"  Oh,  Charles,  do  not  be  cast  down.     Heaven  will  save  you." 

"  Oh,  Annie,  it  is  not  upon  my  account  that  I  am  cast  down  ;  but  why  did 
you  leave  the  place  of  safety  you  were  in?  Here  you  would  have  had  a  safe 
asylum  for  a  little  time  until  my  father  and  mother  could  have  conveyed  you 
somewhere  else;  but  now,  alas !  you  have  appeared,  and  it  will  go  hard  with 
)  ou  to  resist  your  father." 

"  You  are  a  capital  lawyer,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave,  rubbing  his  hands 
together ;  "  my  daughter  is  under  age  ;  therefore,  1  have  absolute  control  over 
her.     Ha  !  ha !     Good  gracious !  what  is  that  ?  ' 

Poor  Jacob  Bell  had  been  all  that  time  struggling  and  kicking  to  get  out  from 
the  entanglements  of  the  dung-heap,  and  now  with  a  loud  groan,  and  the  most 
deplorable  look  in  the  world,  he  projected  his  head  through  one  of  the  broken 
panes  of  the  window  through  which  he  had  been  flung,  and  glared  at  the  party 
present. 

When  Mr.  Hargrave  shouted  and  uttered  an  exclamation,  all  eyes  follovrcd 
him,  and  then  they  saw  the  miserable  object  that  Jacob  Bell  looked. 

*'  Oh— oh — oh  !"  said  Jacob.  "The  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us  all,  miserable 
sinners !  where  am  I  now  1  and  what  is  going  to  happen  next  i" 

"  It  is  Jacob,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave. 

"  Yes,  sir,  the  ghost  of  your  Jacob." 

"Come  in,  idiot!" 

"  I'm  coming,  sir,  if  you  please." 

*'  Stop  1"  cried  Claude. 

"  Oh,  dear,  yes,  sir.  Anything  that  you  wish,  I'm  sure,  I  am  delighted  to 
attend  to." 

"  I  think,  Jacob,  you  are  safer  where  you  are." 

"  If  you  think  so,  sir,  I'm  quite  convinced  that  I  am,  and  no  sort  of  mistake. 
Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear  !  was  it  a  bombshell  ?" 

"  A  what  ?' 

"  A  bomB-shell." 
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"What  do  you  mean,  you  fool  ?"  cried  Mr.  Plargrave.  "  Are  you  mad  r" 
"  Well,  it's  enough  to  make  a  fellow  a  little  queer  in  his  upper  story  ;  but  it 
seems  to  me  that  nothing  short  of  a  bomb  shell  could  have  sent  a  Christian 
right  through  a  window  in  the  sort  of  way  that  I  went ;  and  the  pigs,  sir,  that 
were  outside  all  fell  upon  me,  and  have  torn  my  clothes  dreadfully,  sir. 
Oh,  what  am  I  to  do  ?" 

"  What  you  please,"  said  Claude. 

"No  more  of  this,"  said  Mr.    Hargrave.     "Officers,  do  your  duty.     I  no 
longer  want  your  aid  to  secure  my  daughter — that  I  will  do  myself.    All  you 
have  to  do  is  to  take  your  prisoner,  Charles  Brownlow,  to  London." 
"  We  are  ready." 

"And  as  for  you,  Annie,  I  will  settle  matters  with  you  when  we  get  to 
London  ;  so  come  at  once  without  any  further  parley  about  it." 
"  Oh,  save  me !"  said  Annie. 

"  That  is  enough,"  said  Claude  Duval ;  *'  do  you  wish  to  go  with  your  father 
or  not  ?" 

"  I  do  not.     I  fear  him." 

"Yes,"  said  the  father,  "and  you  shall  have  good  reason  to  fear  me  before  I 
have  done  with  you,  ungrateful  girl  that  you  are.  Come  with  me  at  once,  I 
coinmand  you  to  follow  me." 

"  That  is  quite  sufficient,  sir,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "If  Miss  Hargrave  chooses 
to  follow  you  of  her  own  accord,  and  without  any  fear,  she,  of  conrse,  might  go; 
but  you  shall  not  take  her  from  here  except  with  her  own  consent," 
*'I  claim  her  as  a  right.     She  is  under  age." 
"Assert  your  right  then.'* 
*  I  do  80." 
"  Enforce  it,  then." 
•'  Villain !  the  law  will  aid  me." 

"  Go  to  law,  then.  Until  you  do  so,  and  get  such  aid  as  the  law  will  give 
you,  this  young  lady  will  not  be  given  up,  and  perhaps  not  then." 

Mr.  Hargrave  bad  seen  enough  to  know  that  he  was  baffled ;  and  Charles 
Brownlow,  as  he  seized  Claude  Duval  by  the  hand,  and  shook  it  heartily,  cried 
out — 

"  Ob,  sir,  you  have  raised  me  from  despair  again ;  and  you,  Annie,  be  but  firm, 
and  you  are  yet  free  from  the  tyranny  of  a  home  which  is  undeserving  of  so  much 
excellence  and  beauty.  Now,  Mr.  Hargrave,  I  am  ready  to  go  to  London,  and 
to  meet  the  charge  that  you  have  to  make  against  me." 

"  Stop,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  I  have  sent  one  of  my  friends  on  a  little  message, 
and  I  advise  you  all  not  to  go  till  he  returns."  ^ 

The  ofEcers  shook  their  heads,  and  the  chief  said— 
"  We  cannot  wait.     Come  along,  Mr.  Brownlow." 

"  Nay,"  said  Claude  Duval,  who  about  ten  minutes  before  had  whispered 
something  in  the  ear  of  Jack,  which  had  induced  hitn  abruptly  to  leave  the  room — 
"  nay,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  give  five  minutes  more  to  this  affair.' 
"  We  cannot." 

"  We  will  not,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave. 

Charles  looked  from  one  to  the  other  in  surprise  as  to  what  could  bo  the 
cause  of  the  delay  that  his  friend  Duval  wished  for,  but  at  that  moment  Jack 
entered  the  room  rather  in  haste,  and  said — 
"  He  is  coming." 

"  He  ?"  cried  Mr.  Hargrave.     *' And  who  may  he  be  ?" 
"Sir  John  Hare,  baronet,  and  a  justice  of  peace  for  the  county,  and  special 
magistrate  for  this  district  of  the  suburbs  of  London." 
"  Sir  John  Hare  ?" 
"  Yes— you  have  heard  of  him  ?" 

"  Pho  !  1  don't  care  for  Sir  John  Hare.  Officers,  come  along  at  once.  Re- 
member, I  will  give  you  a  guinea  each  upon  your  lodging  your  prisoner  iq 
Newgate," 
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"But/  said  the  chief  officer,  "  did  you  say  that  Sir  Joha  Hare  was  coming?* 
"  He  is,"  said  Jack. 

"Well,  theo,  Mr.  Hargrave,  if  that  be  the  case,  it  would  look  like  disrespect 
to  such  a  gentleman  not  to  wait  for  him.  It  can't  make  very  much  difference, 
you  know,  Ibr  here  is  the  warrant  for  the  apprehension  of  Charles  Brownlow  ; 
so  you  know,  sir,  v/e  are  sure  to  take  him  ;  but  as  Sir  John  is  a  magistrate,  why 
we  o'jjOjht  lo  let  him  know,  if  he  wishes,  what  is  going  on." 
"Curse  Sir  John,  and  you  too." 
The  officer  smiled. 

"  I  think,"  said  Duval,  "you  are  quite  right,  officer.  It  is  but  a  little  com- 
pliment you  owe  to  such  a  gentleman  as  Sir  John,  when  he  comes  in  your 
way." 

''  But  you  sent  for  him  ?"  said  Mr.  Hargrave,  passionate!}'. 

"  That,  sir,"  said  Duval,  "  is  ray  business." 

Mr.  Hargrave  was  upon  the  poinc  of  making  some  very  passionate  reply,  when 
the  door  of  the  room  opened,  and  a  couple  of  gentlemen  appeared  upon  the 
threshold. 

"  Here  is  Sir  John,"  said  the  officers,  who  knew  the  magistrate  in  a  minute, 
and  touched  their  hats  respectfully  to  him. 

"  What  is  all  this  about  V'  said  Sir  John  Hare,  as  he  entered  the  room.  The 
gentleman  who  was  with  him  slightly  bowed  to  the  company. 

"  Oh,  I  will  tell  you,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave. 

"Well,  sir?" 

"I  came  to  identify  a  thief,  sir.  This  young  man  here  robbed  rae  of  a 
ihousand  pound  note;  and  as  I  gave  inlormation  to  Sir  Richard  Strong  at  Bow 
Street,  he  granted  a  warrant,  and  these  officers  came  here  to  execute  it ;  and  I 
am  with  them  to  point  out  the  culprit,  as  well  as  to  get  my  daughter  home,  wfith 
whom  he  had  eloped." 

"  Officer  ?" 

"Yes,  Sir  John:" 

"Is  this  so  ?"  • 

"  Yes,  sir,  it  is  so.  Here  is  the  prisoner,  and  there  is  the  gentleman's 
daughter." 

"  You  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  young  lady  ?" 

"No,  Sir  John." 

"  She  k  not  included  in  the  charge,  I  hope  ?'■ 

"  Oh,  no,  sir." 

"Very  vvell.  I  don't  see  what  I  have  to  do,  except  to  back  the  warrant  as  I  am 
here.     Give  me  pen  and  ink,  and  I  will  put  my  name  to  it." 

"Ha!  ha*!"  laughed  Mr.  Hargrave. 

"Stop  a  moment,  sir,"  said  Claude  Duval,  advancing  to  the  magistrate.  "Sir 
John  Hare,  all  England  has  heard  of  you  as  one  who  is  more  in  love  with  justice 
than  with  law." 

"  Sir,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  compliment." 

"'J'his  young  man,  Charles  Brownlow,  was  clerk  to  this  Mr.  Hargrave,  who 
charges  him  with  receiving  upon  his  account  a  note  for  one  thousand  pounds 
from  the  Bank  of  England,  and  never  paying  over  to  bim  the  same." 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave;  "and  which  Jacob  Bell  has  already  sworn  he  saw 
him  in  possession  ol^  and  heard  him  say  he  would  keep  it." 

"  Just  so.    Officer,  did  you  make  a  memorandum  of  the  number  of  the  note?" 

"  I  did,  sir." 

"  What  was  it  ?" 

''It  was  9023.  Mr.  Hargrave  himself  gave  that  as  the  number;  but,  of  course, 
that  can  easily  be  ascertained  at  the  Bank  of  England." 

"  Yes,"  said  Sir  John  Hare.  "  But  you  will  really  do  me  a  favour  if  you  will 
tell  me  whut  I  have, to  do  with  all  this?     I  am  not  trying  the  case," 

"  No,  Sir  John ;  but  I  will  show  you  what  you  have  to  do  with  it.  You  Iiave 
written  yoiur  name  on  the  wairant,"  i 
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"  I  have." 

"Then  you  have  jurisdiction,  if  you  like  ;  for  your  name  being  last  on  the 
warrant  takes  the  case  into  your  hands,  if  you  like  to  deal  with  it.  You  can,  by 
law,  either  send  the  prisoner  to  London  before  a  London  magistratej  or  you  can 
examine  him  yourself." 

■"  That  is  quite  true  ;  but  I  shall  merely  let  the  ofScera  take  him  to  London." 

"I  don't  think  you  will,  sir.    Now,  Mr.  Hargrave,  if  you  please?" 

With  two  steps  across  the  room,  Claude  Duval  was  by  the  side  of  Mr,  Har- 
grave ;  and  before  he  could  get  out  of  the  way,  or  make  the  least  resistance,  he 
caught  both  his  arms  by  the  wrists  and  held  them  up  above  his  head,  saying,  as 
he  did  so— 

"  Now,  Sir  John  Hare,  this  man  who  charges  another  with  stealing  a  thousand 
pound  note.  No.  9023,  has  it  in  his  pocket." 

These  words  were  uttered  by  Claude  Duval  with  a  shout,  that  made  them  ring 
through  the  house  again,  and  every  one  present  was  amazingly  startled  at  the 
statement.  Jacob  Bell  at  once  dropped  from  the  window  on  to  the  dung-heap 
again,  for  he  saw  that  the  game  was  up  with  his  master. 

As  for  Mr.  Hargrave  himself,  he  gasped  again  with  terror,  and  in  the  singular 
attitude  that  Claude  Duval  made  him  assume,  wiih  his  white  face,  and  his  staring 
eyes,  and  his  mouth  wide  open,  he  looked  libe  one  transformed  by  a  judgment 
of  Heaven. 

"What  can  you  mean,  sir,  by  this  extraordinary  conduct?"  said  Sir  John 
Hare,     "  You  surely  cannot  substantiate  what  you  say  V' 

"  I  can,  sir." 

*'  Then  I — I — blush  for  human  nature." 

"  Do  not  do  that,  Sir  John ;  for  the  honour  of  human  nature,  let  you  and  I, 
and  all  of  us,  believe  that  there  are  few  men  like  Mr.  Hargrave.  .  Officers, 
search  this  man,  and  if  you  do  not  find  it  as  I  state,  you  may  take  me  to  Newgate 
along  with  my  friend  Charles  Brownlow." 

The  officers  looked  at  Sir  John  Hare  for  a  moment,  and  be  gave  a  sligM 
nod,  as  much  as  to  say,  **  Do  it."  Then  they,  with  the  practical  celerity  they  had 
in  such  matters,  soon  found  a  pocket-book  in  one  of  Mr.  Hargrave'?  pockets. 
The  pocket-book  was  handed  to  Sir  John  Hare,  who  said — 

"  Mr.  Hargrave,  if  you  are  innocent  of  the  really  fearful  charge  which  is 
brought  against  you,  you  will  not  shrink  from  my  looking  into  this  pocket-book. 
If  you  are  guilty,  it  is  my  duty  to  look,  for  there  cannot  be  a  more  sacred  exercise 
of  the  privileges  of  those  who  have  to  administer  the  law  than  that  which 
enables  them  to  clear  the  innocent  from  an  unjust  accusation." 

Mr.  Hargrave  tried  to  speak,  but  he  could  only  utter  a  strange  guttural  sound, 
and  as  Claude  Duval  released  bim,  he  sunk  into  a  chair  quite  prostrated. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXVI. 
Claude  duval's  last  appearance  upon  the  roao. 

The  state  of  aflfairs  in  the  house  was  now  so  far  interesting,  that  Claude 
Duval,  as  he  glanced  round  him,  thought  he  had  never  seen  such  a  curious 
picture.  There  were  the  young  lovers,  locked  hand-in-hand  together,  and 
evidently  feeling  that  to  each  other  they  were  all  the  world.  There  was  the  father 
and  the  mother  of  the  young  Charles,  and  his  aunt,  all  so  deeply  interested  in  what 
was  going  on,  that  expression  upon  their  countenances  was  particularly  painful. 

Then  there  was  the  magistrate,  whose  mind  one  might  easily  §ee  by  the  look  of 
his  eye  was  quite  made  up  regarding  the  guilt  of  Mr.  Hargrave;  andy  lastly,  there 
was  the  guilty  old  man  himself,  who,  to  be  revenged  upon  his  young  clerk  tor 
daring  to  love  his  daughter,  had  brought  ?^uch  disgrace  upon  his  own  head. 

Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  and  the  officers,  together  with  the  old  merchant, 
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might  be  considered  as  the  accessaries  of  the  scene,  but  that  Claude  himself  was 
in  the  foregraund  a  verj  prominent  figure  upon  the  occasion. 

The  masistrate  yet  seemed  reluctant  to  open  the  pocket-book,  and  he  agaia 
addressed  Mr.  Hargrave,  saying— 

"  I  presume  then,  sir,  by  your  silence,  you  have  no  objecttoQ  to  my  opeaiog 
the  pocket-book,  now  ?" 

Again  the  guilty  man  tried  to  speak,  but  again  the  words  died  away  in  the 
labouring  throat,  that  could  not  shape  them  into  anything  articulate. 

"  I  take  consent,  then,"  said  Sir  John ;  "  and  thus  in  presence  of  you  all»  I  put 
to  the  test  the  fearful  accusation  that  has  been  made  against  the  man." 

As  he  spoke  he  opened  the  pocket-book ;  and  almost  the  first  object  that  met 
his  eyes  within  it  was  the  very  one  thousand  pound  note  in  question. 

'.'  It  is  here !"  said  the  magistrate.  "  It  is  here,  to  the  confusioa  of  the  guilty, 
and  to  the  delight  and  joy  of  all  who  love  innocence  and  justice  I" 

"  No  !  no  !"  yelled  Mr.  Hargrave.   "  Death  and  confusion  !  it  is  all  a  trick  !'* 
"  Beware  !"  said  the  magistrate-^"  beware  what  you  say !  I  do  not  say  that  it 
is  possible,  in  a  criminal  sense,  to  make  your  case  worse  than  what  it  is;  but  you 
may  yet  aggravate  the  feelings  of  your  fellow-raea  against  yoa  by  the  manner  in 
which  you  comport  yourself." 

"  Comport  myself  ?  I  tell  you  all  that  it  is  false !  I  came  to  make  a  charge.  I 
will  have  him  hung  yet  !'* 

"  On  the  contrary,"  said  Sir  John,  "I  feel  it  to  be  ray  duty  to  arrest  you  and 
your  rascally  accomplice  on  a  charge  of  conspiracy  against  the  life  and  liberty  of 
this  young  man,  whom  you  would  have  sent  to  death,  knowiog  that  he  was 
innocent  of  the  crime  you  charged  him  with." 
"Arrest  me  ?" 

"  Ye&,  Mr.  KargraVe ;  and  I  imagine  that  you  have  fallen  into  the  bancs  of  a 
magistrate  who  will  do  his  duty.    Officers,  seize  that  man !" 

"Now,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  officers,  as  he  laid  his  hand  upon  the  shoulder  of 
Mr.  Hargrave—"  now,  sir,  if  you  please.'* 

For  a  minute  or  two  Mr.  Hargrave  seemed  stunned,  and  ao  did  his  daughter ; 
but  then  she  cried  out  in  frantic  tones— 
"  Oh,  no— no !    He  is  yet  my  father !    Save  him !  save  him  l" 
"  Impossible,"  said  the  magistrate. 

The  sound  of  his  daughter's  voice  appeared  to  have  the  effect  of  rousing  Mr. 
Hargrave  to  a  sense  of  his  position ;  and  with  a  yell  that  sounded  more  like  what 
might  be  uttered  by  some  wild  animal  disappointed  of  its  prey,  when  he  imagined 
it  to  be  all  but  in  his  grasp,  he  shook  himself  from  the  officers,  and  rushed  out  of 
the  inn  into  the  open  air. 

So  very  sudden  and  unexpected  was  this  escape  upon  the  part  of  Mr.  Hargrave, 
that  it  took  the  officers  completely  by  surprise  for  a  few  seconds ;  and  then,  when 
they  did  recover  sufficiently  to  pursue  him,  they  jostled  each  other  at  the  door  of 
the  room  in  their  eagerness  so  to  do. 

••  After  him !"  said  the  magistrate—"  after  him,  officers !  It  will  be  a  disgrace 
to  you  all  if  he  escape  !" 

The  officers  made  a  rush  into  the  passage  of  the  inn ;  and  there  they  met  the 
ostler,  who  cried  out— 
"  That's  the  way  he  went  I— that's  the  way  I'*  , 
"Which  way  ?" 

"  Round  the  corner,  and  into  the  kitchen-garden.    Come  on««i^ome  on !" 
"  Lead  us  the  quickest  way." 

"Won't  I,  that's  all.  We  will  soon  have  him,  I  take  it." 
The  officers  followed  the  ostler  into  the  kitchen  garden  of  the  ion,  where  he 
had  accidentally  seen  Mr.  Hargrave  run,  and  as  he  had  been  listening  in  the  pas- 
sage, and  had  heard  all  that  had  taken  place  in  the  room,  he  was  Well  awate  of 
the  terrible  guilt  of  the  man  whom  he  pursued,  and  was  quite  Willing  to  aid  the 
officers  in  every  possible  way  to  capture  him. 
Upon  reaching  the  garden   the  officers  looked  about  them  in  surprise,  fox  it 
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was  not  very  large,  and  it  was  surrounded  by  a  good  brick  v.  al  on 
and  by  a  high  paling  with  nails  at  the  top  of  it  on  the  third,  while  * 
made  up  the  back  of  the  house,  and  yet  no  Mr,  Ila-gr  ve  was  to  be 


two  sides 
the  fourth 
up  the  back  of  the  house,  and  yet  no  iVir,  Ha;  fr  ve  was  to  ce  seen, 
"By  Jove,"  said  one  of  them,  "we  are  done. 
!     f*  No— no,  he's  here,"  said  the  o&tler;    "I  tell   v  n,   I  saw  him    go.     Fle's 
hiding  among  some  of  the  bashes,  or  in  the  summei  i  ouse,  or  up  a  tree.' 
I     "Then,  hang  hira,  let  us  ferret  him  out." 

I  With  all  the  'a  I  that  their  profession  eave  them  in  such  matters,  the  officers 
searched  the  gidcn,  but  not  t|p  remotest  trace  of  Mr.  Har^rave  could  be  found 
within  it.  ^ 

i  By  this  time,  C'aude  Duval  and  his  friends,  too,  had  come  out  into  the  garden, 
fully  expecting  to  see  Mr.  Hargrave  a  prisoner,  an  J  it  was  well  that  they  did  so 
come  out,  for  the  officers  were  just  beginning  to  accuse  the  ostler  of  misleading 
them,  when  Dick  Turpin  said—  ; 
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"  You  may  depend  the  ostler  is  right ;  for  there  is  a  possibility  from  the 
window  of  the  room  in  which  we  all  were  of  seeing  into  the  garden 'through  a 
hedge  that  skirts  the  little  farm  yonder;  and  through  that  hedge  I  distinctly  saw 
the  figure  of  Mr.  Hargrave,  as  he  ran  along  the  other  side  of  it." 

This  put  the  question  quite  at  rest  as  to  whether  he  had  gone  that  way  or 
not,  and  a  further  search  of  the  garden  took  place,  but  without  effect,  so  that  the 
officers  were  compelled  to  come  back  to  the  magistrate,  and  to  inform  him  of  the 
mysterious  escape  of  the  prisoner. 

Jack,  as  he  with  Claude  and  Dick  followed  the  officers,  just  touched  each  of 
them  uDon  the  arm,  and  said,  in  a  whisper — 
"  Stop  a  bit." 
"  What  is  it,  Jack  ?" 

"  Ah,  you  have  found  Hargrave,"  said  Dick. 
"  Well,  I  may  say  I  have." 

"  Call  back  the  officers,  then,  and  give  the  old  rascal  into  custody." 
"  No — no.     It  is  better  not.    The  shock  will  be  too  great  for  the  fair  young 
creature,  the  daughter.     He  is  dead." 

"  Dead,  do  you  say?     How  do  you  know  that?" 
"  There  is  a  well  in  the  garden." 

'•  Ah,  indeed,  and  so  there  is.     He  is  down  there,  is  he.  Jack  ?" 
"  Yes  ;  most  probably  by  accident  he  has  fallen  into  it,  and  there  he  liqs." 
"  You  saw  him  ?" 

"I  did.  By  getting  in  one  direction  there  is  light  enough  down  the  well  just 
to  enable  you  to  see  the  water,  and  there  is  something  darii  floating  in  it,  which 
must  be  Mr.  Hargrave." 

"  Or  the  bucket  ?"  said  Dick. 
Claude  smiled. 

"  Come,"  he  said,  "  we  may  as  well  make  sure  of  it." 

Fpon  this  they  left  the  officers  to  go  into  the  house,  and  proceeded  to  the  well, 
which  was  in  rather  a  secluded  part  of  the  garden,  and  there,  sure  enough,  they 
all  saw  what  looked  like  the  body  of  a  man  in  the  water.  The  bucket  was  down, 
and  the  cord  was  at  its  utmost  length  ;  so  Claude  took  hold  of  the  windlass,  and 
wound  it  up  some  distance,  when  the  bucket,  lodging  underneath  the  dead  body 
of  the  wretched  Mr.  Hargrave,  brought  it  sufficiently  up  for  them  all  three  to 
identify  it. 

"'Tis  he!"  said  Dick. 
••  I  told  you  so,"  said  Jack. 

"It  is,  indeed,"  said  Claude,  as  he  let  go  the  rope,  and  down  the  body  went 
with  a  splash  again  to  the  bottom  of  tke  well. 

They  all  three  now  looked  at  each  other  rather  in  doubt  as  to  what  they  ought 
to  do  ;  but  Claude  Duval  at  length  said — 

"  I  tell  you  what  I  think  the  best  plan,  and  that  is,  to  leave  the  body  where  it 
is,  and  quietly  tell  the  magistrate  of  it,  and  then  get  the  daughter  and  her  young 
lover  to  go  to  London  and  get  married  as  soon  as  possible,  for  the  probability  is, 
that  she  is  the  heiress  of  all  her  father's  wealth." 

"Good,"  said  Dick.     "Let  us  try  and  manage  it  so." 

With  this  impression  and  resolution,  they  came  into  the  house  agaiq,  and 
Claude  Duval,  stepping  up  to  the  young  girl,  said — 

"  My  dear,  it  is  quite  clear  that  your  father  has  escaped." 
"Oh,  sir,  are  you  sure?" 

"  Quite  sure ;  and  now,  if  you  feel  that  I  have  done  sufficient  fq.:  you  and 
your  lover  to  render  my  advice  at  all  valuable  or  acceptable,  I  will  give  it  to 
you."  • 

"  Yes,  sir,  we  will  follow  your  advice  as  if  it  were  a  command." 
"  It  is,  then,  that  you  both  go  to  London  as  quickly  as  possible  and  get  married, 
aad  so  put  it  out  of  the  power  of  malignant  fate  to  separate  you." 
The  young  lady  was  silent;   but  her  lover  cried  out— 
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"  i  never  heard  sucb  wise  and  excellent  advice  in  all  my  life !  If  you  only 
consent,  fiear  one——" 

"  Oh,  I  cannot  refuse  you  now.  It  would  be  absurd  coquetry  upon  my  part 
to  do  so.     Take  my  hand,  ab  you  have  already  taken  my  heart," 

"Never  was  consent  so  gracefully  given,''  said  Claude  Duval.  "I  daresay 
the  landlord  here  will  go  with  you  and  see  to  every  necessary  arrangement." 

"Oh,  dear  me,  yes,"  he  cried,  "and  so  shall  my  v/ife,  and  her  sister  can 
mind  the  inn  while  we  are  gone  ;  and  as  we  have  no  custom,  it  is  not  at  all 
likely  that  she  will  have  a  great  deaf  of  trouble.  But  I  insist  upon  everybody 
having  a  drop  of  something  before  we  go." 

The  officers  did  not  seem  to  think  that  that  proposition  was  by  any  manner 
of  means  a  bad  one  ;  but  the  magistrate  shook  his  head,  and  said— 

'•  I  will  take  a  glass  of  water,  if  you  please,  in  the  which  I  can  just  as  well 
drink  to  the  health  and  happiness  o'f  the  young  couple  as  in  any  stronger 
liquid." 

"  Well,  sir,  if  you  v/on't  have  anything  but  water,  I  can  promise  you  as  fine  a 
glass  of  'that  as  the  whole  country  can  produce.  I  will  go  to  the  vvell  in  the 
kitchen  garden  myself  and  get  you  some." 

"Thank  you." 

"  No— no— no  !"  cried  Claude  Duval  j  "  stop  !" 

"  Eh  ?     Did  you  say  stop  ^"       ^  ,     ,  .    ,  j      «., 

«■  Yes,  I~that  is— Did  you  say  the  well  in  the  kitchen  garden  .'' 

"To  be  sure  I  did."  ^  .         ■      l 

"Well,  then,  I  was  going  to  say  that  I  and  my  friends,  in  trying  to  get  up  a 
drop  of  water,  broke  the  windlass." 

"  Oh,  well,  if  that  is  the  case,  I  can  get  some  from  a  stone  filter  in  the  bar,  if 
that  will  do." 

"  Quite  as  well,"  said  the  magistrate. 

The  water  from  the  stone  filter  v/as  got,  and  the  health  and  happiness  of  the 
young  couple  was  duly  drunk;  and  then  in  the  course  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
they  and  the  landlord  and  his  wife  started  for  London. 

The  moiuent  they  were  gone,  Claude  Duval  took  the  magistrate  aside. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXVII. 

CLAUDE     DT3VAL     AND    HIS     FRXEIvrDS     SET     UP     IN     A    NEW    LINE   OF   BUSINESS 

COMPLETELY. 

The  expression  of  ClauJe  Duval's  face  as  he  took  the  magistrate  asiis  was 
quite  sufficient  to  convince  him  that  he  had  something  of  importanwg  "i- com- 
municate to  him,  and  he  listened  with  attention  as  Claude  said— •  ^ 
"  Sir,  I  prevented  you  from  getting  a  draught  of  water  from  the  w«Pl 
"  You  did ;  and  tliat  you   had  some  motive  in  so  doing,  U®^sa^  what  you 
state,  1  could  very  well  guess." 

"  I  had,  sir.     Mr,  Hargrave  is  there." 

"In  the  well?"  ,,         , 

"Just  so,  sir;  and.  therefore,  I  thought  that  you  ws^sk  pivfer  a  glass  of 
water  from  any  other  place  ju3t  now  than  that."  ^^ 

"  God  bless  me.  ves.     But  how  came  you  not  to  mention  it  before  i 
"  I  feared  the  e&ect  wnich  sucn  a  comm'unication  might  lave  upon  the  sensitive 
feelmgs  of  his  daughter  ;  the  tidings  had  better  come  to  her  more  quietly  than 
they  could  possibly  have  reached  her  here  in  the  midst  of  all  the  excitements  of 
the  strange  scenes  that  have  been  enacted  in  this  place." 
"  You  are  right,  sir.     You  are  considerate  as  well  as  right." 
"  Now,  however,"  added  Duval,  "  I  tell  you,  sir,  because  it  ia  my  ducy  to  do 
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so,  you  holding  the  official  position  that  you  do,  and  perhaps,  after  all,  it  is  the 
best  end  that  such  a  man  could  have  possibly  come  to,  considering  all  things." 

"  It  is,  indeed.     Think  you  it  was  suicide  1" 

"  Certainly  not :  ;t  was  a  mere  accident,  no  doubt.  He  was  flying  from  the 
officers,  and,  probably,  attending  more  to  them  as  tbey  came  in  pursuit  of  him 
than  to  where  he  was  going,  and  so  fell  into  the  well ;  and  as  he  would  go  head- 
foremost, probably  death  would  be  all  but  instantaneous." 

"It  will  be  my  duty,"  said  the  magistrate,  "  then,  to  inform  the  coroner  for  the 
county  of  the  affair;  and  then,  gentlemen,  1  shall  request  the  attendance  of  all 
three  of  you  at  the  inquest  that  will  take  place." 

Claude  was  silent  for  a  moment  or  t%vo,  for  the  idea  of  troubling  himself  by 
attending  an  inquest  on  the  body  of  old  Hargrave  was  one  that  he  could  not 
entertain  for  a  moment;  and  yet  it  was  a  difficult  thing  to  say  no. 

"  I  beg,"  added  the  magistrate,  '*  that  you  will  not  hesitate  about  the  perform- 
ance of  such  a  public  duty  ?" 

The  tone  of  voice  in  which  this  was  said  convinced  Claude  that  Sir  John  was 
likely  to  have  rather  a  bad  opinion  of  him  and  his  friends  if  they  did  not  accede 
to  the  request ;  so  he  said  with  an  air  of  frankness — 

"  Well,  sir,  be  it  so  :  we  will  attend.  I  presume  it  will  be  to-morrow  morning, 
at  the  earliest,  before  it  takes  place  V 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  but  if  you  will  do  me  the  favour  to  breakfast  with  me  in  the  morn- 
ing T  shsU  be  able  to  let  you  know  precisely.  You,  perhaps,  know  my  house.  It 
is  not  very  off — Fairlawn  Lodge." 

"  Thank  you,  sir ;  we  will  do  ourselves  the  honour.  And  now,  as  we  have 
really  rather  an  important  enga^fement,  we  will  take  our  leave  of  you  and  the  inn 
for  a  short  time;  but  as  we  return  here  to  dinner,  if  anything  should  arise  for 
which  we  may  be  required,  we  shall  be  most  happy  to  attend  you." 

To  all  this,  sounding  so  fair  and  straitforward  as  it  did,  the  magistrate  could 
make  no  possible  objection  ;  so  Claude  and  his  frends  went  to  the  inn-yard,  and 
Claude  called  for  the  ostler. 

"Coming,  sir— coming." 

"  You  will  saddle  our  horses,  and  bring  them  out  as  quietly  as  you  can," 

"Yes,  sir — directly,  sir." 

"  Jack,  and  you,  Dick  ?"  said  Claude. 

*•  Yes,  Duval  ?    Anything  amiss  ?" 

"  No,  I  hope  not.  But  one  of  the"  oiBcers  has  been  staring  at  me  for  the  last 
quarter  of  an  hour  in  a  way  that  I  don't  very  well  like," 

"  Indeed  ?"  said  Jack. 

"  Who  is  he  ?" 

"  One  there  with  the  red  nose.     Don't  you  see  him  ?" 

"Yes.     Confound  him !" 

"  So  say  I.  But  he  has  put  me  in  the  humour  of  getting  away  from  here  just 
as  quick  as  I  can." 

•'  Look  I  look  !"  said  Jack  ;  "  he  is  going  to  speak  to  Sir  John." 

"Is  he?" 

"  Yes — yes!     There,  he  is  making  his  way  up  to  him." 

"  I  will  stop  that,"  said  Claude. 

If  the  horses  had  only  been  out  and  ready  there  is  very  little  doubt  but  that 
Claude  Duval  would  have  disregarded  any  communication  that  the  officer  might 
have  made  to  Sir  John;  but  as  tbey  were  not  he  felt  that  the  only  plan  was  to 
gain  time,  so  he  strode  up  to  the  magistrate  at  the  very  moment  that  the  officer 
did,  and  just  as  the  latter  opened  his  mouth  to  speak,  Claude  said  abruptly — • 

"  Sir  John,  a  word  with  you." 

"  Certainly,  sir." 

"I,  too.  Sir  John,"  said  the  officer,  "wish  to  say  a  word." 

"Upon  my  reputation,"  said  Claude,  "this  is  not  very  respectful  conduct. 
I  was  speaking  to  Sir  John,  and  you,  fellow,  come  and  interfere." 

"  Yes,  but •" 
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"Begone,  sir,"  cried  Sir  Joha,  "How dare  you  behave  in  this  iucIj  way  to  a 
gentleman?    Begone,  sir!" 

"  But,  Sir  John " 

"  I  will  not  hear  you." 

*'  Oh,  sir,  I  assure  you,  that— — " 

"  Will  you  be  oflF,  sir?  If  you  say  another  word  I  will  have  your  constable's 
warrant  taken  from  you.     Be  off,  sir." 

The  officer  gave  his  hat  a  dab  upon  the  top  of  it,  and  strode  off  in  high  dudgeon 
and  indignation  that  he  could  not  be  heard. 

"  Novr,  sir,  if  you  please,"  said  the  magistrate,  "  I  have  to  apologise  to  you 
most  sincerely  for  that  fellow's  inpertinence." 

"Don't  mention  it.  Sir  John,  I  beg,"  said  Claude.  "I  was  only  going  to  say 
that  as  I  may  see  the  secretary  of  state  this  evening,  would  vou  think  that  there 
was  any  impropriety  in  my  mentioning  to  him  the  occurrence  that  has  taken 
place  in  this  house  to-day  ?'* 

"None  in  the  least.'' 

"Then  I  shall  probably  do  so,  for  it  is  a  peculiarity  of  mine  when  I  see  a 
gentleman  act  in  so  noble  and  excellent  a  manner  as  you  have  done  lo-day,  that 
I  cannot,  without  great  violence  to  my  feelings,  keep  it  to  rayse'f." 

"  Sir,  you  are  too  good." 

"  Oh,  no— no,  not  at  all." 

While  Claude  and  the  magistrate  ware  thus  complimenting  eacii  other.  Jack  i 
and  Dick,  who  felt  that  there  was  no  time  to  lose,  urged  the  ostler  to  be  quick  i 
with  the  horses,  and  themselves  lent  a  helping  hand  in  getting  them  ready,  so  j 
that  Claude,  who  every  now  and  then  stole  a  glance  in  that  direction,  saw  them 
both  mount,  and  that  Jack  held  his  horse  by  the  bridla  all  ready  equipped  for  the  \ 
road.  i 

"  Now,  Sir  John,"  said  Claude,  "  I  leave  you  with  very — very  many  thanks,  j 
sir,  for  the  kindness  and  civility  which  we  have  all  received  at  your  hands,"  I 

"Sir,  the  kindness  has  all  been  on  your  side."  | 

Another  moment  and  Claude  was  in  the  saddle.  The  magistrate  patted  his  > 
horse  upon  the  neck,  as  he  fcaid —  | 

"  Upon  my  word,  gentlemen,  you  are  a'l  three  well  mounted."  i 

"  Pretty  well,"  said  Claude. 

"  I  don't  think  that  there  are  three  other  such  horses  in  the  whole  country.   \ 
Why  that  black  mare  that  you  ride,  sir,"- — speaking  to   Dick — **  is  a  magnificent 
creature."  1 

"  She  is,"  said  Dick.     "  My  Bonny  Bess."  ! 

•*  What,  sir,  do  you  call  her  ?"  i 

"Elizabeth,  sir,  that's  all."  j 

"  Oil,  I  thought  you  said  Bess — I — God  bless  me,  what  is  this  ?"  I 

The  officer  was  tugging  at  the  coat  skirts  cf  the  magistrate,  and  then  he  called  ! 
out,  in  a  voice  partly  of  rage  and  partly  of  fear —  I 

"  Sir  Jo'hn,  1  can't  hold  my  tongue!  Sir  John,  I  can't  hold  my  tongue  if  you  ; 
kill  me  for  speaking!  I  tell  you,  sir,  that  if  that  tall  one  on  the  bay  horse  is  not  | 
Claude  Duval,  the  highwayman,  th'it  tliey  call  Gentleman  Jack,  and  if  this  one  I 
on  the  black  mare  is  not  Dick  "Turpin.  I'll  be  hanged''  i 

A  flush  of  colour  spread  itself  all  over  the  face  of  the  magistrate,  for  if  this 
should  be  correct  information,  he  saw  how  terribly  he  must  have  been  taken  in, 
and  what  a  story  it  would  be  to  tell  a3:ainst  him. 

"  It's  true,  Sir  John,  upon  my  life  it's  true." 

"No — no.  It — cannot — be— To  horse!  to  horse,  officers!  Hilloa— your 
pistols." 

"  Hold,  Sir  John,"  said  Claude.  "  Accept  our  thanks,  and  if  you  wish  to 
Bay  anything  more  to  us,  you  will  be  ab'e  to  do  it  when  you  catch  us  at  breakfast 
to-morrow.     I  have  the  honour  to  be  Claude  Duval." 

"  And  I  Dick  Turpin,"  said  Dick. 

"And  I  the  devil,"  said  Jack.    "  Whoop,  hilloa !" 
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With  a  bound  they  reached  the  road.  For  a  moment  they  leant  forward 
in  their  ?af1dies,  and  then  as  the  oiScers  hurriedly  dragged  winat  horses  they  could 
find  from  the  stable?,  off  went  Claude[and  his  friends  like  the  wind. 

A  straggling  volley  of  pistol  bullets  came  after  them,  without  doing  the  least 
damage,  and  in  ten  minutes  they  were  two  miles  from  the  little  inn,  where  they 
had  certainly  done  much  more  good  than  harm,  and  for  which  they  ought  not 
to  have  been  bunted  in  such  a  way. 

"Halt!"  said  Claude. 

They  all  drew  up. 

"  Where  are  we.  Jack  1" 

"  Not  very  far  from  Guildford,  Claude;  but  it  will  be  better  to  get  out  of  the 
high-road,  won't  it  ?" 

"Yes.     Come  on— here's  a  lane." 

A  very  beautiful  lane,  down  one  side  of  which  there  flowed  a  pretty  streamlet, 
lay  to  the  left,  as  they  looked  westward,  and  they  at  once  turned  their  horses' 
heads  down  it,  and  pursued  it  about  halt  a  mile.  Then  again  ClaudeDuval  called 
a  halt,  and  said  to  bis  friends — 

"  Vv'hat  is  to  be  in  our  line  of  business  now?  I  do  think  that  we  have  seldom,  if 
ever,  found  ourselves  so  free  from  any  engagements  of  any  sort  as  we  are  now." 

"That  is  true,"  said  Dick  Turpin  ;  "but  I  suppose  it  is  a  state  of  things 
that  is,  after  all,  not  likely  to  last  very  long." 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  Jack  ;  "but  I  advise  Claude,  now  that  he  really  does 
feel  himself  to  be  in  such  a  position,  to  think  seriously." 

"Of  what.  Jack?" 

"Why,  of  adopting  some  means  of  acquiring  money  enough  to  retire  from  so 
very  perilous  a  mode  of  life  as  this." 

Claude  shook  his  head,  and  then  he  said,  in  a  voice  of  emotion — 

"Jack,  when  you  utter  such  a  remark  as  that,  you  put  me  in  mind  of  one  who 
IS  dead  and  gone  loag  ago,  now  as  it  seems  to  me.  When  she  was  alive — I  need 
not  more  particularly  allude  to  her,  for  well  you  know  who  it  is  that"!  mean — 
when  she  was  alive  I  ever  at  her  suggestion  entertained  the  hope  that  thi>  day 
might  come  when  we  might  retire  to  some  tranquil  spot  far  away  from  the  turmoils 
of  the  great  world,  and  there  find  the  repose  that  it  is  in  vain  to  seek  within  its 
whirling  vortex ;  but  when  she  left  me  I  had  no  such  hopes,  and  I  only  look 
forward  to  some  sudden  death,  which  will  only  have  one  pang,  after  which  I  may 
again  look  into  her  ej^es." 

As  he  said  this,  Claude  Duval  glanced  upward,  and  was  silent  for  a  moment 
or  two.     Then  a  remarkable  change  came  over  his  face,  and  he  cried  out — 

"  Oh,  God  !  'tis  she — 'tis  she  !  On  the  very  edge  of  that  silvery  cloud  I  see 
her  now— I  see  her  now !" 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXVIII. 

THE   GUILDFORD    COACH   COMES    TO    LONDON    IN   STRANGE   HANDS. 

^'  Both  Dick  and  Jack  were  rather  alarmed,  as  well,  indeed,  they  might  be,  at 
this  strange  conduct  upon  the  part  of  Claude  Duval,  for  it  was  the  first  Blight 
intimation  of  the  fact,  or  the  seeming  fact,  that  the  adventurous  life  he  had  led 
had  afi'ected  his  intellect  a  little. 

They  looked  at  one  another  inquiringly,  and  then  Jack,  edging  his  horse  close 
to  Claude,  laid  his  hand  upon  his  arm,  saying — 

"  Claude,  you  are  not  well  ?" 

"Yes — yes.  Jack,  I  am  quite  well." 

"No,  you  ain't,"  said  Dick.     "There  has  been  too  much  excitement  at  work 
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in  your  brain.  Claude.  Come,  now,  I  have  certain  advice  to  offer  to  you,  which 
1  hope  you  will  take,  for  I  feel  confident  it  will  do  you  good." 

"  But  I  saw  her,"  said  Cauda.     "  1  tell  you  I  saw  her." 

"  Imagination  has  played  you  a  trick,  Claude." 

« No-no  J  I  saw  her  upon  the  edge  of  the  cloud,  and  for  a  raoment-only 
for  a  moment,  for  ere  you  could  say  '  Beloved  !'  'twas  gone.  She  le^^arded  me 
with  a  sweet  smile,  and  beckoned  to  me."  ►^lie  ie„araea  me 

^"%"?'  IwP-'f^  y°."'"  l^'^  •^^'^''  "give  way  to  such  fancies.  Believe 
me  Claude,  that  if  you  do,  they  will  take  such  a  hold  of  you  that  they  will 
quite  unman  you,  and  you  will  find  yourself  unfit  for  any  exertion  when  you 
are  called  upon  for  it.  ^ 

"  Warned  of  what  ?'*  said  Dick, 

"  Of  the  fact  that  we  shall  soon  part.  And  yet  I  will  not  willingly,  and  of  my 
own  accord,  part  with  either  of  you  on  this  side  of  the  grave  "  ^ 

n  fn^ifTP^'fJ^'l?^'  ^l^^  °'  ^^''^  ^°"^^  pretend  to  misunderstand  that  this  was 
a  foreboding  of  death  on  the  part  of  Claude  Duval ;  and  after  a  brief  pause  Dick 
said  to  him  in  a  serious  tone  of  voice—  ^ 

jyi^fttii^-  ""^  ^^'"^  you  of  one  thing,  and  that  is,  that  imagination  and  fear 
olten  fulfil  their  own  prophecies."  - 

to'fVp^LT  u\^''f'i  ?"'  '*  T' r".°V^'  f  '''  ^^'^  ^^^«  5  believe  me.  I  will  fight 
to  the  last ;  but  yet  I  have  a  belief  that  I  am  near  to  the  end  of  my  calmer." 

I  will  hear  no  more  of  this."  said  Jack.  "  These  gloomy  fancies  will  upset  us 
all.  1  don  t  wish  to  hear  more  about  such  matters.  My  own  nerves  are  none 
of  the  stronges  ,  as  you  both  well  know,  and  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  talk 
of  something  pleasant,  and  contrive  to  live  just  as  long  as  we  possibly  can  with- 
out any  forebodings  upon  the  subject."  t'  J 
"  I  will  say  no  more,"  said  Claude. 

tIIV!  l'^}^'"  f '?  ^'-'u"'  "r^''^  °°^  '"*  "s  trot  on  again  for  a  little  space." 
nl^  ^  'V'  \"lP^»th^^  Ja'^k  nor  Dick  could  be  off  from  noticing  that 
Sri.  '^"•T  f,  '^l*  ^- '  '- '  ".^  *°  '^^  ^'^"'^^  ^'°"ds  that  were  careering  over 
llln  .1'  .u^TK  ^T""^  i°.^''  '"'^'^  ^  hope  that  he  should  see  again  the 
vision  that  his  heated  fancy  had  once  produced. 

nnWnWr''^""  of  them  thought  it  prudent,  though,  to  nurse  such  thoughts  by 
any  further  remarks  concerning  them,  so  they  tried  to  say  things  to  Claude  that 
would  seem  to  be  the  furthest  possible  from  any  such  suggestion,  and  they  had 
mucf  as  usuah  ""  '  °^  ^""^'"^  '^""^  *°  ^'^  °"*^«^^  appearance  he  was 

to  Itd'rifhf-'nwi^/  ""''I  '^r,"^^^  ^^°"*  *  "•""  ^""^  «  ^^'f  '"  ^''t^^t,  and  seemed 
iJnfjA  ^I  towards  the  upper  part  of  the  Hammersmith  Road  ;  but  after 
iZL  T\  ^  "!,^  ^''''1  '^  ^'^^yj^^^d  that  the  hedge  upon  one  side  o  it  skirted 
a  farm-yard,  and  from  the  number  of  handsome-looking  hay-ricks  about,  they 

re^rdeVsYze?"  '  '^'^  ""'''  '^°''  '°  '"""^  homestead  of  importance  as 

"  Suppose  we  stop  here,"  said  Dick. 
•'  What,  in  this  lane  ?"  said  Claude. 

thi's'  lU'^'V?'*  *^^'  \ '°°''  T'  S'  ^"'Se,  Claude,  and  say  what  you  think  of 
shonS  hi  dl^PP'"^''  *°  "'.  *^^^'f  r  "^"'^  ^'^"P  so'^ewhere  it  is  better  that  it 
One  thin,  km'f  T  ^?/'''  ^'■'''^  ^"^  ""^'^  ^'^^  unwelcome  intruders, 
now  ImtV.^  v"  ^^'^*  ^^  '"f °°'  "''y  ^'^^  1^"P  o"f  Jiorses  on  their  feet 

tiJe  comes  '       ^^  ^''P'"'  *°  ^^  '"  ^"  ^^''^^'^  condition  when  that 

"That  is  true." 

ho,ny^n/r;^'^f'  ^'^  *^'  hospitality  of  the  people  of  this  farm  for  some  few 
fake  t'o  thP  S  ■  ^^^^'^"tly  swallow  up  the  time,  so  that  we  shall  be  able  to 
take  to  the  road  again  tolerably  fresh." 

•*  Yes,"  said  Jack ;  "  that  is  better  than  risking  the  stopping  at  any  ian." 


^ 
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"  Be  it  so,"  said  Claude  Duval. 

Having  thus  obtained  Claude's  consent  to  a  halt,  they  rode  oa  till  they  came  to 
a  gate,  which  led  into  rather  a  pretty-looking  paddock,  at  the  farther  end  of  which 
there  was  another  gate,  evidently  close  to  the  house  itself  ;  but,  as  yet,  they  could 
not  see  any  one. 

They  opened  the  gate,  and  rode  into  the  paddock ;  and  then  rather  a  bluff-look- 
ing countryman  met  them,  and  looked  inquiringly  at  them,  upon  which  Claude 
said  to  him — 

"  My  friend,  can  you  allow  our  horses  a  rest  for  an  hour  or  so  in  the  home- 
stead, while  we  indulge  ourselves  with  a  glass  of  your  old  ale  ?'* 

"  Well,  I'm  danged,"  said  the  man,  "  if  you  ain't  as  good  as  a  witch." 

"  How  do  you  mean  ?" 

"We  have  got  some  old  ale." 

•*  Oh,  yes,  I  know  that  quite  well,"  added  Claude,  who  had  no  very  flattering 
idea  of  the  intellect  of  the  countryman,  from  his  wondering  at  such  an  evident  guess 
as  that  there  was  soma  old  ale  to  be  had  at  an  English  farmhouse. 

The  terms  upon  which  Claude  and  his  friends  could  stay  at  the  place  as  long  as 
they  liked  were  easily  settled ;  and,  in  wandering  about  a  delicious  garden  that  was 
attached  to  the  place,  they  almost  foigot  that  there  was  such  things  as  prisons  and 
officers  in  the  world. 

The  shades  of  evening,  however,  at  last  began  to  fall  across  the  landscape  ;  and 
the  distant  trees  and  hedges  and  fields  began  to  be  mingled  together  in  a  mass 
of  confusion. 

"  It  is  time  to  go,"  said  Duval.     ' 

•'  Yes,"  said  Dick.  "  But  stop,  now,  just  for  a  few  moments.  I  told  you  while 
we  were  in  the  lane  that  I  had  a  proposition  to  make  to  you  ;  and,  as  I  did  not 
then  mention  it,  I  will  now." 

"  Excuse  us,  Dick,  for  our  non-attention." 

"  Don't  mention  that.    But  listen  to  me  :  I  should  like  a  change." 

"  A  change,  Dick. 

"  Yes,  I  want  a  month's  peace  and  quietness ;  so  I  propose  that  we  try  this 
night  what  we  can  do  on  the  Guildford  road,  as  regards  putting  us  in  funds  ;  and 
then,  if  we  are  fortunate  enough  to  get  a  good  purse  full  enough  for  the  purpose, 
I  would  wish  that  we  should  go  to  some  quiet  sea-side  place  for  a  time,  and  for- 
get that  we  are  highwaymen,  and  in  peace  and  security  recover  the  tenour  of  our 
minds  a  little." 

Claude  looked  at  Dick  for  a  moment  in  silence,  and  then  he  said— 

"  This  is  proposed  for  my  interest,  Dick." 

"  Yes,  partly,  and  partly  for  my  own,  and  partly  for  Jack's.  I  know  that  we 
all  need  such  a  change.     Come,  now,  Claude,  don't  object  to  it.'* 

"  I  won't.  Be  it  as  you  propose,  if  agreeable  to  Jack.  What^do  you  say  to  it, 
my  old  friend  1" 

"I  am  perfectly  willing,"  said  Jack.  "Be  it  as  you  both  agree ;  and,  in  fact, 
what  is  now  proposed  is  particularly  agreeable  to  me,  and  it  would  be  still  more 
so  if  it  could  be  accomplished  at  once  without  the  proceeding  of  to-night's  work 
upon  the  road." 

"  Well,  let  me  sea,"  said  Dick.     "  What  money  have  you,  Jack." 
I     "None." 
;     "  Then  that  is  soon  settled.    What  have  you,  Claude  ?" 

"  Something  under  ten  pounds." 

Dick  executed  a  long  whistle,  and  then  he  said— 

"  I  have  about  twenty  pounds,  but  that  will  not  be  enough  to  do  for  U3  all 
three,  and  take  care  of  the  cattle,  too,  for  that  time,  so  there  is  an  end  of  it. 
To  the  road  we  must  go,  and  good  luck  go  with  us." 

"  Amen  !"  said  Jack. 

Claude  |||dded  his  head,  and  then  he  said— ■ 

"  Now,^ick,  you  shall  be  general-in-chief    to-night.     If  you  think  that  tha 
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THE    FRIENDS    WAllINQ    THE    ARBlVAL    07    THE'  GUILD70RD    COACH. 

Guildford  road  is  the  best  one  we  will  lal;e  ro  it  at  once  ;  so  come  on,  I  know  the 
way." 

This,  then,  was  formally  agreed  upon  between  them  aU,  that  ns  soon  as  they 
had  in  any  way  made  up  the  sura  of  one  hundred  pounds  they  would  cease  their 
depredations,  and  start  across  the  country  to  some  of  the  little  villages  upon  the 
Kentish  coast,  and  there  take  up  their  abode  for  a  month. 

Man  proposes  and  fate  disposes,  though,  and  it  will  be  seen  whethei 
Claude  or  his  friends  were  ever  destined  to  carry  out  such  an  idea  as  that  whicl; 
they  now  entertained. 

The  night,  as  it  happened,  was  a  very  dark  one,  indeed  very  much  darker  thar 
was  at  all  to  be  expected,  considering  the  age  of  the  moon,  but  the  fact  was  tha' 
a  sudden  shift  of  wind  about  sunset  brought  from  the  south-west  a  great  mas? 
of  clouds,  which  effectually  obscured  all  traces  of  moonlight;  atd,  although  the\ 
did  not  at  once  bring  rain,  it  was  pretty  evident  that  they|(vere  sufRcienth 
charged  with  aqueoUB  particles  to  do  so  at  any  small  amount  or  provocation. 
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This  state  of  things  was  in  many  respects  mor  ^  favourable  for  the  designs 
of  Claude  Duval  and  his  associates  than  as  if  the  cijiht  had  been  fine,  although 
in  one  respect  a  rather  threatening  night  was  bad  for  them,  inasmuch  as  it  kept 
at  home  persons  who  otherwise  might  have  ventured  out  into  the  roads,  and  so 
become  the  prey  of  the  highwaymen. 

Nevertheless,  the  three  friends  took  their  route  by  the  nearest  way  they  couM 
find  to  the  Guildford  road,  which  was  then  a  much  more  popular  one  as  regarded 
coaches,  both  public  and  private,  than  it  is  now. 

By  going  some  distance  over  a  field  or  two,  where  they  found  a  bridle  path, 
they  at  length  emerged  in  a  part  of  the  road  that  was  at  the  foot  of  a  hill,  and 
which  was  exceedingly  favourable  for  their  purpose,  inasmuch  as  if  they  got 
just  a  little  way  on  the  assent,  as  the  hill  went  Londonwise,  they  would  be  able 
to  stop  any  vehicle  or  horse  with  ease. 

"  Here,  then,  as  I  am  commander-in-chief/'  said  Diek,  **  I  should  say,  we 
pause." 

♦'  So  be  it,"  said  Claude. 

"  But,"  added  Dick,  "  as  I  am  not  at  all  above  taking  ad'vice,  I  would  beg  to 
say — Is  not  this  a  good  place  for  our  purpose  ?  " 

"  It  is,  Dick.  I  don't  think,  viewing  the  general  deseriptioa  of  theground,  we 
could  have  a  better.    All  we  want  now  is  the  enemy." 

"  And  that  wish  is  soon  supplied,"  said  Jack,  "for,  fe!  I  heasr  the  sound  of  a 
horse's  feet," 

As  Dick  and  Duval  had  been  talking  while  Jack  had  been  listening,  he  had 
caught  the  sound  of  advancing  feet  first;  but  the  moment  they  turned  their 
attention  to  the  subject  they  too  h€ard  it. 

"  One  horse/*  said  Claude,  "  and  so,  we  may  conclude,  one  horsemiah;.  Who 
will  stop  him  ?  It  don't  want  three  to  one  man." 

♦'  I  will,"  said  Dick. 

"  Very  well ;  we  will  take  it  by  turns  as  long  as  singTepasseagefS  only  appear. 
I  will  sally  QUt  to  the  next  one,  and  you  to  the  third,  Jack,** 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXIX. 

THE  OFFICERS   OP  JUSTICE   ARE  UPON   THE   TRACK   OF  THE   HIGHWAYMEN. 

There  was  not  much  time  for  consideration  now,  for  the  approaching  horse- 
man came  on  at  rather  a  sharp  trot.  Upon  getting  to  the  commencement  of  the 
ascent  of  the  hill,  though,  he  altered  the  pace  of  his  steed  to  a  walk,  and  then 
Dick  Turpin  went  out  quite  gently  into  the  road  and  intercepted  him., 

"  Good  evening,  sir,"  said  Dick. 


to  detain  yosii 
longer  than  necessary,  bat  you  will  oblige  me  with  your  purse,  sir. 

"  A  highwayman  !" 

«'  Call  me  what  you  will,  but  be  quick." 

"  Alas,  sir,  1  certainly  have  a  small  sum  of  money  about  me,  but  it  is  the  sole 
hope  of  one  who  is  in  great  distress  for  the  want  of  it,  I  imiplore  you  not  to; 
take  it  from  me." 

"  Stuff,"  said  Dick.     "  Come>  sir,  give  it  up." 

*'  But  let  me  tell  you  that  I  am  poor.  I  am  a  clergyman— a  curate  raeiely  ;, 
my  own  income  is  not  fifty  pounds  a  year.  The  little  sunj,of  money  that  1  have' 
with  me  is  for  the  relief  of  the  orphan  and  the  widow.  Oh,,  young  man,,  if  you  : 
have  a  heart  ab  all  you  will  let  me  pass  in  peace;  but  if  you  have  not,  there  is  thpt 
money,  and  may  God  forgive  you  as  I  do."  ^  j 

•    ♦'  Pass  on,"  said  Dick.    "  I  cannot  say  whether  you  are  deceiving  me  an^ii 
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only  playing  a  part  or  not,  but  the  doubt  is  sufficient,  so  pass  oa.     1  will  not 
take  your  money." 

Upon  this,  the  clergyman  rode  close  up  to  Dick,  and  said — 
"  Jt;s  dark,  but  yet  I  would  fain  see  your  face,  that  I  may  know  you  again  if 
ever  it  should  be  in  my  power  to  do  you  a  kindness," 
"  No— no.     It  is  as  well  not." 

•'Oh,  yes— yes.  Honour  me  so  far,  my  friend,  I  beg  of  you.  There,  now,  a 
cloud  has  partially  swept  from  over  the  face  of  the  moon,  and  if  you  turn  this 
way  I  shall  see  you." 

"  Look  at  me^  then,"  said  Dick  Turpin,  as  he  took  off  his  hat,  and  the  curate 
did  take  a  good  look  at  him  by  the  dim  night  light, 
"  Shall  you  know  me  again  ?"  said  Dick. 
'« I  shall." 

"  Thengood-night,  sir,  and  good  speed  to  you.'* 
''Farewell!" 

The  curate  set  spurs  to  his  torse,  and  rode  off. 

"  Am  I  done,"  said  Dick  to  himself,  "or  not?  Well,  at  any  rate,  if  lam 
taken  in,  the  fellow  deserved  to  get  off  for  his  cleverness  in  playing  the  part  that 
he  did,  for  in  good  truth  it  was  admirably  done,  and,  after  all,  I  rather  incline  to 
the  opinion  that  it  was  all  true." 

When  Dick  got  back  to  his  friends  he  told  them  exactly  what  had  taken 
place,  and  Claude  said  at  once — 

''  You  did  quite  right,  Dick.  The  gold  that  would  be  necessary  for  the  wants 
of  the  v%'idow  and  the  orphan  would  do  us  no  good." 

"  Not  a  whit,"  said  Jack,     "  It  would  bring  a  curse  with  it." 

*'So  I  thought,"  said  Dick,  "but  it  is  your  turn  next,  Claude,  and  here  comes 

the  chance.  Another  horseman,  by  Jove  !  The  road  is  well  frequented  to-night.'* 

From  the  same  direction,  that  is  to  say,  from  countrywise,  tbat  the  curate  had 

come,  they  now  heard  a  horse  approaching  at  a  rapid  canter,  and  Claude  Duval, 

finding  that  there  was  no  time  to  lose,  sprang  out  into  the  road,  and  called  out — 

"  Stop,  on  your  life  !" 

There  was  a  scream,  then,  evidently.in  a  female  voice,  and  the  horse  was  pulled 
up  so  quickly  that  it  reared  right  on  to  its  haunches,  and  then  commenced 
plunging  in  evident  fright. 

Claude  could  just  see  that  it  was  a  female  figure  that  was  upon  the  horse,  and 
seizing  the  opportunity  to  do  so  effectually,  he  dashed  forward  and  caught  the 
refractory  horse  by  the  bridle,  and  brought  it  to  a  state  of  quietness  in  a  few 
minutes. 

"Oh,  sir,"  said  the  voice  of  evidently  quite  a  young  girl,  "was  it  you  who 
called  out  to  me  to  stop,  or  have  you  saved  me  from  that  danger  as  well  as  from 
the  more  real  one  of  a  fall  from  my  horse?" 
Claude  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  he  said — 
"  1  did  call  out  to  you  to  stop,  but  it  was  a  mistake.'* 
"A  mistake,  sir?" 

"  Yes,  I  took  you  for  some  one  e!se,  that  is  all.  You  are  free  to  pursue  your 
journey,  if  you  please.     Your  steed  is  quiet  now." 

"  Thank  you,  sir ;  but — but — you  are  not  really  a — a " 

*' A  gentleman,  I  hope,"  said  Claude,   as  he  slightly  raised  his  hat,  "having 
in  all  respects  behaved  as  one  to  you.     It  is  better  not  to  inquire  further." 
"  Sir,  I  thank  you.     Good  night." 
"  Good  night." 

The  young  lady  cantered  on,  and  Claude  went  back  to  his  friends  and  laughed, 
as  he  said  to  them — 

"  Another  failure.  It  was  a  girl  merely  ;  so,  of  course,  I  let  her  go  on  with- 
out ever  inquiring  if  she  had  any  money  with  her.  It  really  don't  seem  as  if  we 
were  destined  to  do  much  good  upon  this  road  to-night,  for  there  seems  to  arise 
some  good  reason  for  letting  every  one  pass  whom  we  may  happen  to  stop  upon 
the  highway." 
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"  Well,"  said  Jack,  "  it  is  my  turn  next,  however,  and  perhaps  I  shall  have 
better  luck  than  either  of  you." 

I     "Hush!"  said  Dick.    "Jack,  you  won't  go  single-handed  upon  the  next 
adventure.     Don't  you  hear  ? ' 
I     "  Yes,  the  sound  of  wheels.    It  is  a  stage  coach." 

!     "Are  you  suie  of  that?    Listen  again.    Perhaps,  after  all,  it  may  be  some 
private  vehicle." 

They  all  three  now  listened  attentively,  and  they  distinctly  heard  the  Iramp  of 
four  horses,  and  the  heavy,  grinding  sound  of  the  wheels  of  a  vehicle  of  con- 
siderable weight  upon  the  road  ;  but  if  there  had  been  any  doubt  at  all  upon  the 
character  of  the  vehicle  that  was  approaching  it  would  have  been  completely 
set  at  rest  by  the  braying  sound  of  a  horn,  that  was  evidently  blown  by  the 
guard  of  the  coach. 

,     That  it  was  a  public  vehicle  that  was  now  rapidly  approaching  was  evident, 
and  Jack  at  once  said-— 
'•■  Now  you  know  it  is  a  stage  coach." 
*'Wedo,'    said  Dick. 

"  Yes,"  said  Claude,  "  there  cannot  be  any  mistake  about  it  now." 
*'  What  is  to  be  done  ?"  said  Dick. 

Jack  was  rather  thoughtful,  and  evidently  waited  to  hear  what  Claude  would 
say  upon  the  subject ;  and  after  the  pause  of  a  moment  or  two,  he  spoke— 

"  Here  are  three  of  us/'  he  said,  "  and  there  is  a  stage  coach  coming  along 
upon  the  road.     It  is  evidently  bound  for  London,  and  is  likely  enough  to  have 
in  and  about  it  passengers  sufficient  to  make  up  the  money  that  we  want.    If 
we  can  get  that  money  by  such  a  coup  as  stopping  the  coach  at  ence,  I  think  it 
is  better  than  waiting  here  for  perhaps  half  the  night,  and  only  falling  in  with 
such  chances  as  have  already  come  across  us.'' 
"That  is  true,"  said  Dick. 
"  Why,  yes,"  said  Jack,  "  I  cannot  deny  it." 
'     "Then,"    added  Claude,    "what  do  you  both   say?    Shall  we  attack  the 
coach,  or  leave  it  alone  ?" 
"  Attack  it,"  said  Dick. 

"Then,"  said  Jack,  "as  I  should  be  in  a  minority  if  I  were  to  say  no  to  the 
proposition,  I  won't ;  and,  therefore,  you  may  consider  that  I  agree/' 

"  On,  then,"  said  Dick,  "  for  there  is  no  time  to  lose.  What  is  to  be  the  order 
of  the  attack,  Claude  ?" 

"Anyhow  you  please,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned." 

"  Then,  Jack,  you  stop  the  leading  horses.    I  will  keep  the  coachman  and 
guard  quiet,  and  you,  Claude,  see  to  the  passengers.    Will  that  do  ?" 
"  Perfectly  well." 

"  Come  on,  then,  for  there  are  the  lights  of  the  coach  already  flashing  on 
the  herbage  of  the  hedgerows," 

To  stop  a  stagecoach  with  four  good  horses  in  it,  going  at  its  usual  pace  upon 
a  country  road,  would,  under  ordinary  circumstances,  have  been  rather  a  difficult 
as  well  as  a  hazardous  exploit ;  but  when  such  a  feat  was  done  by  any  of  the 
knights  of  the  road  they  took  good  care  to  place  themselves  under  such  peculiar 
conditions  that  the  thing  was  not  near  so  troublesome  to  do  as  it  might  have 
been. 

One  of  the  most  essential  of  these  conditions  was  to  be  upon  the  activity  of  a 
hill,  60  that  the  horses  were,  at  any  rate,  reduced  to  a  walk  nearly,  and  the 
difficulty  of  stopping  them  was  very  materially  reduced. 

This  was  precisely  the  position  "occupied  by  Claude  and  his  two  friends  upon 
the  occasion  of  stopping  the  Guildford  coach. 

The  guard  of  the  coach  blew  his  horn  again,  doubtless  for  the  purpose  of 
warning  any  vehicle  that  might  be  coming  down  the  hill  of  the  close  proximity 
of  the  coach,  and  then  the  horses  were  brought  to  a  walk,  and  the  broad  glare 
of  the  lamps  fell  slowly  and  oddly  enough  upon  the  hedges  and  the  trees  oo  each 
side  of  the  road, 
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"Are  you  ready  ?"  said  Dick  Turpia.  i  ] 

"  Quite,"  said  Jack.  | ! 

"  Yes,"  said  Claude,  '*  I  am  quite  ready."  i  { 

*'0a,  then,  at  once,  and  don't  give  them  time  to  think  about  it."  ii 

Dick  did  not  pause  another  moment,  but  giving  his  horse  an  impulse  forward,   j 

he  rode  out  into  the  middle  of  the  road,  and  presented  a  pistol  at  the  coachman, 

crying  out  in  a  firm,  clear  voice,  as  he  did  so—  | , 

"  Pull  up,  or  you  are  a  dead  mau  \"  I  j 

Upon  the  impulse  of  the  moment  the  coacnman  pulled  up,  and  then  Jack  was  ■. 

at  the  heads  of  the  leaders  in   another  moment,  and  without  alarming  them  at   i 

all  took  gently  hold  of  one  of  them  by  the  bridle,  so  that  they  understood  they   • 

were  to  stand  still.  ! 

"Oh,  Lord!"  said  the  coachman.     "  Here's  no  end  of  highwaymen  stopped  i-j 

the  coach,  as  I'm  a  sinner!"  I| 

''Guard  !"  said  Turpin,  "guard  !"  I ; 

"  What  now  V  said  the  guard.  \  \ 

"  You  are  very  likely  armed,"  said  Dick,   "and  I  only  speak  to  warn  yo-.  r'.:>t  '  i 

we  are  in  sufficient  force  to  make  resistance  perfectly  useless  ;  so  if  you  au^ii^t    I 

to  make  any  it  can  only  have  to  you  the  effect  of  getting  your  brains  blown  out."  ; ; 

"  Yes,"  said  Claude,  as  he  rode  up  to  the  side  of  the  coach,   "  that   is   about  '■  I 

it;  and  now  that  you  uuderstand   your  situation,  your  best  plan  will  be  to  be  ;i 

quiet." 

"Blaze  away  at 'em,  Bill,"  said  the  coachman,  "You  have  got  a  blun- 
derbuss. 

"  Yes,"  said  Bill,  '\h\xt  don't  you  hear,  they  are  going  to  blow  my  brains 
out  if  I  do  1  and  as  thev  are  the  only  brains  I  have  sot,  I  don't  seein  to 
like  it."  '  ^ 

"  You  are  a  sensible  man,"  said  Dick. 
"  Thank  j^ou,  sir." 

"You  are  a  coward.  Bill,"  said  the  coachntian. 

"  1  know  ir,"  said  Bill,  "  that's  why  I  was  made  guard  of  a  coach,  you  see, 
Joe,  'cos  It  wasn't  supposed  I  would  bring  you  and  the  passengers  into  any 
danger  by  useless  resistance." 

Ttie  coachman  shook  his  head  despairingly,  and  Claude  Dural  at  once  let 
down  the  window  on  the  off  side  of  the  coach,  and  looking  into  the  vehicle,  he 
said — 

"  if  there  be  any  ladies  here,  they  need  not  be  at  all  alarmed,  as  no  violence 
13  intended." 

"Violence,  sir  !"  cried  a  voice.  "  What  the  devil  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 
Coachman  !— Isay,  coachman  !  go  on,  or  I  shall  bring  an  action  against  your 
proprietors  for  delaying  me  on  my  journey." 

"  Tne  coachraaa  dare  not  go  on,  sir,"  said  Claude,  "and  it  is   quite  useless 
for  you  to  put  jourself  in  a  passion.     You  will  he  so  good  as  to  deliver  up  your 
money,  watches,  and  jewellery,  if  you  please,  anel  be  quick  about  it." 
"  Murder !'  cried  a  lady's  voice. 

"  No,  madam,"  said  Claude,  "  there  is  no  murder  in  the  case." 
"  Why,  good  gracious,  man  !  you  don't  want  to  rob  us  ?" 
"  I  do,  madam." 

"Why,  it's  a  highwayman  !"  cried  the  man's  voice.  "  Upon  ray  life  this  is  a 
pretty  state  of  things.  Here  we  are  stopped  'oy  a  highwayman.  Sir  Peter 
Brown! — Sir  Peter  Brown,  I  say  I   are  you  going  to  stand  this  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  a  weak  voice — "  oh,  yes,  and  a  great  deal  more,  if  necessary. 
I  cannot  allow  my  serenity  to  be  disturbed  by  my  ideas  of  resistance ;  so,  my 
good  fellow,  here  is  my  purse.  There  are  about  forty  pounds  in  it,  to  which,  I'm 
sure,  you  are  quite  welcome,  if  you  v/ill  be  very  quiet  and  polite  in  what  you  have 
to  do." 
"Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Claude,  *'  Now  you,  sir,  if  you  please." 
"But,  bless  rae!"  cried  the  other  man,  "  I— I——." 


1598  GENTLEMAN  JACK ;  OR, 


"  Confound  you,  sir  !"  said  Claude,  as  he  put  the  lock  of  one  of  his  pistols  in 
trim  for  firing.  "  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself,  to  force  nae  to  fire  into 
the  coach,  for  somebody  else  may  get  hurt.  Lean  forward,  sir,  that  I  may  get 
a  good  aim  at  you  alone." 

••  Oh,  no  !  The  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me !  Good  sir,  oh,  don't— don't ! 
There  is  my  purse,  and  my  -watch.  Oh,  do  go  away  at  once,  for  I  don't  feel 
very  well." 


CHAPTER  CCCXC. 

THE   GUILDFORD  COACH   PASSES   COMPLETELY  INTO   NEW   HANDS. 

By  the  feel  of  the  purse  that  was  handed  to  him,  Claude  Duval  had  every 
reason  to  believe  that  it  was  tolerably  well  filled,  so  he  was  pretty  well  satisfied 
with  the  result  of  the  attack  upon  the  coach.  The  lady,  who  was  the  only  oiher 
passenger  in  the  vehicle,  give  such  evident  symptoms  of  being  in  hysterics,  that 
Claude  Duval  said  to  her — 

*'  Madam,  if  you  "wish  to  get  rid  of  me  you  can  do  so  at  once,  by  handing  me 
your  purse.     Come,  be  quick,  now." 

"Oh,  give  It  to  him,"  said  the  passenger  who  had  been  first  inclined  to  bully 
Claude — "give  it  to  him,  and  let  him  go." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  other,  who  was  named  Sir  Peter  Brown,  as  he  calmly  took  a 
pinch  of  snuff — "  yes,  I  think  that  will  be  the  plan,  madam." 

"  Take  it — oh,  take  it.  There  it  is,  and  my  rings,  too — my  brooch — oh,  my 
bracelets— oh— oh  \" 

"I  don't -want  your  jewellery,"  said  Claude.  "  Good-tiight,  madam;  and  1 
trust,  gentlemen,  you  are  much  more  frightened  than  hurt," 

*'  Claude— Claude !"  cried  Dick. 

«  Yes,  Dick  i" 

"  Look  down  the  road  there !     What  is  that  V 

Claude  did  look  down  the  road ;  and  what  he  saw  for  a  few  moments  had  the 
effect  of  rather  confusing  him,  for  he  could  not  make  out  what  it  was. 

"  What  is  it,  Dick  ?"  he  said.     **  Is  it  a  bonfire  moving  along,  or  what  ?" 

*'  No,  Claude,  it  is  a  stiong  party  of  mounted  men,  preceded  by  two  bearing 
flambeaux.    Don't  you  see  them  now  ?  ' 

"  Ah,  yes,  I  do." 

*•  We  must  be  off.  The  only  three  outside  passengers  that  there  were  to  the 
coach  slid  down,  and  ran  off.  I  let  them  go,  as  is  my  custom,  pretending  not  to 
see  them  ;  but  now  they  will  give  the  alarm  to  those  people  who  are  advancing 
without  a  doubt,  and  vfe  shall  be  taken  if  we  don't  mind." 

"Hurrah !  hurrah !"  cried  the  coachman.  "Now,  my  fine  fellows,  I  rather  think 
you  are  in  for  it,  for  I  can  see,  if  you  can't,  that  it  is  a  strong  party  of  mounted 
police  that  is  coming  up  the  road.  It  is  to  be  hoped  you  have  made  your  wills 
all  of  you." 

"  Be  quiet,"  said  Claude. 

" Ob,  yes,  I'll  be  quiet.     Ha !  ha!" 

**  Dick,  we  may  yet  baffle  them." 

"How?     By  flight?' 

*'  Yes,  partly,  and  partly  hyjinesse.    Will  you  see  to  my  horse  f* 

"  Certainly  1  will." 

Claude  dismounted  rapidly,  and  then,  rather  to  the  surprise  of  Dick,  ha 
/  mounted  on  to  the  coach  box,  and  snatching  the  reins  l*roTO  the  hands  of  the 
I  coachman,  he  said — 
J       "  Get  down,  or  you  are  a  dead  man  I'* 
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The  coachman,  seeing  a  pistol  in  the  right  hand  of  Claude,  rolled  off  the  box 
into  the  road  in  a  moment,  calling  out  as  he  did  so— 

"  Bill— Bill,  why  don't  you  shoot  him  ?" 

"  I'd  rather  not,"  said  Bill.  "  Two  can  play  at  that  game,  you  know,  Joe. 
Is  there  anything  I  can  do,  sir"— -addressing  Claude  Duval-—"  to  give  you  any 
satisfaction  ?" 

"  Ves.     Be  off  with  you  after  the  coachman." 

"  With  all  the  pleasure  in  life,  sir." 

With  amazing  celerity  the  guard  dropped  from  the  roof  of  the  coach  on  to  the 
road  ;  but  he  took  his  Wunderbuss  with  him.  , 

"Now,  Dick,"  cried  Claude,  "you  and  Jack  ride  on  in  front  of  the  leaders,  | 
and  I  will  drive  the  coach.     Off  we  go,  and  all's  right." 

"  Good,"  said  Dick.     •'  I  see  now.     It  is  the  best  plan  in  the  world." 

Claude  touched  the  horses  with  the  whip,  and  off  they  went;  but  at  that 
moment  the  guard  did  a  very  desperate  thing,  for  kneeling  down  in  the  middle  of 
the  road,  he  fired  his  blunderbuss  after  the  coach,  and  half  a  dozen  slugs  with 
which  it  was  loaded  went,  slanting  upwards  fortunately,  right  through  the  back 
panel. 

The  effect  of  this  discharge  was  to  frighten  the  old  lady  in  the  inside  of  the 
coach  into  a  state  of  hysterics,  and  to  blow  off  the  hat  and  wisr  of  Sir  Peter 
Brown,  while  one  of  the  slugs  hit  the  irascible  gentleman  on  the  side  of  the 
nose,  and  reduced  that  prominent  member  of  his  face  from  an  aquiline,  of  which 
he  used  to  be  very  proud,  to  a  snub. 

"Confound  the  fellow!"  said  Claude,  when  he  heard  the  discharge  of  the 
blunderbuss.  "  If  I  had  not  four  horses  to  manage,  I  would  let  him  know  that 
such  tricks  were  not  to  be  played  with  impunity." 

It  was  a  good  thing  now  for  the  safety  of  the  coach  and  the  inside  passengers, 
and  himself,  too,  that  Claude  Duval  was  a  good  whip,  for  the  horses  had  become 
very  much  alarmed  at  the  sudden  discharge  of  the  blunderbuss,  and  after  kicking 
a  little  had  fairly  broke  into  a  gallop. 

Any  effort  to  pull  the  cattle  in  for  a  mile  or  so  would  most  likely  have  ended 
in  the  upset  of  the  whole  concern;  so  Claude  acted  upon  the  prudent  plan  of 
rather  encouraging  them  in  a  gallop  than  otherwise,  so  that  they  soon  got  tired 
of  it,  and  comfortably  subsided  into  a  good  round  trot  of  about  nine  miles  an 
hour. 

During  the  time  that  the  horses  had  made  such  speed,  Dick  and  Jack  had  got 
out  of  the  way,  and  only  kept  up  with  the  coach,  one  on  each  side  of  it ;  but  now 
they  resumed  their  position  in  the  front,  which  would  hide  them^  from  any  one 
who  might  be  coming  after  the  vehicle. 

Gradually,  then,  Claude  pulled  up,  and  said  to  Dick — 

"  Look  down  the  road,  and  see  if  you  can  see  anything  of  the  rascals  we  ex- 
pected after  us,  Dick." 

"  No.     But  there  is  a  turn  in  the  road.'* 

"Turn?  There  is,  and  rather  a  sharp  one  too.  I  thought  that  we  should 
have  been  upset  at  it." 

Now,  the  passengers  in  the  inside  of  the  coach  had  been  so  confused  altogether 
at  the  attack,  that  they  were  utterly  unaware  of  the  change  of  the  driver  that  thfe 
coach  had,  and  hearing  some  talking  now,  and  feeling  that  after  the  mad  way  in 
which  the  coach  had  been  going  on  that  it  had  come  to  a  stand  still,  the  irascible 
gentleman  whose  nose  had  suffered  pulled  down  the  glass,  and  popped  his  head 
out  at  the  window. 
"Hilloa!  hilloa!" 
*'  What's  the  matter?"  said  Claude. 
"  Coachman  !  coachman  !" 

Claude  guessed  the  mistake  at  once,  and  imitating  the  voice  of  the  coachman 
as  well  as  he  could  from  hearing  it  only  once  or  twice,  he  said— 
"  Here  you  are,  sir.     Hope  all's  right,  sir  V 
**  No,  you  rascal,  all's  wrong." 
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"  Sorry  to  hear  it,  sir." 

"  You  sorry  to  hear  it,  you  vagabond  ?  How  dared  you  aubmit  to  those  rascally 
highwaymen  in  the  way  you  did  ?" 

"  Couldn't  help  it,  sir." 

"  You  couldn't  help  it,  you  wretch?  You  know  well  that  you  could  help  itj 
and  your  duty  was  to  help  it ;  but  I'll  bring  an  action,  sir,  against  your  proprietors, 
sir,  1  will,  sir,  you  vagabond  ;  and  I  don't  fell  quite  sure  but  what  you  are  in  the 
plot  yourself,  confound  you  !" 

"  Oh,  dear,  no,  sir." 

"  But  I  say,  oh,  yes.  sir!  and  I  only  wish  T  had  hold  of  the  rascals,  now  I  have 
got  my  pistols  out  of  my  travelling  vallise — where,  somehow  or  another,  they 
always  are  when  I  want  them  most — I  would  let  them  see  that  an  Englishman's 
coach  as  well  as  his  house  were  his  castle." 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Yes,  sir,  indeed  !  Curse  you,  sir ! — that's  what  I  say." 

The  irascible  gentleman  drew  up  the  window  with  such  violence,  that  it  was  a 
wonder  he  did  not  smash  it  at  once. 

"  Oa  again,  Claude,"  said  Dick,  "they  come—look !" 

Claude  gave  one  glance  behind  the  coach,  and  then  he  saw  the  party  with  their 
flambaux  advancing  at  a  trot. 

"  No,"  he  said.  "  It  is  better  to  brave  it  out,  now.  You  both  of  you  get 
into  the  shadow  of  the  trees,  and  leave  all  to  me." 

"  \Ve  will  aid  you,"  said  Dick,  "  if  there  be  any  occasion." 

"  Yes,"  said  Jack.     "  Trust  us  for  that." 

"I  do." 

Both  Jack  and  Dick,  now,  got  out  of  sight  almost  among  the  large  overhanging 
branches  of  a  chestnut  tree,  that  grew  by  the  road-side,  and  Claude  put  on  the 
coachman's  extra  great-coat,  that  fortunately  for  him  was  upon  the  box.  In  the 
pocket  of  the  coat,  too,  was  a  large  red  worsted  comforter ;  and  when  Claude 
got  that  round  his  neck  and  the  coat  on,  he  was  as  thoroughly  disguised  a'i  any 
one  need  wish  to  be. 

He  had  just  completed  these  little  arrangements,  when  a  party  of  twenty- five 
well  armed  and  well  mounted  men  arrived  at  the  coach. 

A  man  with  a  pistol  in  his  hand,  and  who  was  evidently  the  leader  of  the 
mounted  force,  rode  up  to  the  side  of  the  coach,  and  cried  out  to  Claude — 

"Hilloa!  Mr.  Coachman,  have  you  been  stopped  on  the  road  ?" 

"  Oh,  lor,  yes,  sir." 

"Oh,  you  have  ?" 

*'  Haven't  I,  sir,  and  my  guard  killed,  and  my  passengers  robbed!" 

"  Oh,  indeed.     I  thought  as  much." 

"  My  'osses,  too,  sir,  took  fright,  and  off  they  set,  and  if  I  hadn't  been  as 
good  a  whip  as  there  is  a  goin',  though  I  says  it  myself  as  perhaps  oughtn't, 
there  would  have  been  a  regular  upset,  and  no  mistake." 

"  No  doubt  of  it,  the  rascals.     Did  you  know  thetn  P" 

"Me,  sir?     Oh,  lor,  no!" 

"  Well,  then,  I  can  tell  j  ou  that  in  all  likelihood  it  was  Claude  Duval,  and  a 
cpuple  of  fellows  who  are  with  him,  one  of  whom  is  the  famous,  Dick  Turpin.  on 
that  four-footed  devil,  his  black  mare." 
1      "  Oh,  air,  you  don't  say  so  ?" 

"  It  is  so,  in  sotJjr  truth." 

*'Then  we  are  all  dead,  sir  !'* 
I     "Oh,  no,  you  are  not.     I   and  ray  men  will  hunt  Claude  Duval  till  we  find 
him  ;  but  we  are  off  the  scent  just  now.     Do  you  know  which  way  he  went  i" 

"  Yes,  to  be  sure  I  do." 

"Ah,  indeed  ?'' 

•'  Yes,  sir.  You  saw  a  lane  just  before  you  got  lo  the  turn  in  the  road,  by  the 
o  Id  finger-post  ?" 

"  Yes — yes." 
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"  Well,  then,  sir,  he  went  down  there  along  with  some  other  fellows,  and 
thankful  enough  was  I  when  he  did,  for  then  1  thought  that  we  might  he  rid  of 
'em  for  to-night,  at  all  events.  I  only  wish,  sir,  you  may  catch  him.  I  declare 
I'm  all  of  a  shake,  but  I  don't  think  any  of  us  are  killed,  sir,  except  my  poor 
guard." 

I     •'  We'll  have  the  rascals— we'll  have  them.    Thank  you  for  your  information, 
coachman,  and  you  will  hear  of  it  again  if  we  catch  them," 


"  No  doubt  of  that,  sir."  ,   . 

*'Th!s  way— this  way,"  cried  the  chief  officer,  as  he  turned  his  horse  s  nead 
in  the  contrary  direction  again.    "This  way,  my  men.    Good-night,  coachman." 

"  Good-night,  sir."  . 

Another  moment,  and  the  twenty- five  officers  were  all  on  the  gallop  away 
from  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends,  as  quickly  as  they  could  possibly  go. 

__  _  .  -  — 
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"  Bravo  I"  cried  Turpin,  clapping  his  hands  as  though  he  were  applauding  at  a 
theatre.     "  Bravo  !  bravo  !" 

"  So  say  I,"  said  Jack. 

""Well,  it  is  not  bad,"  said  Claude;  "and  now  I  have  no  sort  of  objection  to 
bidding  good-by  to  the  Guildford  coach.     Where's  my  horse  ?" 

"  Here  you  are,  all  right,  Claude." 

'!  Thank  you.  But  the  best  plan  will  be  to  release  the  horses  from  the  coach, 
and  let  them  trot  quietly  to  town  by  themselves,  otherwise  the  passengers  may 
get  upset,  after  all,  and  it  will  do  us  no  good  to  expose  them  to  any  such 
dangers." 

"None  in  the  least,"  said  Jack.     "  I'll  manage  it." 

With  his  experience  and  tact  with  regard  to  horses,  Jack  in  a  very  few  minutes 
released  all  the  four  horses  from  the  coach,  and  then  away  they  trotted  to  town, 
not  at  all  displeased  not  to  have  dragging  behind  them  the  vehicle,  that  was 
thus  left  alone  in  its  glory  ia  the  road. 

Claude  Duval  then  mounted  again,  and  going  up  to  the  coach  door,  he  let 
down  the  blind,  and  said  in  quite  an  easy  tone  of  manner  as  he  looked  in  at  the 
astonished  passengers— 

"  There  was  a  gentleman  here  who  said  he  had  got  his  pistols  ready  for  me  if  I 
came  again ;  and  as  I  am  here,  perhaps  he  will  explain  what  he  meant  by 
that  remark  about  me." 

"Oh,  lord,  no!"  ci'ied  the  irascible  gentleman.      "This  is  the  devil  himself!" 

"  If  you  are  the  same  highwayman  who  before  favoured  me  with  your  com- 
pany/' said  Sir  Peter  Brown,  *'  I  beg  to  state  that  I  have  not  had  time  to  go 
home  and  get  any  more  money," 

Claude  laughed  and  drew  up  the  window  egain ;  and  then  turning  to  Jack 
and  Dick,  he  said— 

"  Come,  I  rather  think  that  we  may  now  conclude  this  adventure  to  be 
settled  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  three  of  us  i  and  the  sooner  we  go  from  the 
coach  the  better." 

"  So  say  I,"  replied  Dick. 

«  And  1,"  said  Jack, 

"  Come  on,  then.    Where  is  my  horse.  Jack  J" 

"  Here,  Claude,  and  all  right." 

Another  moment  and  Claude  Duval  was  mounted  again,  and  with  his  two 
friends  on  the  road,  ready  and  fearless  for  whatever  might  occur.  They  paused 
for  a  few  moments,  and  the  sileace  that  was  between  them  seemed  as  though  it 
had  something  ominous  about  it.     It  was  Dick  Turpin  who  broke  the  silence. 

*' Claude,"  he  said,  "which  way  do  you  go  now  ?  Have  you  enougb,  do  you 
think,  to  make  it  worth  our  while  to  try  to  carry  out  the  little  plan  we  thought 
of  awhile  ago  ?" 

"  Ay,"  said  Jack,  "  that  is  it." 

"I  will  soon  see,"  said  Claude^  as  he  let  the  bridle  of  his  horae  go  on  to  the 
creature's  neck — "  I  will  soon  see:  about  that.  Perhaps  you  could  let  me  have  a 
match  alight  for  a  moment  j  foe  I  think  that  there  are  notes  in  one  of  the 
purses." 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  Jack. 

"  No  !"  cried  Dick— "no,  don't  be  quite  sa  hasty.  I  hear  nothing,  but  Bess 
does.     Only  notice  her." 

Turpi  n's  steed  was  pawing  the  ground  in  rather  a  suspicious  manner,  and  the 
creature's  ears  were  projected  foirward  so  as  to  catch  the  slightest  sound. 


i««S«W" 


'^''HfffiS?^"-.'  '  "■-»''»■**»  tt^->-''''''^ie^''('^'''^''''''^'''"''^f^'''''?f'^'^'i^'''  ''ii?*ji*!'1  "IK*  "  nr^ 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  IGO'l 


CHAPTER  CCCXCI. 

CLAUDE  DUCTAL  FULFILS  THE   PROPHETIC   FEEtINO  OP  HIS  SOUL, 

"What  does  Bess  mean?"  said  C'aude  Duval  to  Dick,  after  the  pause  of  a 
few  moments,  during  which  they  heard  no  alarm. 

"  She  means  that  there  is  danger.  You  hold  her  for  a  momentj  Jack,  while  I 
place  my  ear  close  to  the  ground  and  listen." 

"I  will,  Dick." 

Turpin  dismounted  and  flung  himself  flat  on  t#e  ground,  placing  his  ear  close 
to  it,  and  after  about  half  a  minute's  intent  listening  he  rose,  and  springing  into 
the  saddle,  he  said — ■ 

"  Claude,  my  boy,  they  are  trying  to  steal  a  march  upon  us." 

"  How  do  you  mean  ?" 

'*  I  am  quite  confident  that  a  number  of  horses  are  coming  along  the  road  so 
carefully  and  slowly  that  they  may  be  within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  us  before 
we  should  under  ordinary  circumstances  hear  any  sound  of  their  approaching 
feet." 

"Ah,  say  you  so?" 
^l"It  is  so.     I  cannot  help  thinking  that  they  must  have  adopted  some  mode 
of  more  eflfectually  deadening  the  sound  of  the  creatures'  hoofs  upon  the  road." 

"  That  may  be  done,"  said  Jack. 

"  As  how.  Jack  ?"  said  Claude.  *'  I  don't  see  "how  on  the  spur  of  the  moment 
such  a  feat  could  be  accomplished." 

"  Oh,  yes ;  I  once  tied  a  silk  handkerchief  over  one  of  the  feet  of  my  horse, 
many  times  doubled,  and  it  was  surprising  how  it  stilled  the  sound.  But  I 
have  an  opinion  with  regard  to  these  advancing  officers,  which  I  think,  if  we  do 
ever  know  the  rights  of  the  matter,  is  very  likely  to  turn  out  the  correct  one." 

"What  is  it,  Jack?" 

"  Simply,  that  before  they  all  got  very  far  from  here  they  met  tht  guard 
and  the  coachman,  who  have  given  the  information,  not  strictly  in  accordance 
with  what  they  got  from  .us" 

"  It  must  be  so." 

"  Nothmg  more  likely,"  said  Dick.  "This  will  be  our  way,  I  take  it.  And 
now  I  seriously  incline  to  ge<-  over  the  first  practicable  hedge  we  happen  to  come 
to  and  make  our  way  into  the  open  fields.  So  long  as  we  continue  upon  roads, 
whether  they  be  highways  or  byeways,  we  run  the  risk  of  encountering  the 
officers." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  Claude. 

They  now,  at  rather  a  swift  canter,  for  they  thought  that  was  the  pace  that 
would  make  the  least  noise  on  the  road,  which  happened  to  be  pretty  hard  just 
about  that  spot,  went  on  townwards,  until  Dick  Turpin,  who  was  a  little  in 
advance,  came  to  a  portion  of  the  hedge  by  the  wayside  which  was  of  so  straggling 
and  imperfect  a  nature  that  there  could  be  no  sort  of  difficulty  in  crossing  with  the 
horses. 

"  This  will  do,"  he  said. 

"  We  follow  you,  Dick,"  said  Claude,  "  for,  if  you  recollect,  you  accepted  the 
appointment  of  commander-in-chief,  and  I  am  still  willing  to  concede  it  to  you." 

"And  I,"  said  Jack. 

"  No — no,  that's  all  nonsense.  You  are  our  chief,  Duval,  and  to  you  we 
both  look.  But  that  don't  much  matter  ;  Bess  I  know  can  do  this  feat  of  leaping 
from  the  road  into  the  fields,  for  she  is  well  used  to  it,  and,  perhaps,  after  seeing 
her  do  it,  your  horses  will  follow." 

As  he  spoke,  Turpin  just  patted  the  neck,  of  the  beautiful  creature  he  rode, 
and  in  another.minute  she  had  made  a  dash  at  the  little  embankment  by  the  side 
of  the  road,  and  clearing  the  slight  obstruction  of  a  straggling  alder  branch  or 
two,  iilic  was  ill  tiie  meadow  beyond  in  safety  with  Duk  T..i[i).ii, 
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*•  Bravo  \"  said  Claude. 
*•  Yes,"  said  Jack,  "  it  was  beautifully  done." 

•'  Come  on — come  on.  I  don't  know  how  it  is  so,"  said  Dick,  rather  hurriedly, 
*'  but  now  that  I  am  here  upov  the  green  sward  I  seem  to  hear  the  sound  of 
horses'  feet  in  this  direction  easier  than  I  did  even  upon  the  road." 

Thus  urged,  both  Claude  and  Jack  spurred  their  horses  up  the  embankment, 
and  they  both  got  iato  the  meadow  rather  gallantly. 
"  Well  done,"  said  Dick. 

"  Yes,"  said  Jack,  "  as  regards  the  scramble  it  is ;  but  let  us  now  listea  for 
the  sounds  j'ou  heard,  Dick." 

Claude  said  nothing,  but  he  bent  hi*  head  down  about  oa  a  level  with  the 
saddle,  and  with  his  band  at  Us  left  ear  he  listened  intently. 
A  strange  clanking  sound  came  upon  the  night  air.    Thev  all  heard  that. 
"  What  is  it  V  said  Jack. 

•'  What  is  what  ?"  said  Claude,  for  he  wanted  to  hear  from  Jack  if  he,  too, 
,  heard  the  clanking  sound. 

)    "  Why  I  don't  know  how  to  describe  it,  but  if  I  didn't  think  it  was  not  at  all 
♦  likely,  I  should  say  that  there  was  a  sound  not  unlike  that  which  would  be 
produced  by  military  accoutrements." 
"  Yes,  that's  it." 
"What's  It,  Claude?'* 

"We  are  pursued  still  by  tiie  officers,  who,  no  doubt,  have  fallen  in  with  the 
coachman  and  the  guard  or  one  of  them,  and  by  some  means  or  another,  too, 
they  have  got  the  aid  of  some  military." 
"Think  you  so,  indeed?"  said  Dick. 
"  I  do." 

•'Then  there  is  no  time  to  lose,  and  let  who  will  be  in  command  among  us  I 
say  but  one  word,  and  that  is,  on-f-on !" 

Dick  did  not  stop  to  argue  the  matter,  but  off  he  set,  and  was  quickly  followed 
by  Claude  Duval  and  Jack.  The  meadow  in  which  they  were  was  certainly  of 
considerable  extent ;  but  going  at  the  rate  they  did  they  very  soon  cleared  it,  and 
then  they  came  to  a  very  low  and  easily  scaled  hedge  which  they  got  through  in 
a  moment,  but  to  their  mortification  they  found  the  field  upon  the  other  side  was 
a  ploughed  one,  and  at  every  step  the  horses  sunk  above  their  fetlocks  iu  the 
soil. 

The  labour  of  getting  along  this  field  at  any  speed  was  truly  terrific ;  and  after 
trying  a  canter,  and  a  gallop,  and  then  a  trot,  they  were  compelled  to  let  the 
horses  walk  it,  for  fear  of  straining  them,  so  that  when  they  should  get  upon 
beaten  ground  they  would  be  found  lame  after  such  an  exertion. 

Fortunately  this  ploughed  land  was  not  of  very  great  extent,  and  when  they 
emerged  from  it,  they  came  upon  a  portion  of  grass  that  covered  a  long  avenue, 
bordered  by  chestnut  trees  on  each  side. 

The  avenue  really  looked  so  artificial,  that  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  could 
scarcely  bring  themselves  to  think  that  it  was  other  than  a  work  of  art. 

The  morning  light  was  just  beginning  to  show^  itself  in  the  eastern  sky  now, 
and  as  a  long  pencil  of  grayish,  strange  colour  shot  up  from  the  horizou,  Dick 
waved  his  hand,  saying — 
"  To  cover !  To  cover !  They  come  !  On — on !  Follow  me!" 
Without  asking  Dick  for  the  special  cause  of  this  sudden  alarm,  or  staying  to 
look  for  it  themselves,  both  Jack  and  Claude  followed  him  closely  up  the  avenue, 
and  then  they  came  to  a  row  of  iron  hurdles,  beyond  which  they  could  just  see, 
looming  larger  in  the  morning  light,  several  huge  haystacks. 

That  they  had  come  upon  a  farmyard,  instead  of  keeping  to  the  open  fields, 
was  now  a  fact  too  evident  to  dispute.  But  Dick  did  not  hesitate  a  moment. 
Springing  from  his  horse,  he  laid  violent  hands  upon  several  of  the  hurdles,  and 
succeeded  in  displacing  them,  and  then  he  cried  out  in  a  sharp,  quicks  but  jet 
suppressed  voice,  to  his  friends — 
"  Come  on— come  on !     Concealment  is  our  only  chance," 
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While  Dick  Turpia  had  been  displacing  the  iron  hurdles,  both  Claude  and 
Jack  had  had  time  to  take  a  look  along  the  seeminglv  artificial  avenue  dowa 
which  they  had  come,  and  then  they  no  longer  doubted  the  wisdom  of  the  hur- 
ried proceedings  of  their  friend  Turpin. 

It  so  happened  that  rather  a  heavy  gleam  of  light  fell  from  the  eastern  sky 
round  a  little  clump  of  trees  at  the  commencement  of  the  avenue,  just  after  leav- 
ing the  ploughed  field,  and  that  streak  of  light  fell  right  upon  the  arms  and 
accoutrements  of  about  half  a  dozen  lancers,  whose  gay  equipage  and  martial 
appearance  was  certainly  rather  out  of  place  in  that  seemingly  peaceful  region, 
in  which  the  birds  were  just  awakening  to  welcome  the  rising  sun^ 

We  m»y  as  well  now  state  at  once  to  the  reader  the  cause  of  this  sudden  and 
truly  alarming  accession  of  strength  to  the  attacking  party. 

The  fact  was,  that  the  officers,  with  the  exception  of  one,  were  all  totally 
deceived  by  the  assumption  of  the  character  of  coachman  of  the  Guildford 
Celerity  by  Claude  Duval.  That  one  officer,  however,  happened  to  know  the 
coachman  well,  and  he  thought  that  there  was  a  slight  difference  of  tone  that 
was  rather  odd. 

It  said  a  great  deal,  though,  for  the  accuracy  of  Claude's  sudden  assumpiion 
of  the  coachman's  character,  that  this  man  could  only  suspect  that  there  was 
something  rather  odd  in  his  friend's  voice,  without  being  able  to  pronounce 
positively  upon  the  fact  that  it  was  not  him. 

After  the  party  had  ridden  of,  and  taken  the  route  that  Claude  had  sent 
them  upon,  and  which  would  have  separated  them  from  the  coach  further  and 
further,  this  one  suspicious  officer  communicated  to  the  commander  of  the  party 
his  suspicions  that  they  were  being  deceived  in  some  way. 
This  brought  the  party  to  a  halt. 

After  some  parley,  then,  it  was  agreed  to  send  six  of  the  force  still  onwards 
by  that  route,  while  the  remainder  should  go  back  and  seek  to  overtake  the 
coach  again,  and  thoroughly  satisfy  themselves  with  regard  to  the  identity  of  the 
coachman ;  and  it  was  in  the  attempt  to  carry  out  this  portion  of  their  plan 
that,  after  reaching  the  road  again,  they  heard  a  faint  voice  crying  out— 
"Hilloa!  hilloa!" 

Upon  coming  to  a  halt,  and  answering  the  cry,  it  was  repeated,  and  then 
they  followed  the  sound,  till  they  came  to  the  guard  of  the  Guilford  Celerity,  who 
was  lying  in  a  ditch  by  the  road-side,  with  his  discharged  blunderbuss  still  in  his 
grasp. 

A  good  shaking  and  some  eager  questions  put  to  him  by  the  officers,  at  once 
let  him  see  that  he  was  among  friends ;  and  then  out  came  the  whole  affair,  to 
the  intense  mortification  of  the  officers. 

Before  they  left  the  guard,  for  leave  him  they  were  compelled  to  do,  since 
they  had  no  spare  horse  for  him,  the  six  men  they  had  sent  down  the  turning 
came  back  into  the  road  again,  accompanied  by  a  sergeant's  party  of  Lancers, 
who  were  en  route  for  the  head-quarters  of  their  regiment. 

From  this  party  they  learnt  that  it  was  quite  impossible  three  mounted  /nen 
could  have  come  by  the  route  supposed,  without  passing  them,  and  they  repeated 
that  they  had  met  no  one  whatever  for  five  miles  or  more. 

Of  course,  putting  all  this  together,  the  magistrate  who  was  with  the  officers 
came  to  the  tolerably  sensible  conclusion  that  he  had  been  completely  taken  in  by 
Claude  and  his  friends.  The  only  thought  was  how  to  repair  the  serious  error 
into  which  they  had  fallen. 

The  magistrate,  in  the  first  instance,  easily,  by  stating  who  and  what  he  was,  > 
induced  the  sergeant  in  command  of  the  five  Lancers  to  lend  him  what  aid  he 
could  in  the  matter,  and  the  more  especially  as  it  did  not  now  seem  likely  to  take 
him  out  of  his  route. 

Thus  was  it  that  the  military  force  was  once  again  enlisted  in  the  service  of 
the  civil  authorities  against  Claude  Duval  and  his  two  companions  and  friends. 
What  will  be  the  result  of  this  combination,  we  shall  quickly  see. 
It  was  arranged  that  the  party  should  be  divided  in  this  manner. 
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The  Lancers  were  to  take  to  the  fields,  along  with  the  six  men  who  had  met 
them  in  the  cross-road,  and  to  ascertain  as  they  went  along  if  any  trace  of  the 
highwaymen  was  to  be  found,  while  the  magistrate  with  the  remainder  of  the 
paity  kept  on  the  high-road,  with  the  hope  of  driving  the  thieves  off  into  the 
meadows. 

All  this  had  been  executed  with  such  speed  as  was  possible,  and  carried  out,  and 
the  consequence  was,  that  Claude  and  his  friends  found  themselves,  as  the  reader 
is  aware,  with  the  Lancers  and  the  six  officers  in  the  rear,  the  farm-yard  and  its 
dependencies  in  the  front,  and  the  road,  no  doubt,  well  taken  care  of  by  the 
magistrate  and  the  strong  force  still  under  his  orders. 
We  now  return  to  Claude  and  his  friends. 

Their  position,  to  thera,  did  not  seem  quite  so  desperate  as  it'really  was,  for  they 
did  not  up  to  that  point  know  of  the  division  of  the  force  that  had  been  sent 
against  them ;  and  it  was  to  their  minds  just  possible  that  the  people  attached  to 
the  farm  might  befriend  them  in  some  degree,  so  that  it  was  rather  with  hopeful- 
ness than  otherwise  that  they  paused  amid  the  haystacks,  and  waited  for  the 
coming  assault. 

By  dint  of  some  exertion,  they  replaced  the  iron  hurdles  that  had  been  cast 
down  by  Dick,  for,  at  least,  they  would  be  some  sort  of  protection  against  their 
pursuers  j  and  it  would  not  be  a  very  easy  thing  to  take  them  down,  when  exposed 
to  the  fire  of  the  pistols  of  the  highwaymen,  as  either  the  Lancers  or  the  officers 
would  be  if  they  should  make  the  attempt. 

While  all  this  was  going  on,  the  worst  possible  thing  that  could  take  place  for 
Claude  and  his  friends  did  occur,  namely,  the  rapid  approach  of  the  morning, 
which  happened  to  be  a  really  fine  and  clear  one.  To  them  the  light  seemed  each 
moment  to  be  spreading  itself  over  the  sky,  with  a  speed  that  was  quite  unusal 
with  it. 
"  We  shall  be  in  broad  daylight  in  another  hour,"  said  Jack, 
"  No,"  said  Dick—"  no.   'Don't  say  that." 
"  But  look  at  it." 

"  Yes.     But  1  think  I  have  more  experience  in  country  matters  thp,n  eyen  you 
have,  Jack,  although  you  ought  to  know  a  good  deal  about  it,  too.    Don't  you 
see  the  mist  in  yonder  valley  thickening  each  moment  ?     Look  at  it.     It  is  only 
half-way  up  the  trees." 
"Ah,  yes!" 

"  Well,  then,  my  opinion  is  that  in  the  course  of  the  next  quarter  of  an  hour 
we  shall  have  a  white  fog  about  us;  and,  if  so,  it  will,  I  think  and  hope,  be  all 
to  our  advantage." 

"It  will,"  said  Claude. 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,'*  said  Dick ;  "  and  as  for  these  soldiers,  1  don't  feel  quite 
sure  that  they  know  we  are  on  their  route  at  all.  But  I  see  now  how  it  was  that 
we  heard  the  seemingly  muffled  sound  of  horses'  feet  while  we  were  in  the  road  ; 
for  what  we  listened  to  was  the  tread  of  the  cattle  on  the  grass  in  the  meadows." 
By  the  actions  of  the  Lancers  and  the  officers  of  police  who  were  with  them, 
the  supposition  of  Dick  Turpm  that  he  and  his  two  friends  were  not  known  to 
be  so  close  at  hand,  seemed  to  be  pretty  well  verified. 

They  came  on  till  they  were  within  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  of  the  farm-yard ; 
and  then  Claude  distinctly  heard  the  order  to  halt. 

In  the  clear,  fresh  morning  air,  then — although  it  was  pretty  evident  that 
the  white  mist  covering  it  had  not  yet  come — the  voices  of  the  sergeant  of  the 
Lancers  and  the  principal  of  the  officers  came  clearly  upon  the  ears  of  Claude  and 
his  party. 

What  they  heard  induced  them  to  think  that  everything  might  be  gained  by 
i;eeping  ouiet ;  so  they  descended  and  led  their  horses  round  the  haystacks,  and, 
pullmg  out  a  few  handfuls  for  them,  they  left  the  creatures  to  amuse  themselves ; 
while  they  themselves  peered  round  the  corners  of  the  stacks,  and  alternately 
watched  their  foes,  and  listened  to  what  thev  said. 
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CHAPTER  CCCXCII.  I 

CLAUDE  AND   HIS  FEIENDS   HAVE   A    3KRI0US   BATTLE    IN   THE  FAKM. 

Jt  would  seem  that  the  sergeant  of  the  Lancers,  although  he  had  not  liked  to 
refuse  his  aid  to  the  magistrate  who  had  requested  it — and,  indeed,  he  did  not  feel 
very  clear  but  that  the  magistrate  had  the  power  to  demand  his  co-operation — 
did  not  seem  to  be  very  much  pleased  with  the  duty  he  was  upon. 

Claude  and  his  friends  could  hear  him,  in  rather  a  burlesque  sort  of  way, 
speaking  to  the  officers. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Officers  of  Police,"  said  the'  sergeant,  "  1  don't  see  that  we  are 
doing  any  good  now.  Here  we  are  close  to  a  farm-yard.  What  are  you  disposed 
to  be  at,  now  r" 

"  Confound  the  fellows  1" 

"Ah,  well,  so  say  I.  But  it  is  of  no  use  our  staying  here  and  swearing,  you 
know.  Show  me  what  I  can  do,  and  I  will  try  and  do  it.  But  it  seema  to  me 
that  we  are  on  the  wrong  track." 

"  Jt  does  look  hke  it." 

"  Well,  what  is  to  be  done  ?" 

"  1  suppose  we  must  take  to  the  road  again,  and  see  his  worship,  and  ask  him 
what  he  would  have  done." 

"  Well,  come  on,  then.  I  don't  think  you  will  catch  these  fellows  you  are  after 
this  bout,  at  all  events." 

"  I  never  did  think  we  should,  sergeant." 

"  Indeed  ?" 

"  Oh,  dear,  no.  You  don't  know  that  Claude  Duval— if,  indeed,  it  be  he,  and 
not  the  devil  himself.  He  is  as  cunning  and  as  brave  as  half  a  dozen  people  put 
together. ' 

''  Well,  I  only  wish  he  would  come  into  our  regiment.  They  say  we  shall  be 
off  to  the  continent  to  fight  the  rascally  French  soon ;  and  he  is  just  the  sort  of 
tellow  1  should  like  to  tide  next  to,  if  all  is  true  that  is  reported  of  him,  and  I 
suppose  a  good  lot  of  it  is." 

"  1  think  it,  too," 

"  Well,  then,  it's  understood  that  we  are  to  make  our  way  into  the  road  again, 
IS  it?" 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  so." 

Now  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  began  to  congratulate  themselves  that  all 
was  well,  and  that  in  another  five  minutes  the  Lancers  and  the  officers  would  be 
past  the  spot,  and  so  they  would,  but  for  one  of  those  little  malapropos  accidents 
upon  which  the  lives  and  fortunes  of  men  seem  at  times  to  turn. 

Just  as  the  sergeant  was  giving  the  orders  to  his  men  to  clear  the  way  through 
the  hedge  to  the  road  there  arrived  in  the  farm-yard  a  great  thick-headed-looking 
man  in  a  smock-frock,  rubbing  his  great  sleepy  eyes  as  though  he  had  just  roused  \ 
himself  for  the  day,  as,  indeed,  he  had,  for  his  duty  was  to  feed  a  considerable 
number  of  pigs  that  were  close  at  hand. 

"Oh,  lor!  oh,  lor!"  he  said,  "what  a  thing  it  is   to  have  to  get  up  of  a 

morning.     I  don't  so  much  mind  it  after  one  is  up,  but  it  is   a   horrid  thing  to 

.  have  to  get  up  when  you  are  sleepy.    How  I  should  like  to  stay  in  bed  for  a 

week  and  have  a  lump  of  fat  bacon  brought  me   now  and  then,  and  a  jug  of 

master's  old  ale  1" 

The  yokel  had  just  got  so  far  in  his  soliloquising,  when  his  eves  fell  upon 
three  horses  quietly  at  work  upon  a  haystack,  and  pulling  out  portions  of  it 
with  the  greatest  perseverance. 

"  Hilloa !"  he  cried  in  a  voiee  that  rang  thirough  the  place  again.  "  Hilloa  ! 
master !  Ob,  won't  I  have  you  all  in  the  parish  pound,  and  no  sort  of  mistake  ! 
Master !  Oh,  I  say,  can't  you  leave  off  ?  iMaster— master  !  here's  some  cattle 
got  at  the  hay.     Hilloa  1  master—master  !" 


1608  GENTLEMAN  JACK. 


"  Villain !"  cried  Claude  Duval,  as  he  sprang  at  the  fellow  and  held  him  by 
the  throat  with  a  grasp  of  iron.     "  Another  word,  and  you  are  a  dead  man." 

Alas  !  it  was  too  late.  The  fellow  had  said  words  enough  not  only  to 
reach  the  homestead,  but  the  officers  and  the  Lancers,  too.  From  the  house  there 
was  at  first  no  notice  taken  of  the  cries  of  the  swineherd,  but  the  ofiScers  pricked 
up  their  ears  ;  and  although  they  could  not  tell  exactly  what  was  amiss,  the  mere 
fact  that  there  waa  something  was  quite  sufficient  to  induce  them  to  inquire 
into  it. 

"  Sergeanti  did  you  hear  that  ?"  said  the  chief  officer, , 

"Oh,  yes."  "  .   i:^: 

"  Well,  I  think  it's  worth  looking  to."  .;.;      .    , 

"  So  do  I,  if  you  want  to  catch  your  men."  (    ',*..,     '. 

«  Then  you  think  thai— that— "  ./■  '    '  ' 

The  sergeant  nodded  only. 

"  That  will  do,"  said  the  officer.  "  Come  on.  Forward,  all  of  you.  Some- 
thing strikes  me  we  shall  have  them,  after  all." 

Just  as  the  Lancers  and  the  officers  came  up  to  the  iron  hurdles  at  a  trot,  the 
farmer,  who  had  been  aroused  by  the  cries  of  his  swineherd,  reached  the  other 
side  of  the  faim-yard. 

"What's  all  this  about?"  he  said. 

"  Peace !"  said  Dick  Turpin.  "  You  and  all  your  family  had  better  consult 
their  own  safety  by  keeping  within  doors.  There  is  likely  enough  to  be  some 
rough  work  here." 

"  Hough  work  ?'      "" 

"  Yes  ;  be  warned  in  time." 

"  Well,  but,  as  this  is  my  farm-yard)  and  as  these  are  ray  stacks,  I  rather 
think  I  have  a  right  to  be  here," 

"  Shoot  him,"  said  Jack. 

"  Well,  it  will  save  trouble,  to  be  sure,"  said  Dick,  as  he  presented  a  pistol 
at  the  farmer. 

Neither  Dick  nor  Jack  had  the  least  intention  of  shooting  the  man ;  but  the 
effect  upon  him  was  complete,  for  with  a  yell  of  fear  he  turned  and  ran  back  to 
his  house  again  as  hard  as  he  could. 

"  Now,"  said  Claude,  as  he  let  go  the  swineherd,  *'  you  follow  your  master, 
and  keep  out  of  harm's  way.  You  have  done  quite  mischief  enough  for  one 
day ;  but  I  don't  want  to  take  your  worthless  life." 

Quite  delighted  at  his  escape  from  what  he  had  only  a  few  moments  before 
looked  upon  as  certain  death,  the  swineherd  galloped  off  after  the  farmer ;  so 
that  the  place  was  clear  of  them,  although  the  much  greater  danger  remained,  in 
fact,  as  the  Lancers  and  the  officers  were  rapidly  approaching. 

"  Dick,"  said  Claude,  "  what  is  to  be  done  V 

♦Til  be  hanged  if  I  know," 

•'  Can  we  not  escape?"  said  Jack,  as  he  placed  his  foot  in  the  stirrup  of  his 
horse. 

"  I  don't  see  the  way." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Dick,  "  Here  we  are,  and  we  must  fight  it  out.  We  are 
to  some  extent  strengthened  here  by  the  stacks  atid  the  iron  hurdles ;  but  I 
don't  see  any  way  out  of  here  but  across  the  yard,  and  into  the  bouse, 
and  then  we  should  just  have  to  hold  a  kind  of  siege,  which  would  be  fatal  in 
the  end." 

"  It  will  be  fatal,"  said  Claude,  *'  to  one  in  any  way." 

Jack  and  Dick  looked  at  each  other  significantly  ;  and  then  Dick  sprang  to 
his  horse  with  a  feeling  of  desperation,  as  he  said— 

"  A  fight  here  between  three  men  and  the  force  opposed  to  us  would  be  mad- 
ness. 1  say,  let  us  try  and  get  away  to  the  left  here  into  the  road  through  every 
obstacle.  It  appears  to  me  that  there  is  merely  a  kitchen  garden  to  get  through 
and  a  paling  to  cross,  and  there  we  shall  be.    Come  on,  Claude.    Mount  and 


follow  me !" 


^■^cs 
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**  As  you  please,'*  said  Claude,  as  he  sprang  upon  his  horse. 

Jack  did  the  same,  and  they  made  a  dash  past  the  haystacks  to  a  httle 
deserted  piece  of  ground  ;  but  the  getting  there  had  two  effects,  which  at  once 
jdislosed  the  operations  of  the  party. 

j     From  that  direction  they  ran  into  the  road,  and  there,  not  very  far  off,  was  the 
magistrate  and  his  party  returning,  and  evidently  lookmg  for  the  glitter  of  the 
arms  of  the  military,  as  they  could  be  seen  through  the  trees. 
j     The  second  effect  that  that  movement  had  was  to  mark  them  to  the  Lancers 
and  to  the  officers,  who  with  one  voice  called  out«-«» 
j    "  There  they  are-— there  they  are !" 


No,  202, 
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"LooL  iiow,  i  ll;in';:/'  said  Jack. 

"  Back  to  the  stacks,"  said  Dick.     "  While  there  is  life  there  is  hope." 

They  ran  back  ia  a  moment  to  their  old  position,  and  then  again  they  dis- 
mounted, just  as  the  Lancers  came  up  at  a  trot  to  the  iron  hurdles,  closely 
followed  by  the  officers. 

"  Dick  and  Jack,"  said  Claude,  rapidly,  "  let  me  give  myself  up." 

"  Give  yourself  up  ?" 

*'  Yes,  upon  condition  that  you  two  go  free." 

"Never!" 

«'  Never  !" 

These  two  answers  came  sharply  from  the  lips  of  both  Jack  and  Dick ;  but 
Claude  Duval  llooked  at  them  both,  and  spoke  in  a  tone  of  melancholy  serious- 
ness, saying — 

"1  know  that  you  do  not  like  the  idea  'of  such  a  thing,  but  let  me  beg  of  you 
lo  entertain  it.  I  may  have  many  chances  of  escape  afterwards,  but  now  only 
look  at  our  situation." 

"  Say  no  more,"  said  Dick,  «  1  won't  listen." 

''Nor  I,"  said  Jack. 

"  We  live  or  die  together." 

Claude  bowed  his  head  in  silence,  and  a  sort  of  shudder  came  over  his  frame, 
after  which  he  looked  up  coolly  and  calmly,  and  with  an  expressign  of  great 
beauty  beaming  upon  his  face,  as  he  said — 

"  Be  it  so.  We  will  fight  to  the  last;  and  if  they  gain  a  victory  over  us  they 
shall  not  say  it  was  a  bloodless  or  an  easy  one." 

Dick  and  Jack  could  not  but  look  at  Claude  Duval  as  he  spoke,  and  they 
thought:  they  had,  in  all  their  long  acquaintance  with  him,  never  seen  so  strange 
an  expression  upon  his  face  as  it  then  wore. 

That  time,  however,  so  rife  with  danger  as  it  was,  was  not  one  in  which  there 
could  be  any  meditations  upon  Claude's  looks,  for  they  heard  the  sergeant  of  the 
Lancers  suddenly  cry  out— 

"Halt!" 

Then,  to  the  surprise  of  his  two  friends,  Claude  Duval  walked  leisurely  forward 
for  a  few  paces  beyond  the  haystacks,  and  facing  iiis  foes,  he  said— 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ?" 

"That's  our  man,"  cried  the  officers  with  one  breath.  "That's  Claude  Duval. 
Seize  him— seize  him !     That's  the  rascal !" 

The  Lancers  looked  at  each  other  and  then  at  Iheir  officer  doubtfully,  and  then 
the  sergeant  glanced  at  the  police,  saying— 

"  Well,  if  that's  your  man,  take  him." 

"  Claude  Duval,"  said  the  chief  officer,  **  I  summon  you  to  surrender  in  the 
name  of  the  king.  I  have  a  warrant  against  you,  and  if  1  had  not,  it  is  quite  lawful 
to  apprehend  you,  and,  you  must  see  that  resistance  is  quite  out  of  the  question. 
I  warn  you." 

"  Rather,"  said  Duval,  "  let  me  v,rarn  you." 

"Of  what?" 

"  Of  the  certain  fate  that  will  be  yours  if  you  don't  be  off  at  once.'* 

"Oh,  stuff  !  That  won't  do  at  all.  Now,  ray  brave  fellows,  go  in  and  win. 
Take  him  alive  if  you  can,  but  if  you  can't,  just  give  him  a  poke  with  one  of 
the  lances,  and  that  will  answer  the  purpose  very  well." 

"You  had  better  surrender,"  said  the  sergeant  to  Claude. 

"No." 

"Well,  I  can't  help  it." 

"  Shoot  him  !"  cried  the  chief  officer,  for  he  felt  that  if  an  afl'tay  really  took 
place  the  likelihood  that  he  would  come  out  of  it  in  a  whole  skin  was  not  very 
great;  therefore,  he  would  have  been  glad  if  Claude  Duval  were  to  be  shot  at  once. 

"  No,"  said  the  sergeant,  "  none  of  that.  Go  and  take  your  man,  and  if  there 
is  any  risk  we  will  aid  you ;  but  it  is  quite  absurd  o£  all  of  us  to  go  in  upon 
one  man." 

tS*tmae^  ^ 
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"  There  are  three  of  thenij"  said  the  officer.  "  The  other  two  are  close  at 
hand." 

"  You  don't  know  that,"  s&,id  Claude. 

**  Where  are  they,  then  ?" 

"  Look  for  them  in  the  fog." 

The  object  that  Claude  had  in  view  in  engaging  his  foes  in  talk  was  to  let  the 
white  mist,  which  was  coming  rapidly  from  the  valley,  reach  the  spot,  and  even 
as  be  spoke  it  came  in  dense  wavy  clouds,  enveloping  horse  and  man  in  its  fleecy 
embrace. 

The  moment  Claude  saw  that  such  was  the  case,  he  stepped  back,  saying  as 
he  did  so  in  a  loud,  clear  voice— 

"  Come  on  now,  at  your  peril.  The  first  man  who  lays  a  hand  upon  the  iron 
hurdle,  will  be  a  corpse  ere  he  can  take  it  off  again." 

"  Take  that,  then,  and  be  hanged  to  you,"  said  the  chief  officer,  as  he  drew 
one  of  the  holster-pistols,  and  fired  it  at  Claude. 

Duval's  hat  was  blown  off  his  head  by  the  shot;  but  before  he  could  think  of 
returning  it,  there  was  the  sharp  crack  of  a  bullet  from  Jack's  pistol,  and  the 
chief  officer,  with  a  cry,'*  fell  from  his  saddle,  and  his  horse  galloped  down  the 
avenue  half  mad  with  fright. 

The  officers  huddled  together,  and  cried  out  to  the  soldiers  to  take  Duval  and 
his  friends,  for  the  fall  of  their  chief  bad  given  them  a  sort  of  panic.  The 
sergeant  of  the  Lancers,  however,  toek  things  quite  easy. 

"  Dismount  1"  he  said  to  his  men. 

In  another  moment  every  saddle  was  empty. 

"  Protect  the  horses,"  he  then  added.    "This  affair  must  be  done  on  foot." 

The  soldiers  thrust  their  lances  into  the  turf,  and  fastened  the  horses  to  them, 
and  then  stood  in  rank,  waiting  for  further  orders. 

"  Take  them  alive,  if  you  can,  my  men,"  said  the  sergeant ;  "  but  cut  down 
all  who  resist.     Draw  sabres  !     Forward  !     March  !" 

The  situation  of  Claude  and  his  friends  was  now  in  truth  one  of  the  most 
critical  that  could  well  be  imagined.  They  had  no  wish  to  take  the  lives  oi  the 
soldiers  ;  but  after  the  orders  they  had  heard  given,  it  was  but  a  course  of  self- 
defence  to  do  all  the  harm  they  could. 


CHAPTER  CCCXCIII. 

AST    UNEXPECTED   ALLY   COMES   TO   THE   AID   OF   DUVAL  ANB  HIS   FRIENDS, 

WiIH  the  air  of  men  who  feel  that  they  had  rather  a  disagreeable  duty  to  do, 
but  which  at  all  hazards  raust  be  done,  the  Lancers  marched  towards  the  iron 
hurdles.     It  was  then  that  Duval  cried  out  in  a  loud  voice — 

"  Halt,  if  you  value  your  lives  !" 

"  Give  them  a  volley  from  your  pistols,"  said  the  sergeant. 

Five  pistol-shots  whistled  past  the  heads  of  Claude  and  his  friends. 

"Load  !"  said  the  sergeant. 

"  Fire  !"  cried  Claude. 

At  the  moment  he  and  his  two  friends  returned  the  fire,  and  two  of  the 
soldiers  fell  by  the  iron  hurdles. 

"Forward!"  shouted  the  sergeant,  and  he  sprang  over  the  hurdle  close  to 
him.  Claude  bounded  forward,  and  seized  him  by  the  arm  and  throat,  and  tossed 
him  back  again  as  though  he  had  been  a  truss  of  straw. 

The  police  officers  at  this  moment  poured  in  a  volley  of  pistol-shots  against 
Claude  and  his  friends  ;  but  the  salute  was  returned,  for  Dick  had  knocked  down 
one  of  them  with  a  hedge  stake  he  had  found,  and  Jack  had  wounded  another. 
TliPfo  was  1)  I  ■  :■  ■  !.  •  'vas  icJiurt-,  um]  in'  nrni!':'-!!  !y-  retreated  clear  of  the 
hurdles,  finuing  Juaiaell  lu  such  an  eiaergency  as  lie  was.         \ 
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The  fog  and  the  smoke  from  the  firing  mingling  together,  prevented  the  officers 
on  horseback  from  seeing  how  the  soldiers  were  getting  on ;  and  they  kept  cheer- 
ing to  them  to  encourage  them. 

Then  it  was  that  Dick,  seeing  that  if  the  fight  continued  they  must  certainly  be 
worsted,  laid  hold  of  Claude  by  the  arm,  saying — 

"  Follow  me — follow  rae  !  Come,  Jack — ^come.    I  think  there  is  a  chance  yet." 

Claude  made  no  answer,  but  followed  him  hurriedly  through  the  farm-yard, 
and  so  did  Jack.  They  came  to  an  ivy-covered  porch  of  the  house,  and  there 
they  found  that  the  fog  was  not  so  bad ;  and  Dick  was  in  the  act  of  trying  to 
force  the  door  open,  wiien  a  little  girl,  of  about  twelve  years  of  age,  came  up  to 
them,  crying,  and  saying— 

"  Oh,  is  it  you  they  came  to  kill  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Then  come  this  way,  and  they  shall  not. — Come,  come,  before  grandfather 
sees  you.  >  They  shall  not  kill  you !     Oh,  do  come !"' 

In  wonder  they  followed  the  child  across  the  yard  to  the  right;  and  she  opened 
a  little  gate^and  led  them  into  a  flower-garden,  and  so  on  to  a  corner  of  the  house 
where  there  was  an  open  door. 

"  This  way  ! — oh,  this  way  !"  she  said.  "  I  saw  all  from  the  window  of  my 
little  room,  and  they  tried  to  kill  you,  1  know.  They  killed  my  poor  brother,  did 
the  bad  soldiers,  and  they  shall  not  kill  you  !  He  was  a  soldier  :  but  he  wanted 
to  come  home  and  love  us  all  again  and  be  happy:  but  they  would  not  let  him, 
and  so  they  shot  him.    Do  you  want  to  go  home  and  be  happy  i" 

"Yes,"  said  Dick. 

*'  And  they  v.'on't  let  you  ?'* 
I  **  Just  so." 

"  Then  I  will  save  j'ou !  I  am  but  a  child,  I  know ;  but  I  can  do  more,  and 
just  because  I  am  a  child,  than  any  one  else  can  do  now  for  you." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Dick. 

"  Hark  !"  said  Jack—"  hark !" 

"  Forward !"  cried  a  voice—"  forward !  This  way  I  They  cannot  have  escaped 
us  altogether." 

There  was  then  a  rush  of  many  feet ;  and  then  the  little  girl  took  Dick  by  the 
arm  and  led  him  through  the  open  door  and  up  a  little  flight  of  steps  to  the  upper 
floor  of  the  house.  There  was  a  long  and  dreary-looking  passage  upon  that  floor, 
from  which  opened  various  rooms ;  and  into  one  of  them  the  little  girl  went, 
followed  by  the  three  stalwart  men,  whom  she  said  she  would  save. 

This  was  something  like  the  fable  of  the  lion  and  the  mouse,  in  which  the 
latter,  with  all  its  weakness,  aids  the  former,  with  all  its  strength,  to  elude  its 
foes. 

ij!  "  Come  in,"  said  the  child  :  "  this  is  my  chamber.  They  Jet  me  have  this 
room  to  myself  entirely,  and  I  alone  keep  it  neat  and  clean.  There  is  my  little 
bed— there  is  my  little  work-table  that  my  aunt  gave  me ;  and,  you  see,  I  have 
some  books  and  some  flowers.  Now,  do  you  think  if  you  hide  in  this  room  and 
I  sit  reading  here  so  calm  and  still,  like  a  little  nun,  that  anybody  will  think  you 
are  here  V 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  Dick. 

"  We  are  saved !"  said  Jack.     "  Don't  you  think  so,  Claude  ?" 

Even  as  Jack  put  this  question  to  Claude  Duval,  that  personage  tottered,  and 
would  have  fallen  but  that  a  little  couch  that  was  in  the  room  Jortunately  was 
close  to  him  ;  and  he  sank  upon  it  with  a  deep  groan. 

"  Good  God,"  said  Jack,  "  what  is  this  ?  Liglit— light!  Draw  the  blind,  and 
let  us  have  some  light."  -  ' 

Dick  Turpiu,  when  he  heard  Jack  speak  in  this  way,  did  not  speak  a  word,  but 
in  two  steps  he  crossed  the  little  room,  and  reached  the  window.  A  green  blind 
was  across  it,  which  enveloped  everything  in  the  apartment  with  a  mysterious 
jjiod  of  halo.     With  one  movement  of  his  hand,    Dick  Turpin  removed  this 
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obstacle  to  the  early  daylight,  and  then  it  streamed  into  the  room,  and  upon  the 
face  of  Claude  Duval. 
,     One  look  at  that  pale  face,  upon  which  death  had  set  its  seal,  was  enough  for 
both  Jack  and  Dick.  ' 

Poor  Claude  sat  upon  the  little  couch,  with  his  right  hand  upon  his  breast, 
and  every  vestige  of  colour  had  fled  from  his  face.  His  very  lips  were  of  an 
ashy  paleness. 

The  little  girl  was  much  alarmed,  and  stood  trembling  by  the  window,  gazing 
at  that  awful  face. 

<' Claude— Claude  !"  said  Jack,  "  what  is  this  ?  Oh,  speak  to  me,  I  implore 
you.    What  is  the  meaning  of  it  ?* 

Dick  Turpin  said  not  a  woid. 

Then  it  was  that,  with  an  evident  effort,  Claude  Duval  smiled  in  a  strange 
fashion,  and  holding  out  his  other  hand  to  Jack,  he  said— ■ 

"  Jack,  old  friend,  it  is  nearly  over  now." 

*' Oh,  God,  no  1" 

"  Hush  !  Jack,  hush  !  They  have  done  for  me  at  last,  old  friend.  Do  not 
think  much  of  this  little  accident.  It  was  sure  to  come  to  this  some  day.  Dick, 
are  you  there  ?" 

"  Yes,  Claude,"  said  Dick,  as  he  snatched  up  his  hat,  which  he  had  laid  upon 
the  little  table.     "  Yes,  I—" 

"  Stop.    Where  would  you  go  ?    Oh,  don't  leave  me  now,  either  of  you." 

*'  You  are  wounded,"  said  Dick,  "  and  I  would  g|t  surgical  aid  for  you,'* 

*'  No — no ;  oh !  do  not." 

"  But  it  may  save  your  life." 

Dick  moved  towards  the  door;  but  Claude  clenched  his  left  hand,  and  in  a 
firmer  voice  he  said— 

"  Dick,  if  ever  you  had  the  slightest  feeling  of  affection  for  me,  you  will  stay 
now  with  me,  and  not  go  upon  the  fruitless  errand  you  speak  of.  I  know  that  no 
human  aid  can  avail  me  now;  ray  minutes  are  numbered.  But  do  not  let  them 
take  me  in  life,  if  you  can  help  it." 

Jack  had  staggered  back  to  a  chair,  and  with  both  his  hands  clasped  over  his 
face,  he  rocked  to  and  fro  in  quite  an  agony  of  grief. 

There  was  a  something  about  the  tone  in  which  Duval  spoke  that  brought 
even  firmer  conviction  to  the  mind  of  Turpin  that  what  he  said  regarding  the 
utter  uselessness  of  surgical  aid  was  but  too  true,  so  Dick  laid  aside  his  hat  again, 
and  slowly  walked  up  to  Claude.  Looking  him  earnestly  in  the  face,  he  said  to 
him— 

"  Duval,  old  friend,  tell  me— is  it  a  bullet  V 

«' Yes,  Dick."  • 

"And  where?" 

**  So  near  to  my  heart  that  it  is  quite  near  enough,  Dick,  to  end  my  career. 
It's  all  over!     Hark!  what  is  that?" 

The  sound  of  voices  in  the  house  came  upon  their  ears  ;  and  a  look  o£  deep 
distress  came  over  the  countenance  of  poor  Claude; 

"  Oh !  my  friends,"  he  said,  "  for  you  both  there  is  hope  !  I  was  selfish  when 
I  asked  you  to  stay  with  me.  Flight  may  yet  save  you.  Go — go,  and  leave  me ! 
I  can  but  die  once  !" 

"  Never  !"  said  Dick,  as  he  drew  a  pistol  from  his  pocket  and  stood  by  the  side 
of  Claude's  chair  with  a  determined  aspect.  "  I,  too,  can  but  die  once,  and  I  am 
willing  to  do  so  in  your  company,  Claude;  and  woe  be  to  the  man  who  first  tries 
to  Jay  a  finger  upon  you  l" 

Poor  Jack  still  rocked  to  and  fro  in  helpless  grief. 

The  sound  of  voices  came  nearer  and  nearer  still  to  the  corridor. 

Then  it  was  that  the  little  girl  stepped  to  the  door,  and  opening  '-^  quickly 
passed  out  of  the  room.     Dick  looked  a  little  anxiously  after  her,  for  ti^vas 
afraid  that  the  courage  of  the  child  had  deserted  her,  and  that  she  would  go  and    [ 
throw  herself  upon  the  protection  of  her  fiiends,  aud  disclose  who  were  in  the  '' 
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room  she  called  her  own.  But  such  was  not  the  case  :  in  a  few  mome0ts  the  "ui 
returned. 

"  They  are  searching  the  house,"  she  said. 
"  Then  all  is  lost !"  said  Dick. 

"  My  good  friend,"  said  Claude,  and  he  spoke  still  fainter  now  than  he  had 
done  before,  "  it  is  a  chance  for  you,  and  for  you,  dear  Jack.  This  window  is 
not  far  from  the  ground." 

"  No,  no,"  said  Jack  ;  "  1  will  not  leave  you  !" 

"Nor  1 1"  said  Dick,  firmly.    V  Jack ?" 

"Yes,  Dickr" 

"  Your  pistols  !  "We  will  all  die  together,  if  it  roust  be  so.  Your  arms,  Jack ! 
Don't  submit  easily.  The  most  timid  animal  in  all  the  world,  if  hunted  to  the 
covert,  •will  turn  upon  its  foes.    Be  a  man.  Jack  !" 

"I  will— I  will!" 

Jack  sprang  to  bis  feet,  with  his  hair  dishevelled,  and  looking  scarcely  less  pale 
than  poor  Claude.  With  cautious  eagerness  he  took  a  pair  of  pistols  from  his 
pocket,  and  pointed  them  both  towards  the  door  of  the  room  ;  and'then,  in  a 
strange,  cracked  voice,  he  said— 

"Let  them  come  !^ — let  them  come  !  Let  the  bloodhounds  come  for  their  prey  ! 
Ah,  they  will  find  me  ready  for  them  !  Life  for  life  !  They  shall  rue  the  day 
they  struck  down  the  noblest  heart  that  ever  beat  in  human  bosom !  War  to  the 
death  !  Let  them  come  !— I  am  prepared !  and,  oh  !  that  I  coold  single  out  the 
hand  that  did  the  deed  !" 

"No— no  !"  gasped  Claude,  "not  this— not  this.     I  did  not  mean  this." 

"  Cease  to  talk,"  said  Dick.  "  I  see  that  it  only  exhausts  you  the  more, 
Claude.    I  will  not  yet  abandon  hope  of  your  recovery." 

Claude  shook  his  head. 

"This  way,  then,  if  you  will  go  into  every  room,"  cried  a  voice  in  the 
corridor  ;  •'  but  I  tell  you  they  couldn't  come  into  the  house  without  some  of 
the  family  being  aware  of  It.'' 

*' Don't  be  too  sure  of  that,"  said  another  voice,  in  rough  and  surly  accents. 
"A  pretty  piece  of  business  this  has  been,  to  be  sure.  No  less  than  three  of 
my  men  killed  by  it." 

"  Well,  but  highwaymen  must  be  caught,'*  said  anotber. 

"  Ob,  confound  your  highwaymen  !  I  only  wish  they  had  been  down  your 
throat  before  I  and  my  men  came  across  you." 

This  conversation  was  between  the  sergeant  of  the  Lancers  and  the  chief 
officer,  and  it  was  the  former  who  had  rnade  the  remark  about  the  impossibility 
of  Claude  and  his  companions  getting  into  the  house  without  having  been  seen 
by  some  of  the  family. 

"They  come,"  said  Claude.     "  God!  they  come,  and  1  so  helpless." 

*'  Not  helpless,"  said  Dick,  *'  while  Jack  and  I  live.     Be  firm.  Jack.'* 

*«I  will—I  will." 


CHAPTER  CCCXCIV. 

THE  LITTLE   eiRL   PROVES  HERSKLP   TO   BE   A   TRUE  HEROINE, 

It  takes  us  longer  to  tell  of  these  stnring  and  startling  events  than  it  took  for 
them  to  be  enacted;  but  that  is  a  necessary  condition  of  nature. 

When  the  sound  of  voices  in  the  corridor  struck  upon  the  ears  of  the  young 
girl  who  had  already  done  what  seemed  to  be  all  that  it  was  in  her  power  to  do 
for  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends,  a  flush  of  exciiement  came  across  her  cheeks, 
and  glant'ing  round  the  room,  she  clasped  her  iumds  together  in  seeming 
despair. 

Then,  with  a  bright    iiush    of   hope    upon  hei'  face,  she  sprang  to  the  sida 
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of  the  couch  upon  which  Claude  lay,  and  said  in  a  low  tone  so  that  it 
might  not  be  heard  without — 

"  There  is  still  something  to  be  done.'* 

Claude  shook  his  head; 

"Oh,  yes — ^yes,  but  there  is." 

"  Yes,"  said  Claude,  "  one  thing  only.  Take  a  dying  man's  blessing.  If 
it  does  you  no  good,  my  dear  child,  it  will  do  you  no  harm." 

The  girl  looked  at  Claude  for  a  moment,  and  the  tears  swam  in  her  eyes 
as  she  did  so  ;  but  the  voices  came  again  upon  the  silence  of  the  house, 
and  the  necessity  for  immediate  action  came  strongly  to  her  mind. 

With  a  celerity,  and  a  power  of  action  that  was  little  to  be  expected  from  her 
age  and  sex,  she  took  from  where  it  rested,  partly  against  the  wall  and  partly 
around  the  head  of  her  little  bed,  a  tall  covered  screen,  gaily  papered  mth 
flowers,  and  placed  it  round  the  front  portion  of  the  coucli,  which  it  completely 
hid, 

"  There,"  she  said.    "  Behind  that  you  will  all  be  safe." 

"  Alas,  my  dear,"  said  Difk,  "do  you,  indeed,  think  that  so  frail  a  screen  as 
that,  will  protect  us  from  those  who  seek  our  lives?" 

"  I  do." 

"  She  is  right,"  said  Claude,  faintly—"  she  is  right.  The  darkness,  too,  is 
grateful  to  us.    Come— oh,  come.     It  is  a  chance." 

The  girl  looked  eagerly  from  one  to  the  other  of  thftn,  and  then  in  the  corri- 
dor the  tramp  of  the  heavy  footsteps  of  the  officers,  and  of  the  sergeant  of  the 
Lancers  and  his  own  men,  who  where  iff  fit  state  to  come  with  him,  came 
nearer  and  nearer  still. 

There  viras  evidently  no  time  to  be  lost,  if  they  would  attempt  even  to  take 
advantage  of  the  chance  of  concealment  afforded  to  them. 

'•  It  may  do,"  said  Dick.     "  Come,  Jack." 

"  To  the  last — to  the  last !"  said  Jack,  in  a  tone  of  abstraction.  "  Let  them 
come,  I  will  fight  them  to  the  last." 

"Jack,  you  know  not  what  you  say,"  said  Dick,  taking  him  by  the  arm. 
"  Come  this  way,  there's  a  good  fellow." 

"No'—no!  I  have  to  defend  Claude,  and  this  is  my  place.  Over  my  corpse 
alone  shall  they  reach  him." 

"  But  you  mistake.    You  will  be  the  destruction  of  him." 

"  Let  them  come  !— -Oh,  let  them  come !'' 

"  Claude,  call  to  him,"  said  Dick,  "  if  you  possibly  can.  Your  voice  only 
will  have  any  eftect  upon  him." 

"  Jack — Jack,"  said  Claude.    "  I  want  you,  old  friend." 

"  Yes — yes.    I  am  here — I  am  here  !" 

Jack  stepped  behind  the  screen,  and  Dick  followed  him. 

"  Hold  my  hand  in  yours.  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "  and  don't  leave  mc.  Help 
me  to  lie  down  very  quietly—quietly.  Oh,  God  ! — Ah,  yes— more  quietly  still. 
God  bless  you  both." 

They  gradually  let  Claude  sink  down  upon  the  couch,  and  Jack  held  the  hand 
in  his  that  was  disengaged,  for  the  other  was  still  pressed  upon  his  heart. 

Behind  the  screen,  now,  there  was  a  gloom  almost  approaching  to  darkness,  so 
that  it  was  only  in  a  dim  sort  of  fashion,  that  Dick  and  Jack  could  see  each 
other.  But  they  felt  how  critical  was  there  position,  for  in  the  course  of  a  few 
moments  there  came  a  tap  at  the  door  of  the  room. 

Preceding  that  tap  at  her  room  door,  the  little  girl  had  sat  down  by  her 
work-box,  and  opening  it,  had  taken  out  some  unfinished  sewing,  and,  although 
her  little  hands  shook  again,  she  did  her  best  to  seem  to  be  quietly  at  work. 

The  tap  came  to  the  door  again,  and  then  she,  with  as  firm  a  voice  as  she 
could  possibly  command,  called  6dt— 

"Yes — who  is  there?"  | 

"  Lucy !  Lucy !"  said  a  voice.    "  Are  you  up  P" 

"  Yes,  grandfather,  I  am  up." 
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« Open  the  door  then,  child."  „         ,     ,  . 

«'  Come  in,  grandfather.  The  door  is  not  fast.  Come  m.  I'm  only  doiog  « 
little  work."  ,  .,,«.. 

The  girl's  voice  shook  and  quivered  as  she  spoke,  notwithstanding  all  her  efforts 
to  appear  calm,  aud  then,  fearful  that  the  expression  of  her  face  would  betray 
her,  she  darted  from  her  seat,  and  succeeded  in  drawing  the  little  green  curtain 
right  across  the  window  again  before  the  door  was  opened. 
fe  This  was  a  bold  manoeuvre  of  the  girl's,  for  it  placed  the  room  in  such  a 
state  of  semi-darkness,  that  those  who  came  from  a  strange  light  could  not  pos- 
sibly have  the  chance  of  noticing  that  she  was  very  pale,  and  that  tears  were  ia 
her  eyes,  and  that  her  very  lips  quivered  with  emotion. 
^  The  door  opened,  and  the  farmer  made  his  appearance. 
~"  "Oh,  yes,  you  aie  up  and  dressed,  Lucy,"  he  said.    "  All's  right.    Don't 
you  be  at  all  alarmed,  ray  dear,  but  there  are  some  gentlemen  looking  for  some 
thieves,  and  they  don't  seem  to  be  satisfied  till  they^  have  looked  into  every 
room  in  the  old  house." 

"  Thieves,  grandfather?" 

"  Yes,  my  dear.    Did  you  not  near  a  disturbance  ?'' 

*'  Oh,  yes,  but  I  didn't  know  what  it  was  all  about." 

"  To  be  sure  not.  How  should  you  ?  Well,  gentlemen,  here  is  my  little 
grandchild's  bed-room.  I  suppose  you  don't  exactly  expect  to  find  Claude  Duval 
and  his  friends  hid  in  her  \^rk-box,  do  you  ?" 

The  chief  officer  and  the  sergeant  of  the  Lancers  just  appeared  on'the  threshold 
of  the  room  and  glanced  in,  Lucy  rose  from  her  seat,  and  faced  them  with  more 
boldness  than  one  would  have  thought  her  capable  of, 

"  Oh,  grandfather,"  she  said,  "  why  do  you  bring  these  men  here?  This  is 
my  own  little  room,  as  you  always  told  me." 

"  My  dear,  I  can't  help  it.     They  will  soon  go." 

"  Oh,  ves,"  said  the  officer.    "  You  sleep  here,  do  you  V* 

*'Yes,*sir." 

"  Oh,  well,  there's  no  use  wasting  time  bothering  here.  Come  on,  sergeant. 
Sorry  to  have  troubled  you,  my  little  dear,  but  we  couldn't  help  it.  Come  on. 
This  is  only  v/aste  of  time." 

"  So  I  should  think,"  said  the  farmer,  as  he  closed  the  door  of  the  room 
again,  leaving  Lucy  with  the  three  highwaymen. 

The  girl  burst  into  tears,  then,  when  the  door  was  shut,  and  was  about  to  say 
something,  but  it  was  as  well  she  did  not,  for  it  was  opened  again  in  a  moment 
by  her  grandfather,  who  popping  his  head  in,  said— 

"  You  can  come  down  when  you  like,  Lucy.  We  shall  have  breakfast  sood, 
my  dear  ;  but  don't  you  be  frightened." 

"No — no,  I  am  not.'' 

*'  That's  right.    But  how  dark  the  room  is.'* 

"  I  prefer  it,  grandfather.'* 

"  Oh,  very  well—very  well.  Now  don't  yoa  be  alafmed,  for  the  people  who 
are  in  the  house  will  go  soon." 

"  Yes,  grandfather." 

The  door  was  again  closed,  and  again  Lucy  felt  that  there  was  another 
reprieve  for  those  whom  she  had  chosen  to  throw  the  shield  of  her  protecting 
innocence  over. 

While  these  extremely  peculiar  movements  were  proceeding,  Dick  Turpinhad 
stood  *lose  to  the  couch  on  which  lay  Claude.  A  pistol  was  iti  each  of  his 
hands,  and  if  the  screen  had  been  attempted  to  be  moved  aside  there  is  very 
little  doubt  but  that  both  the  chief  officer  of  the  civil  power  and  the  sergeant  of 
the  Lancers  would  have  met  their  death  ;  so  that,  after  all,  the  little  girl  was  as 
much  entitled  to  their  gratitude,  if  they  had  but  known  their  danger^  as  she  was 
to  that  of  Claude  Duval  and  his  two  friends. 

But  soon  the  retreating  footsteps  of  the  searching-  party  were  \a$t  as  they 
descended  the  stairs  to  the  lower  part  of  the  house,  Ibr  Lucy's  roona  had  been 
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the  last  they  had  searched  m  the  corridor,  and  the  little  creature  felt  that  to  a 
great  exteot  the  danger  was  now  over,  and  that  ah&  might  speak  freely. 
I     "They  are  gone— they  arc  gone  !"  she  said.  t  ! 

I     "Yes,"  laid  Dick,  "and  so  far  all  is  we!/.    We  owe  to  yQu  oni"  lives,  and  li  \ 
don't  know  what  to  say  to  you  to  express  what  1  feel  upon  the  occasion." 


"Nor  I,"  said  Jack.    *'  How  dark  the  room  iB,'* 
"Yes,  it  18,  Jack.'* 

"  It  IB  the  window  blind,"  said  Lucy.    "  I  will  soon  remove  it  again.    1  here,  ^ 
you  can  see  better  now." 
**  Move  the  screen,  Dick,"  said  Jack.  I 

"  Stop,"  said  Dick.    "  Has  your  room-door  a  fastening,  Liicy  ?* 
'*  Yes — oh,  yes.     I  will  lock  it." 
The  girl  went  to  the  door,  and  just  as  Dick  heard  the  sharp  click  of  the  lock 
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he  doubled  up  the  screan  that  was  before  the  couch  upon  which  Claude 
Duval  lay. 

"Nov/,  Claude,"  he  said,  "let  us  hope  that  you  are  better.  The  danger  is 
past,  and  who  knows  but,  after  all,  we  may  only  have  to  recount  this  along  with 
others  of  our  peculiar  adventures  ?" 

"  Do  you  hear,  Claude  i"  said  Jack. 

Dick  suddenly  knelt  down  by  the  side  of  the  couch  and  looked  in  Duval's 
face.     Then  a  strong  emotion  shook  him,  and  clasping  his  hands,  he  said — 

"  No,  Jack.     He  does  not  hear.     He  will  never  hear  again !     He  is  dead !" 

"  Oh,  God,  |no — no !  Not  Claude— not  my  friend — my  only  friend,  oh  no  ! 
Dick—Dick,  don't  say  it.     Light — more  light  !" 

Jack  dashed  the  screen  cautiously  aside,  and  then  he  lifted  up  the  head  of 
Claude.  One  glance  into  the  calm,  cold,  passionless  face  was  enough.  Serene 
in  death  lay  Claude  Duval.  A  slight— a  very  slight  smile  seemed  to  curl  the 
upper  lip,  and  that  was  all.  It  was  quite  evident,  that  that  daring  and  adven- 
turous spirit  had  fled  without  a  pang. 

Jack  dropped  to  the  floor  as  if  he  had  been  shot,  and  did  not  move  for  many 
minutes, 

Dick  Turpin,  although  mucji  cut  up  by  the  death  of  Claude  Duval,  yet  had 
about  him  more  presence  of  mind  upon  this  occasion  than  poor  Jack  had,  and 
he  removed  from  the  breast  of  the  corpse  the  right  hand  which  even  in  death 
there  continued. 

The  moment  that  hand  was  out  of  the  way,  Dick  saw  that  poor  Duval  had 
received  a  bullet  as  nearly  as  possible  over  the  region  of  the  heart,  and  the  only 
wonder  was  that  he  had  lived  so  long  as  that  he  had  had  the  indomitable  firra= 
ness  to  prevent  any  great  sign  of  the  agony  he  must  have  suffered  to  escape 
him. 

A  very  small  portion  of  blood  had  oozed  from  the  wound  and  saturated  his 
clothes  just  around  the  spot,  and  his  hand  was  soiaked  in  blood';  but  there  was 
nothing  else  to  show  the  violent  death  to  which  he  had  come  at  last. 

"It  is  all  over,"  said  Dick.    "  Farewell,  poor  Claude  !" 

Dick  took  his  own  hat,  and  tied  it  gently  over  the  face  of  the  corpse,'for  he  savv' 
Lucy  close  to  the  window  looking  much  alarmed,  and  he  waa  afraid  that  the 
look  of  the  dead  face  would  alarm  her  still  more, 

"  My  dear  young  friend,"  he  said  to  her,  "  you  have  no  cause  for  fear.  We 
who  live  will  not  leave  you,  and  he  who  is  no  more  cannot,  if  he  would;  and 
were  he  stili  in  life  he  would  risk  it  for  you  twenty  times.  We  owe  you  much — 
oh,  so  much  !  and  now  I  know  not  how  to  ask  you  to  do  still  more  for  us." 

"  I  will— I  will,"  said  Lucy,  sobbing.     "  What  is  it  ?"  - 

"  i  don't  know  whether  you  can  do  ic  or  not,  but  do  you  think  that  there  is 
any  chance  of  us  being  able  to  stay  here  in  peace  till  night  ?'* 

"  Oh,  no— no." 

"  Well,  I  hardly  thought  it  possible." 

"It  is  not  possible,"  said  Lucy.  "  iMy  grandmother  will  be  here  twenty  times 
in  the  course  of  the  day.    Oh,  no,  no !    I  would  if  I  could  ;  but  what  can  J  do  V 

"  Nothing — nothing  !     Jack — Jack,  I  say — be  a  man  !" 

Jack  slowly  rose,  and  shudderingly  looked  at  the  couch, 

"  Rouse  yourself!"  said  Dick.  "  It  is  true  that  our  old  friend  is  gone :  but  he 
is  at  peace  !  Think  of  that,  Jack.  There  will  be  lao  more  rewards  for  him,  dead 
or  alive.  Cupidity,  with  cruelty  and  malice  in  its  train,  will  never  again  start  to 
hunt  him  to  the  death.  He  has  now  no  fears  of  chai.ns  or  cells,  nor  of  the  gallows- 
tree.  The  vulgar  multitude,  whqi  would  have  made  high  holiday  at  his  execution, 
will  have  no  chance  to  do  so  now.  He  is  dead  ;  and  he  has  diedi,  I  ani  sure,  a 
much  less.^painful  death  than  many  thousands  who  would  exewate  bis  name.  He 
has  gone  to  his  God,  Jack,  where  he  willbe  judged  more  from  what  he  thought 
and  what  he  meant  than  from  what  he  seemed  to  do,  and  where  the  good  deeds 
of  his  life  are  written  by  recording  angels  ;  while  the  tears  of  gratitude  of  the 
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widow  and  the  orphan,  whom  he  has  oft  cherished  and  aided,  will  blot  out  even 
the  memory  of  his  crimes  !" 

Jack  looked  at  Dick  while  he  spoke ;  and,  as  he  did  so,  a  change  came  over  his 
face— a  change  from  all  the  agony  of  deep  grief  to  serenity  of  soul.  He  took 
Dick'B  hand  in  his,  and  shook  it. 

"  Thank  you,  Dick,"  he  said—**  thank  your  brave  heart !  Thank  you  !  I  did 
not  think  of  all  that.  You  knew  Claude  better  than  I  thought  you  did.  I  thank 
you  from  my  soul,  Dick,  for  those  kind  words  ;  and  they  are  so  true,  too.  I  am 
much  better—ob,  so  much  better,  now  I" 


CHAPTER  CCCXCV. 

THE   FUNERAL   OF  CLAUDE   DUVAL. 

Poor  little  Lucy  listened  to  what  Jack  and  Dick  was  saying  with  the  most 
intense  interest ;  and  then  she  plucked  Dick  by  the  sleeve,  saying—* 

"Sir?— sir?"  ■     • 

"  Yes,  my  dear  ?    What  would  you  say  1" 

'•  You  do  not  know  my  grandfather.     He  is  at  times  rather  a  steraman,  they 
say,  and  he  has  not  a  good  temper ;  but  he  has  a  good  heart,  for  all  that,  and  he  ' 
will  not  be  unkind  to  you." 

"  Think  you  so  ?" 

•'I  know  it.  Now,  if  you  will  let  me  go  to  him  and  tell  him  all  that  has 
happened — how  you  sought  shelter  here — how  your  poor  friend  is  deadj,  and  how 
much  you  both  loved  him,  and  how  cruel  it  would  be  to  bring  death  and  danger 
to  you  both,  do  you  think  that  there  is  anybody  in  the  world  who  could  be  so 
unkind  as  to  say  cay  to  you  ?" 

"  She  speaks  truth,  Dick,"  said  Jack.  "  We  must  throw  ourselves  upon  the 
kindness  and  the  consideration  of  this  family." 

"Be  it  so,"  said  Dick.  "But  stop  a  moment,  Lucy — stop  a  moment:  you 
shall  not  go  empty-handed.  Here  is  gold.  Nay,  do  not  turn  aside  and  refuse  it, 
but  give  it  to  your  grandfather  or  your  grandmother,  whichever  you  think  will 
like  to  have  it  the  best;  and  tell  them  that  we  consider  it  only  a  poor  payment 
for  the  shelter  we  ask  till  night  for  the  corpse  of  one  whom  we  love  well,  and 
whom  we  would  not  desert  even  in  death." 

"  Yes — yes,"  said  the  little  girl,  "  they  will  be  kind,  but  I  cannot  take  the 
money." 

•'It  is  not  for  you,"  said  Dick.  "Believe  me,  Lucy,  I  have  seen  enough  of 
you  to  feel  that  you  would  not  take  money  for  doing  a  kind  action." 

The  eyes  of  the  child  filled  with  tears. 

"But,"  added  Dick,  " it  is  possible  that  the  world  may  have  altered  the 
feelings  of  your  friends  iu  that  particular,  even  if  they  were  once  like  yours ;  so 
take  the  money,  and  if  it  has  no  other  effect  it  will  have  that  of  convincing  your 
relations  that  we  have  no  evil  intentions  towards  them,  and  that  by  affording 
us  the  shelter  we  ask  they  run  no  risk  of  our  leaving  our  dead  friend  a  burthen 
to  them." 

"  Yes,  yes— take  it,"  said  Jack. 

Thus  urged,  the  little  girl  took  the  money,  and  with  a  countenance  full  of  sym- 
pathetic feeling  she  glided  from  the  room  upon  her  mission  of  gentleness  to  the 
farmer  and  his  wife.  / 

The  oflScers  and  the  Lancers  had  left  the  house  after,  as  thsy  all  thought,  a? 
efficient  a  search  of  it  as  it  was  at  all  possible  to  make,  and  iiot  a  little  amazed 
Were  they  at  the  seemingly  mysterious  disappearance  of  the  three  highwaymen. 
!   "  Dick,"  said  Jack,  aa  he  pointed  to  the  corpse  of  Claude,  **  did  you— did 
you,  Dick——" 
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J      "What,  Jack?"  ,  ,  r 

*'  Did  you  close  poor  Claude's  eyes  ?" 

«« No— no.    I  thought  of  that,  but  could  not/* 

*'  I  am  glad  you  did  not,  Dick.'* 

".  Are  you  glad.  Jack  ?  Oh,  yes,  I  understand  you.  It  is  a  last  sad  office 
that  you  would  wish  to  do  for  one  whom  you  knew  so  well  in  life  as  Claude." 

"  It  is,  Dick." 

*'Then,  Jack,  I  honour  the  feeling,  and  am  [glad  that  I  did  not  interfere  with 
what  I  feel  is  your  prerogative,  my  good  friend." 

Jack  stepped  up  to  the  couch,  and  with  a  gentle  and  reverent  hand  he  removed 
the  hat  that  covered  the  face  of  the  corpse. 

There  was  nothing  in  the  smallest  possible  degree  repulsive  in  the  look  of 
Claude  Duval.  You  might,  had  you  seen  him  lying  upon  that  couch  so  very 
calm  and  still,  have  really  thought  him  bleeping.  To  be  sure  there  was  some- 
thing of  a  strange-coIour  about  the  face,  and  Jack  thought  that  that  colour  was 
deepening  upon  it  even  as  he  looked  at  it.  ,    - 

Gently  and  sorrowfully  Jack  alosed. -the  eyes  of  the  _  corpse  and  placed  a  half 
crown  piece  upon  each  one.  The  coins  upon  the  eyes  of  the  dead  man  gave  the 
face  a  strange  look,  but  Jack  did  not  heed  that.  His  heart  was  full  of  the 
reminiscences  of  the  pastas  he  looked  in  the  face  of  his  old  friend  and  com- 
panion. -^■^- 

" There  is  one,"  he  said,  "who  has  gone  to  the  grave  before  you,  Claude,  to 
whom,  had  she  lived  to  sec  it,  this  would  iadeed  have  been  a  dreary  day.  You 
and  I  and  all  of  us  mourned  for  her  when  she  went  to  death  ;  but,  after  all,  it 
was  a  happy  thing  that  she  took  the  dark  and  dreary  path  before  you  did, 
Claude,  for  had  she  lived,  I  would  not  have  looked  into  her  iace  this  day  for  the 
wealth  of  worlds." 

"  You  are  right,  Jack,"  said  Duval. 

"Yes,  it  is  so — I  know  it  is  so,"  said  Jack. 

Poor  Jack  then  lifted  the  coverlet  from  the  bed,  and  laid  it  gently  over  the 
still  form  that  lay  upon  the  couch. 

The  coverlet  slowly  sunk  to  the  shape  of  the  body,  and  was  awfully  suggestive 
of  what  was  beneath  it.  With  a  shudder  Dick  turned  to  the  window,  and  in 
silence  looked  into  the  garden  beyond  it.  Then  there  came  upon  the  morning 
air  the  lowing  of  cattle,  and  the  cackle  of  the  feathered  inhabitants  of  the  farm- 
yard, as  they  aroused  themselves  for  the  new  day.  The  mist  that  had  swept  up 
from  the  valley  was  gradually  dispersing  before  a  bright  beam  of  sunshine  that 
had  broken  through  the  mazes  of  a  darkening  cloud. 

**  Morning,"  said  Jack,  as  he  stood  by  the  side  of  Dick.  "It  is  the  blessed 
and  beautiful  morning;  but  all  is  night  to  him  who  there  sleeps  the  long  sleep 
thAt  knows  no  waking." 

"Don't  say  that.  Jack.  Perhaps,  even  while  we  look  upon  that  slill  form, 
the  brighter  and  nobler  essence  of  ita  nature  has  awakened  in  a  region  where 
there  is  no  nijht." 

"  I  should  like  to  think  that,  Dick." 

"And  don't  you f* 

"I  don't  know  exactly.     Sometimes  I  do,  and  sometimes  I  don't." 

••  Wfell,  Jack,  that  is  a  subject  upon  which  we  will  talk  at  anothw  timee  Do 
you  hear  the  sound  of  footsteps  in  the  corridor  2"  . 

Jack  started. 

"Ido — I  do.  They  come  as:  foes  or  friends — it  don't  really  much  matter 
which  to  me  now.     I  never  in  all  my  life  felt  bo  very  indifferent  to  my  life." 

Dick  stepped  between  Jack  and  the  door,  and  his  hand  was  plunged  into  the 
breast  of  his  apparel.  Most  probably  it  grasped  a  weap.on  of  defence,  for  it  was 
ifiipossible  he  could  tell  in  what  kind  of  apiyit  the  people  of  the  farm  were 
coming  to  that  apartment. 

The  voice  of  the  littlf  girl  now  came  upon  their  ears,  and  what  she  said  rather 
tsnded  to  increese  the  doubt  regarding  the  intentions  of  the  farmer  than  otherwise. 
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♦'  No-wno,  grandfather,"  they  beard  her  say,  "  you  must  not.  It  is  so  very 
^rong.  I  Sifiid  you  would  not— I  said  I  knew  you  would  not,  and,  indeed,  you 
must  not." 

"Pho— pho,  child,"  said  the  farmer,  "you  don't  know  what  you  are  talking 
about.     Hold  your  tongue,  do  now." 

*'  Yes,"  said  rather  a  shrill,  peevish  voice.  **  Children  can't  be  supposed  to 
know,  so  don't  be  so  vain  and  silly,  Lucy,  as  to  try  to  set  up  your  little  judgment 
against  ours.    A  pretty  thing,  indeed,  that  would  be  !" 

The  door  of  the  room  was  now  opened,  and  the  farmer  and  his  wife  appeared 
upon  the  threshold  of  it.  Dick  advanced  two  steps,  and  in  a  tone  of  clear  and 
firm  decision,  he  spoke. 

"Hark  you,  sir,"  he  said,  "  I  don't  know  your  name,  or  I  would  address  you 
by  it;  but  I  do  hope  that  for  your  own  credit  in  particular,  and  the  credit  of 
human  natare  ia  general/  you  will  listen  to  the  voice  of  feeling  and  of  humanity, 
»ad  ratiiy  the  promise  which  this  child.  ha&  made  to  us  ia  the  purity  and  in 
the  innocence  of  her  young  heart." 

*'  Oh,  sir-roh,  gentlemen,"  said  the  farmer,  as  be  made  a  low  bow,  **  doa't 
njention  it,  I  beg  of  you.'* 

"it's  not  the  smallest  trouble,"  eaid  the  woman  e:!cccutiag  a  curtsey,  "I 
assure  you,  gentlemen." 

"  Not  the  least,"  chimed  io  the  farmer.  *'  I'm  quite  sure,  anytbiog  that  I  can 
do,  or  my  missus—-—'* 

"  Yes,  me  or  my  good  man»"  added  the  wife,  •'  we  will  do  with  all  the  plea» 
sore  in  life." 

"  That  we  will,"  said  the  farmer. 

Dick  and  Jack  were  quite  amazed  at  this  rather  extraordinary,  and  overdrawn 
politeness  on  the  part  of  the  farmer  and  bis  wife  ;  but  Lucy  soon  furnished  a 
key  to  it,  for,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  she  said— 

"  They  took  the  money—* they  took  all  the  gold ;  but  I  cannot,  aud  will  not 
think  that  they  mean  to  keep  it." 

"Sience,  child,"  said  the  grandmother.  "Dear  me,  how  children's  tongues 
do  run  on  to  be  sure,  don't  they,  sir  V* 

"  Hush !  will  you  1"  said  the  farmer.  Upon  my  word,  Lucy,  I  don't  know 
what  has  come  over  you  to-day." 

"  But  the  money,  the— the— '* 

"Say  no  more  about  it,"  said  Dick  Turpin.  "i  am  very  glad  if  the  few 
guineas  I  sent  are  of  any  service." 

"  Service  !"  said  the  farmer.  *'0h,  my  dear  sir,  you  can't  think  how  bad  the 
times  are  for  farmers.  They  always  are,  I  rather  think,  for  you  see,  sir,  when  we 
have  bad  crops,  we  can't,  of  course,  sell  so  much  as  we  would  wish;  and  when 
we  have  good  crops,  the  difficulty  of  keeping  up  the  prices  is  quite  terrible ;  so 
what  wi,th  one  thing  and  another,  sir,  the  agriculturist  almost  always  has  soma- 
thing  to  grumble  about ;  and  as  for  the  guineas  being  of  service,  I  beg  to  assure 
you,  sir,  that  they  are  of  the  greatest  possible  service." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  wife ;  "  and  if  you  think  our  services  worth  a  few  more  of 
them,  I'm  quite  sure  it  isn't  for  humble  folks  like  us  to  say  no  to  your 
generosity." 

"Grandfather,"  cried  the  little  girl,  "do  not— oh,  do  not  act  in  this  way. 
You  will  surely  be  sorry  when  you  come  to  think  of  it  in  the  time  to  come. 
Don't  you  know,  that  what  is  asked  of  you  is  nothing  that  is  worth  money— 
nothing  that  ought  to  be  sold  like  your  corn  and  your  turnips,  grandfather  1  It 
is  kindness  and  good  feeling,  not  goods.  You  cannot,  and  ought  not  to  take  the 
money." 

V  Ob,  yon  aggravating  child !"  said  the  grandmother,  *'  is  this  the  return 
you  make  for  all  our  kindness  to  you?" 

»*,"  Let  me,"  said  Dick,  "  put  an  end  to  this  diacourse,  by  at  once  declarinj?, 
that  I  and  my  friend  here  would  maeh  rather  you  kept  the  money  than  not,  .  We 
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are  quite  satisfied  with  the  arrangement,  and  will  double  the  sum  we  have  already 
giveD  you  if  you  will  keep  faith  with  us,  and  aid  us  in  what  we  wish." 

•'  Oh,  yes— yes,"  cried  the  farmer. 

*'  Double  it  ?"  said  the  wife ;  "  why,  then,  we've  nearly  forty  guineas,  as  I'm 


a  smner 


••  Q,uite  forty,"  said  the  farmer. 

•'  Then  we  will  promise,"  said  Dick,  •'  to  make  it  forty  more." 


CHAPTER  CCCXCVL 
NltGHT  At  the  farm  house*— the  old  cloak. 

However  poor  Lucy  might  be  shocked  at  the  raertenary  conduct  of  her  grand-' 
father  and  grandmother,  Dick  Turpin  and  Jack  were  better  pleased  that  it  should  be 
so  than  otherwise,  unless,  indeed,  the  feeling  of  sympathy,  ^hich  might  possibly 
have  dictated  a  kifid  course  of  condufct  towards  them,  had  been  very  complete 
and  perfect  indeed.  ,        , . 

Such  not  being.the  case,  however,  fhey  felt  that  the  next  best  thing  was  to  feel 
sure  of  the  farmer  and  his  wife  through  their  avaiice,  and  therefore  was  it,  that 
from  the  moment  Dick  saw  how  greedily  they  appropriated  the  mobey  he  had 
already  sent,  and  hinted  at  how  very  agreeable  it  would  be  to  get  still  more,  he 
was  quite  satisfied  that  he  and  Jack  not  only  saw  no  possible  risk  in  the  house 
than  they  could  screen  thern  frotxi,  but  that  everything  would  be  done  that  they 
might  wish  as  regarded  the  disposal  of  the  mortal  remains  of  Claude  Duval. 

"  You  will  be  content,"  said  Dick,  "  with  that  sum  1" 

"  Oh,  yes,  quite — quite,"  said  the  farmer^ 

"  Yes,  my  good  gentlemen,"  said  the  wife.     "  We  are  much  obliged." 

"Oh,"  said  Lucy,  "  I  don't  like  this." 

"  Lucy,"  said  Dick,  "  you  ought  to  like  it,  when  I  tell  you  that  it  suits  us 
well."  - 

"But  it  is  not  right." 

*'  Yes,  yes,  it  is  quite  right  enough,  so  don't  cry." 

"  Cry  indeed,"  said  her  grandmother.  "I  only  wonder  what  she  has  got  to 
cry  at.  But  children,  of  course,  sir,  don't  know  the  world  as  you  and  I  do." 

"  Indeed,  they  do  not." 

'*'  Ah,  dear  nie,"  said  the  farmer,  advancing  towards  the  couch,  upon  which 
lay  the  corpse  of  Claude  Duval,  "  and  so  it  has  come  to  this,  has  it  ?  and  here  lies 
the  body  of  your  poor  friend,  gentlemen.  Well,  it  really  is  too  bad  to  hunt 
human  beings  as  if  they  were  nothing  in  the  world  but  foxes  come  to  steal  your 
poultry.  I  always  set  my  face  against  such  things,  that  I  do,  and  Ihope  I  always 

shall." 

"  And  what  can  we  do,  gentlemen,  to  accommodate  you  ?"  said  the  wife. 

"  Dick,"  said  Jack,  "  we  will  stay  here  in  this  room.'' 

"  Yes,  Jack." 

«  You  tell  them,  then." 

"  Listen  to  me,"  said  Dick.  "  We  wish,  when  night  shall  come  again,  and 
that  it  may  come  soon  we  earnestly  desire,  to  take  our  dead  friend  further  into 
some  shady  spot,  and  inter  hira  beneath  some  tree,  so  that  we  may  know  the 

■  spot,  and  that  while  we  do  so,  we  may  please  ourselves  with  the  idea  that  he 
wHl  mingle  with  the  earth  undisturbed  by  any  one." 

■  "  Yes,'"  said  Jack.  '; 
"If,  therefore,  you  will  take  care  that  no  one  comes  to  this  room  to  interrupt 

lis  duririg  the*  day  we  will  remain  here,  abd  at  night  we  will  relieve  you  of  all 
further  ttouble  by  taking  away  this  sad  aght" 
•'  And  a— a— then—a— — '* 
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« Then  what?" 

"  The  other  forty  guineas  P"  said  the  fai-mer. 

"  Them  you  shall  have  wheu  we  leave  the  house,  without  fail." 

"Then,  gentlemen,  I  am  quite  satisfied.  You  shall  have  every  attention 
during  the  day,  and  whatever  you  like  to  order,  I'm  sure.  My  wife  will  cook 
you  anything  you  like,  and  I  daresay  Lucy  will  wait  upon  you  with  cheerfulness." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Lucy. 

"Be  it  so,"  said  Dick;  "all  we  shall  want  will  be  a  loaf  of  your  country 
bread,  and  some  water.  We  are  in  no  mood  for  eating  ;  but  yet  we  feel  the 
necessity  of  preserving  our  striength  for  what  we  have  to  do.*' 

"Yes,"  said  Jack,  "that  is  it." 

The  farmer  and  his  wife,  with  a  profusion  of  bows,  professed  now  the  most 
unbounded  sympathy  with  what  had  occurred,  and  they  heaped  such  loads  of 
abuse  upon  the  officers  and  the  military  who  had  aided  them,  that  it  was  quite 
terrible  to  hear  them  do  so;  and,  if  possible.  Jack  and  Dick  were  more  dis- 
gusted at  all  this  mock  show  of  commiseration  than  they  were  at  the  downright 
selfishness  and  mercenary  grumbling  feeling  that  had  before  characterised  them, 
and  which  was  still  in  the  ascendant,  their  fine  talking  being  only  another  mani- 
festation of  it. 

With  some  diflSculty  they  got  them  to  go  away,  and  leave  them  alone  in  the 
room  with  the  dead. 

It  was  in  truth  a  long  and  weary  day  that  which  Dick  and  Jack  passed  to- 
gether in  that  chamber.  They  had  some  discourse  together  about  the  past 
several  times  ;  but  none  at  all  of  the  future.  That  w^as  a  subject  they  seemed 
to  avoid  by  mutual  consent  until  poor  Claude  should  be  under  ground. 

The  long-expected  night,  though,  came  at  last,  and  then  upon  one  of  the 
visits  that  Lucy  paid  to  the  chamber,  3>ick  said  to  her— 

"  Lucy,  did  you  hear  or  see  anything  of  our  horses  ?'* 

"  Oh,  yes ;  they  are  feeding -%  the  haystacks,  and  they  are  allttiree  now  in 
the  stable  ;  but— but— —" 

"  But  what,  my  dear  ?" 

Lucy  was  silent. 

"Nay,  now,  this  is  unkind  of  you,"  said  Dick.  "  I  feel  quite  sure  that  you 
have  a  something  to  tell  us,  and  why  do  you  not  do  so  F* 

"  Yes,  I  have  a  something." 

"  But  you  do  not  like  to  say  it  ?" 

"  In  truth  I  do  not,  and  yet  I  feel  that  I  ought.  I  heard  my  grandfather  eay 
to  my  grandmother  something  about  the  horses." 

"  Come,  now,  what  was  it  ?'' 

"He  said — *  They  don't  know,  1  daresay,  what  has  become  of  their  horses,  so 
we  will  not  say  anything  about  them  either,  for  they  are  worth  a  good  hundred 
pounds  each,  and  to  sell  them  will  be  the  making  of  us.' " 

"  That's  rather  too  bad,  don't  you  think  so  ?" 

"  It  is— 4t  is,  indeed." 

'•  Well,  don't  you  mind  it.  Our  horses  we  will  and  [must  have,  but  there  is 
no  occasion  to  make  any  disturbance  about  them  just  yet.  However,  upon  one 
of  the  horses  there  was  rather  a  large  cloak  rolled  up,  and  strapped  to  the  back 
of  the  saddle.    That  cloak  we  want." 

i   As  he  spoke,  Dick  gave  a  glance  to  the  couch,  and  Lucy  comprehended  at 
once  what  the  cloak  was  wanted  for.    It  was  to  wrap  the  dead  in. 
i     "  You  shall  have  it,"  she  said ;  "  but  there  is  something  I  want  you  to  do." 

"What  is  it?" 
I     '•  I  want  you  to  trust  Harry  Brown." 

"  Harry  Brown  ?— Who  is  he  ?" 

"  He  is  a  boy  on  the  farm  here,  but  he  is  a  good  boy,  and  you  may  trust  him, 
and  if  you  do  trust  him  he  will  be  a  great  help  to  you.  If  you  will  let  me  tell 
him  all  that  has  happened,  and  then  let  him  come  to  you,  you  may  depend  upon 
him  quite  as  much  as  you  can  upon  me,' 
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This  assurance  satisfied  Harry  Brown,  and  with  Lucy  he  left  the  two  friends 
alone  in  the  darkness  of  the  chamber  with  the  dead. 

Waiting  thus,  some  hours  crept  slowly  on,  until  a  distant  church  clock,  in  a 
pause  of  the  storm  of  hail  and  rain  that  now  and  then  dashed  past  the  window ' 
of  the  room,  struck  the  hour  of  twelve, 

"  It  is  time,"  said  Dick. 

Jack  started  from  bis  knees  by  the  side  of  the  corps^t 


CHAPTER  CCCXCVII. 

THE   »VB.lJil  OF   CLAUDE  DUVAL,  AJJD  THE   PUESET  tO  HAfe!tY  BROWN. 

The  evening,  which  had  set  in  with  ouch  strong  demonstrations  of  bad,  had 
by  no  means  played  the  part  of  a  false  profit  with  regard  to  what  the  night  was 
going  to  be. 
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Such  a  stormy  night  for  the  season  of  the  year  could  hardly  have  been 
looked  for.  The  rain,  at  times,  came  down  in  perfect  torrents.  The  wind  rushed 
sweeping  by  the  homestead  and  wood,  and  -yelled  among  the  trees  as  if  it  were 
a  living  thing. 

There  was  a  secret  pleasure  in  the  mind  of  Jack  to  find  the  elements  of  nature 
in  so  disordered  a  mood  upon  that  night,  for  they  seemed  more  to  harmonise 
with  his  desolate  feelings  than  as  if  all  had  been  calm  and  serene. 

"Dick,"  he  said,  "can  you  see  ?" 

''  No,  but  I  expect  Harry  Brown  here  with  a  lantern  soon." 

The  sound  of  footsteps  in  the  corridor  came  upon  their  ears,  and  there  was  a 
flash  of  light,  and  the  farmer  himself  appeared  at  the  door  of  the  room. 

"  Oh,  gentlemen,"  he  said,  "  I  have  heard  that  Lucy  has  told  my  boy  Harry 
to  help  you ;  I  assure  you  he  is  a  good  lad." 

"  So  we  think,"  said  Dick,  "and  we  will  accept  his  aid." 

"  I  am  here,"  said  Harry. 

As  he  spoke,  the  boy  advanced  with  a  lantern  in  his  hand,  and  close  to  him 
came  Lucy  with  a  little  red  cloak  on  her  and  the  hood  drawn  over  her  head  as 
though  she  intended  going  with  them  to  the  interment  of  poor  Claude. 

"  Why,  Lucy,"  said  the  farmer,  "  what  is  the  meaning  of  this,  child  ?  You 
won't  surely  leave  the  house  to-night  ?" 

"  Yes,  grandfather." 

Dick  looked  at  her  for  a  moment  in  silence ;  and  then  he  said— 

**  The  rain  is  falling,  Lucy,  and  the  wind  is  boisterous.    Do  not  come." 

"  Oh,  let  me  1"  she  said.  *'  You  know  I  knew  him  while  he  was  alive,  and  one 
of  his  best  smiles  and  kind  looks  was  for  me.  He  shook  hands  with  me  before 
he  died ;  and  so  I  think  him  a  friend,  and  seem  as  if  i  ought  to  follow  him  to  the 
grave.    It  is  not  the  rain  or  the  wind  that  will  stop  me  in  such  a  duty." 

•'  Let  her  come,"  said  Jack,  in  a  voice  of  deep  emotion.  *'  If  the  spirit  of  poor 
Claude  could  look  down  upon  us — as  who  amongst  us  will  say  it  cannot? — it  will 
be  well  pleased  to  see  such  a  mourner  by  his  grave.    So  I  say,  let  her  come." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  Dick. 

"  Well,  but,"  said  the  farmer,  "  I  really  - — " 

"  Kay,  my  friend,  let  her  have  her  way,"  added  Dick.    "  I  request  it  of  you." 

"Oh,  well,  in  that  case  — — " 

"  That  will  do.    Now,  Jack,  help  me.    Harry,  the  light." 

Harry  Brown  stepped  with  them  up  to"  the  couch.  Over  and  over  again  they 
Wrapped  the  body  in  the  large  cloak  ;  and  then  Dick  took  ofiF  his  cravat,  and  tied 
it  round,  so  that  the  cloak  could  not  come  off  easily.  The  farmer  hurried  about 
the  corridor  in  evidently  rather  a  scared  condition  ;  for  he  was  goggling  his  eyes 
fearfully,  and  shaking  in  every  limb. 

"  Now,  Jack,"  said  Dick,  "  we  will  carry  him  between  us." 

"Yes,  Dick." 

They  lifted  the  body  from  the  couch. 

The  procession  was  a  very  strange  one.  First  went  Harry  Brown  with  a  lan- 
tern, and  then  came  Dick  and  Jack  with  the  corpse.  Then  came  little  Lucy  with 
her  red  cloak  ;  and  the  farmer  sometimes  followed  her,  and  sometimes  walked  by 
the  side  of  her,  and  seemed  in  fear  and  apprehension  about  something. 

Perhaps  he  was  in  an  agony  about  the  forty  pounds  ?  We  hope  not ;  but  we 
are  very  much  afraid  that  was  the  case. 

In  this  way,  then,  they  went  along  the  corridor  and  down  the  stairs,  and  so  on 
round  into  the  garden.  Oh !  how  the  rain  beat  upon  their  faces  ;  and  how  the 
wind  tore  and  roared  around  them,  as  though  wild  and  angry  at  the  proceedings 
it  in  vain  tried  to  thwart. 

Harry  Brown  held  up  the  lantern,  and  by  that  guide  they  went ;  and  being,  as 
of  course  he  was,  so  well  acquainted  with  the  farm  and  all  its  intricacies,  he  led 
them  by  the  shortest  and  the  nearest  route  through  the  garden,  and  so  on  by  a 
little  paddock  and  a  gate  that  avoided  the  farm-yard  and  the  row  of  iron  hurdles— 
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close  to  which  poor  Duval  had  received  his  death-wound— right  to  the  entrance 
of  the  long  avenue  of  tall  and  beautiful  trees. 

This  avenue,  owing  to  the  wind  talcing  a  decided  direction  at  right  aaglea  to  its 
length,  was  very  much  protected  from  the  violence  of  the  storm  of  wind  and  rain  ; 
so  that  when  they  all  got  safely  into  it  it  had  the  appearance  as  if  that  spot  were 
screened  from  the  rougher  influence  of  the  weather,  which  respected  the  solemn 
duty  the  mourners  came  upon. 

And  now  Dick  looked  about  him ;  and  seemg  that  they  were  close  to  the  foot  of 
a  gigantic  old  elm  tree,  he  said,  in  a  low  tone,  to  Jack— 
"  Will  this  spot  do  i" 
"Yes,  Dick.     Yes." 

They  slowly  placed  the  body  on  the  ground. 

"  Harry  Brown,"  said  Dick,  "  we  shall  want  the  spade  and  flie  mattock.'* 
"  They  are  here,"  said  the  boy,  **  I  brought  everything  you  could  wish  to  this 
place  some  hours  ago,  for  I  thought  I  should  have  to  help  you  with  the  light,  and 
so  on,  when  you  came  yourself  with  the  body." 
"  Many  thanks.     Now,  Jack,  we  will  dig  poor  Claude's  grave." 
"  Oh,  yes,  yes,"  said  Jack. 

It  was  quite  evident,  from  Jack's  manner,  that  his  mind  was  wrought  up  in 
some  wonderful  way  to  go  through  with  the  sad  task  he  had  set  himself,  and 
that  there  was  no  sort  of  likelihood  of  his  giving  way  at  it.  Dick  had  a  dread 
of  what  might  happen  when  the  reaction  of  feeling  took  place  in  poor  Jack's 
mind  when  all  was  over. 

Harry  Brown  brought  them  the  tools  for  making  the  grave,  and  then  he  placed 
the  lantern  on  the  ground,  at  the  head  of  the  corpse,  and  stood  there  with  his 
arm  round  Lucy's  waist  to  support  her. 

*'  Can  I  help  you,  gentlemen  ?"  said  the  farmer.  "  Dear  me,  I  feel  as  if  I  ought 
to  help  you  as  much  as  I  can,  considering  what  you  have  promised  to  give  me 
before  you  go."  This  was  a  hint  to  them  not  to  forget,  and  Dick  took  it  as  such, 
for,  turning  to  the  farmer,  he  said  quietly — 

"  We  never  forget  what  we  promise;  but  we  would  ratlier  dig  the  grave 
ourselves." 

"  Much  rather,"  said  Jack. 

They  now  set  to  work  in  earnest,  and  after  first  carefully  taking  off  the  turf,  so 
that  they  could  use  it  again  to  cover  up  the  spot,  they  began  to  dislodge  the  earth, 
and  each  shovelful  that  they  took  up  for  some  time  they  cast  as  far  from  them  as 
they  could,  for  they  knew  that  else  they  would  not  be  able  to  leave  the  grave, 
as  they  wished  it,  level  with  the  surrounding  turf,  without  leaving  a  mound  of 
mould  outside. 

It  took  a  weary  time  to  dig  the'grave ;  but  the  exercise  was  good  for  both  Dick 
and  Jack ;  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  it  had  the  effect,  in  some  measure,  of  dis- 
pelling some  of  the  dreary  feelings  that  filled,  at  times,  the  mind  of  the  latter. 

At  length  they  had  the  grave  to  their  mind,  and  then  they  rested  from  their 
toil,  and  stood  upon  the  brink  of  it.  There  was  a  solemn  stillness  now,  for  the 
wind  had  gone  down  a  little ;  and  the  rain  only  came  in  a  straight  stream,  pattering 
from  leaf  to  leaf  of  the  old  tree,  at  the  foot  of  which  the  last  house  of  Claude 
Duval  was  made. 

"  It  is  done,"  said  Dick- 

"  Yes — yes  ;"  faltered  Jack,  as  he  wiped  his  brow. 

Jack  moved  to  the  body,  and  signed  to  Jack  to  help  him,  and  they  lifted  it 
gently  «p ;  and,  part-ially  holding  by  the  cloak,  and  partially  by  the  ends  of  the 
cravat  that  Dick  had  wound  round  it,  they  let  it  into  the  grave. 

Then  Dick  lifted  his  hat  from  his  head  ;  and  they  all  shuddered  as  they  stood 
by  the  grave. 

"Farewell!"  said  Dick — "farewell,  Claude  Duval!  We  commit  you  to  the 
earth  !  You  had  your  faults — as  who  of  us  is  without  ?  But  to  a  merciful  Heaven, 
that  searches  deeper  into  human  hearts  than  we  can  do,  we  leave  you  !  Tliere  are 
tbftse  who  will  plead  for  you  at  the  throne  of  All-grace  ;  and  Que  who  knows  us 
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best,  knows  well  that  ypur  faults  were  none  of  the  worst  i  and  so  you  may  have 
hope  of  tlie  life  to  come." 
"  Amea  !"  said  Jack. 
•*  Amen  !"  said  Lucy,  in  a  low  tone,  and  she  clung  to  Harry  Brown. 

Then  Dick  took  a  shovelful  of  the  earth  and  cast  it  into  the  grave,  crying— 
i      "Come,  Jack,  our  work  is  not  yet  done." 

It  was  at  this  moment,  then,  .that  Jack  raised  a  shriek  of  agony,  and  called 
aloud  to  the  dead— 

" Claude— Claude  I  my  friend— my  brother!— oh,  more  than  twenty  thousand 
brothers  are  you  to  me! — oh,  God,  give  him  back  to  me,  and  take  this  wretched 
life  for  his !  Claude— Claude,  come  from  the  grave,  and  let  me  look  upon  you 
ooce  again  !" 

*•  Jack,'*  said  Dick,  "  be  a  man." 

"  I  am— I  am ;  but  I  am  but  a  man.  If  I  were  more  or  less,  I  migHt  be  calm, 
bat  I  am  only  human  !  Claude— Claude,  come  back  to  me  again !  Ob,  Dick, 
what  if  he  be  not  dead  ?— what  if  we  have  been  too  hasty  i  Claude,  speak  to 
me!    'Tis  I,  your  old  dear  friend,  calls  to  you!" 

"  Come— come.  Jack,"  said  Dick,  taking  both  his  hands  inliis.  '« Let  me 
implore  you  to  be  calm.  This  is  but  a  paroxysm  of  feeling  and  will  pass  awav. 
For  my  sake,  and  for  your  own,  be  calm.  Claude  is  happy  in  death. 
Why  should  wc  even  call  upon  his  spirit  in  sucli  a  fasMon  I" 

"  It  is  over,"  said  Jack.    "  I— I  am  calm  now,'* 

"That  is  well." 

«'Yes,  Lick— yes  ;  but— but— *' 

*•  What  would  you  say?" 

*'  You  saw  him— ch,  Dick  ?  He  was  dead  ?" 

••  Oh,  vcs,  Jack.    Banish  that  delusion,  I  pray  you." 

«« Yes— yes,  I  will.  Forgive  me,  Dick,  forjgiviug  you  all  this  trouble.  Come— 
come,  what  am  I  to  do  V* 

•♦  Help  me.  Jack,  to  accomplish  this  sad  duty." 

'•Yes,  I  will— I  will.** 

They  shovelled  in  the  earth  upon  the  body,  and  the  grave  slowly  filled  higher 
and  higher  still,  till  it  was  near  to  the  level  of  the  earth.  They  then  very 
quietly  patted  it  down. 

"You  should  jump  upon  it,"  said  the  farmer,  **andit  wi*!  go  ever  so  far 
lower  down,  I  can  tell  you." 

"  Wretch  1"  screamed  Jack,  as  he  aimed  a  blow  at  him  with  the  spade, 
••  would  you  ask  me  to  jump  upon  his  remains  ?    Villain — murderer !" 

•*  Stop,  Jack— stop,"  said  Dick.  "  Let  him  be.  He  did  not  mean  anything 
of  the  kind  in  an  unkind  spirit.    Let  faim  be/* 

"  But  it  shall  not  be  done  !'* 

"  Certainly  not.  There,  we  will  manage  without.  See,  now,  all  is  flat,  and 
ready  for  the  turf.'* 

They  replaced  the  turf,  and  to  that  operation  Harry  Brown  lent  a  handj  so 
that  it  was  soon  done  ;  and  so  Claude  Duval  was  buried,  and  the  rain  from  the 
saturated  leaves  of  the  old  tree  fell  like  tears  upon  his  grave. 

"It  is  done,"  said  Dick,  as  he  threw  down  the  spade. 

«•  Yes.  it  it  done,"  said  Jack,    *'  Oh,  God,  yes  I'* 

"  Jack— Jack !" 
I  "I  am  calm,  Dick.    Don't  scold  me.'* 

"  Farmer,"  said  Dick,  "  here  is  the  gold  we  promised  you.'* 

*•  Oh,  really  gentlemen,  I'm  quite  sorry  to  have  to  take  it.  I  hope .  you  may 
never  want  it,  upon  my  word  £  do  ;  but,  you  see——" 

"Silence!  Where  are  our  horses  ?  We  each  bad  a  horse  when  we  reached 
this  place." 

"  A  horse,  gentlemen,  had  you  V\ 
i  "  Yes,  and  you  know  it.'' 
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"  Oh,  dear  me!     Well,  is  it  possible!     Dida't  anybody  see 'em  ?     Well,  I 
■never !     A  horse,  did  you  say  ?" 
;    "Three  horses,"  said  Dick.     "  Where  are  they?" 

"Why,"  said  Harry  Brown,  *' they  were  in  our  stable,  but  they  are  now 
under  the  shelter  of  one  of  the  haystacks,  quietly  eating,  I  hope,  and  I  can  bring 
them  in  a  minute  or  two  to  you." 

"You  wretch !"  cried  the  farmer;  "what  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  Oh,  you 
ungrateful  boy !  you  villain !  how  dare  you  say  anything  about  the  horses  ? 
Oh,  I'll  kill  you,  1  will  f 

"  No  you  won't,"  said  Dick. 

"I  will— I  will!" 

The  farmer  made  a  movement  to  go  up  to  the  boy,  to  execute  some  of  his  threats 
against  him ;  but,  with  such  an  expression  upon  his  face  as  the  farmer's  better 
judgment,  if  he  had  any,  might  well  shrink  from,  Dick  interrupted  him,  say- 
ing— .  - 

"  Lay  but  a  hostile  finger  upou  that  lad,  and  you  die  upon  the  spoti" 

"  Die  upon  the— -a— spot  ?     Oh,  Lord !" 

"  Yes."  Be  warned,  I  beg  of  you,  for  1  can  assure  you  that  we  arc  m  no  sort 
of  hiimbur  for  trifling." 

«  Oh,  well,  1—r  really— " 

"Silence!" 

*'  But  I  didn't  mean  indeed——" 

"  Oh,  never  mind  him,''  said  Harry  Brown,  **  I  don't  care  whether  he  turns 
me  away  or  not.    i  can  always  get  work  to  do." 
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CHAPTER  CCCXCVIIL 

THE    CONCLUSION. 

;  Both  Dick  and  Jack  felt  a  little  distressed  when  they  heard  Harry  Brown  say 
this,  for  it  led  them,  of  course,  at  once  to  the  conclusion  that  he  foresaw  his  own 
discbarge  from  the  situation  he  had  in  the  farm. 

"  No— no,"  said  Dick.  "  This  must  not  be.  It  is  not  fair,  Mr.  Farmer,  to 
sacrifice  the  boy  to  any  malevolence  you  may  have  against  us.  1  beg  that  you 
will  not  do  it." 

"  Oh,  no— no,"  said  the  little  girl,  "he  surely  will  not,  and  cannot  be  so 
cruel." 

'*  1  don't  care  a  jot,"  said  the  boy.  "  T  work,  and  work  hard,  too,  for  all  I 
get  in  this  homestead  ;  and  to  the  one  who  does  so,  the  favour  or  the  disfavour, 
the  passions  or  the  caprices  of  employers  are  as  nothing.  What  is  it  to  one  who 
does  his  duty,  and  gives,  as  too  often  is  the  case,  to  some  testy  and  stupid  em- 
ployer forty  shillings'  vv-orth  of  real  work  for  every  twenty  shillings  he  receives, 
what  that  employer  chooses  to  think  ?  He  can't  lake  away  our  arms,  and  while 
a  man  has  them,  is  he  not  independent?" 

*'  You  rascal,"  said  the   farmer,  "  this  is  the  gratitude  I  get  from  you,  is  it 
by  keeping  you  in  my  service  all  the  time  I  have  ?'* 
1 '"Giatitude?     Stuff!" 

i  "Oh,  dear,  me!  this  is  the  way  oY  the  world,"  added  the  farmer,  "I  have 
■  had  the  boy  with  me  for  two  years,  and  see  how  he  treats  me  now.  Oh,  dear— 
oh,  dear  I" 

"  And  he  did  not  suit  you  I"  said  Jack, 
-    "Eh?"  ■• 

"  I  say,  he  did  not  suit  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  he  did,  though." 

"  Well,  then,  what  on  earch  has  he  to  feel  grateful  for  ?  I  rather  think  yovi 
ought  to  feel  grateful  to  him/*  \ 
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"  Harry,"  whispered  the  little  girl,  "  don't  say  too  much,  for  if  you  do;  J, 
too,  shall  lose  you.* 

This  was  a  view  of  the  subject  that  had  not  occurred  to  Harry  Browu  v\?h.ile 

his  blood  was  np  from  the  unmerited  reproaches  of  the  farmer ;  but  when  now, 

it  came  at  once  across  him  in  all  its  terrors  that  he  would  lose  the  society  of  the 

\t  dear  girl  whom  he  loved  so  well,  he  certainly  felt  shocked  at  himself  for  having 

gone  so  far  m  the  tone  of  defiance  with  which  he  had  treated  the  farmer. 

Dick  Tarpin  saw  the  effect  that  a  few  whispered  words  from  the  little  girl 
had  had  upon  Harry  Brown,  and  he'  could  w  ell  guess  what  they  must  be  to 
produce  such  an  effect ;  so  stepping  up  to  Harry,  who  was  looking  very  crest- 
fallen, indeed,  he  said— 

"Harry  Brown,  I  don't  think  you  need  regret  what  you  have  said.  On  the 
contrary,  it  is  just  as  well  that  you  have  defied  the  farmer  ia  the  way  you 
have," 

"  Think  you  so,  sir  V 

"  Yes.  There  are  very  many  natures  who  always  behave  the  better  in  pro- 
poition  as  they  are  so  treated;  and  I  should  not  at  all  wonder  but  that  after 
this  night  the  farmer  will  think  more  of  you  than  ever  he  did." 

•'  1  hope  he  may,  sir." 

"  And  so  do  I,"  said  the  girl.      "  It  is  quite  impossible,  though,  that  he  or 
,  any  one  can  think  too  much  of  Harry  Brown." 

The  young  creature  in  saying  this,  uttered  nothing  but  the  really  genuine 
sentiments  of  her  heart.  !She  did  believe  that  there  was  nobody  in  all  the 
world  to  be  compared  to  Harry, 

Far  from  smiling  or  being  displeased  to  hear  her  speak  with  such  enthusiasm 
of  her  young  lover,  Dick  Turpin  was  glad  of  it,  and  turning  to  the  farmer,  he 
said — 

"  My  good  sir,  neither  I  nor  my  friend  choose  to  take  the  trouble  of  coming  to 
any  conclusion  with  regard  to  what  you  have  said  of  our  horses.  It  is  sulBcient 
for  UH  that  they  are  to  be  found,  and  are  even  now  forthcoming;  and  it  will  be 
much  better  for  you  to  say  no  more  upon  the  subject.  Harry,  you  know  where 
our  steeds  arel" 

"  I  do." 

"  Then  let  us  have  them,  and  we  will  be  off  at  once  from  this  place." 

The  farmer  bad  seen  enough  to  know  and  to  fee!  that  it  was  quite  madness  to 
say  anything  more  about  the  matter;  and  anything  in  the  shape  of  an  apology,  or 
an  attempt  to  explain  away  what  he  had  said,  would  inevitably  tend  to  make 
matters  worse  ;  and  he  had  the  prudence  to  hold  his  tongue. 

No  doubt,  though,  the  man  whose  cupiditity  had  been  so  strongly  awakened 
by  the  thought  that  he  would  get  possession  of  the  steeds  of  the  highwaymen, 
was  deeply  mortified  to  find  such  a  capital  source  of  profit  slipping  through  his 
fingers  in  such  a  way;  but',  as  tlies-e  v;as  now  no  help  for  it,  he  could  only  utter 
divers  groans,  and  bite  his  lips  in  silence. 

Harry  Brown,  with  alacrity,  ran  to  letch  the  horses ;  and,  in  the  course  of  a 
few  moments,  he  brought  all  three  of  them  to  the  brink  of  poor  Claude  Duval's 
grave. 

"  Here  they  are,"  he  said  ;  "and  I  have  taken  upon  myself  to  say  that  they  are 
none  the  worse  for  being  here  for  the  time  they  have.  I  have  taken  good  care 
that  they  are  well  fed  and  groomed ;  so  that  they  are  all  three  as  fresh  as  so  many 
daisies." 

"  They  are,  indeed,"  said  Dick,  as  he  patted  the  neck  of  his  superb  steed  ;  and 
if  then  he  said — "  Jack,  just  step  this  way  a  moment.  I  wish  to  speak  to  you,  if 
*    vou  please." 

•'  Yes,"  said  Jack.     "  What  is  it  ?" 

They  whispered  together  lor  a  few  moments  ;  and  then  Jack  said — 

"  Yes,  be  it  so  ;  1  am  perfectly  willing,  Dick.     It  may  be  the  making  of  him,  [^ 
for  all  we  know."  ( 

"Will  you  say  it?"  j' 
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j      "  No,  no— you."  ~™ 

"Very  good." 

Upon  this,  Dick  turned  to  the  farmer  and  his  little  niece,  and  to  Harry  Brown ; 
and,  addressing  them  as  a  group,  he  said —  j 

"  I  believe  my  friend  here," — indicating  Jack—"  has  satisfied  you,  Mr.  Farmer, 
by  paying  you  all  that  has  been  promised  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes— yes,"  said  the  farmer,  in  a  great  hurry,  for  fear  the  sum  he  had 
stipulated  to  receive  vv'ould  be  mentioned,  and  so  get  to  the  ears  of  Harry 
Brown — "oh,  yes,  I  am  quite  satisfied  upon  that  head.  Say  no  more 
about  it." 

"  Very  good.  As  for  you,  my  dear,  kind,  good  girl," — to  the  Bttle  niece—"  I 
can  only  return  my  sincere  tbanijs  ;  but  I  am  quite  sure  that  you  desire  nothing 
more." 

"  Indeed  I  do  not." 

"  Nor  do  I,"  said  Harry  Brown.  "  We  ate  both  quite  repaid,  and  it  has  been 
a  ^'eat  pleasure  to  me  to  be  of  service  to  you." 

"No,  Harry  Brown,"  added  Dick.     "My  friend  and  I  are  not  going  to  let 
vou  off  so  nicely  as  all  that." 
'  "Let  me  off?" 

•*  Don't  look  surprised.    We  are  but  two  of  us  now.     He  who  was  with  us,  l 
and  whom  we  so  deeply  regret,  lies  now  in  the  cold  and  silent  grave.     What  good 
will  his  horse  be  to  us  ? — none,  at  all ;  so,  Harry  Brown,  as  some  slight  ex- 
pression of  our  grateful  feelings  to  you,  we  give  the  creature  to  you.". 

"  Give  it  to  me  V 

"Yes.    Take  it." 
'    "  It  is  well  worth  a  hundred  pounds,"  said  Jack,  "and  I  advise  you  to  sell  it 
''for  no  less  a  sum." 

"Oh,  gracious  goodness!"  cried  the  farmer,  "you  don't  mean  that,  gentle- 
men ?  Why,  what  is  the  good  of  the  horse  to  Harry  Brown  ?  If,  now,  he  were 
a  farmer,  it  would  be  quite  another  affair.  I  will  accept  it  in  his  name,  if  you 
please." 

«  Oh,  no,  no !"  said  the  little  girl.  "  I  think  Harry  had  much  better  accept 
it  in  his  own  name." 

"  Silence,  miss !   I  will  have  you  well  corrected  when  yoa  get  home," 

"  No,"  said  Harrys — "  no,  you  won't,  sir.  Beware  of  the  consequences  of  any 
bad  treatment  of  the  girl.  I  daresay  these  two  gentleanen  will  have  the 
goodness  to  call  at  some  odd  time  or  another  if  ever  they  s  hould  be  near  to  this 
place,  and  inquire  how  we  both  get  on,'' 

Dick  quite  understood  that  Harry  Brown  wished  him  to-  frighten  the  farmer 
with  an  idea  of  a  visit  from  them ;  so  he  said— 

"  That  we  intend  to  do." 

"Oh,  dear — oh,  dear!"  said  the  farmer;  "but  the  idea  now  of  giving  a  horse 
worth  a  hundred  pounds  to  a  lad  who  is  earning  his  hal  f^a-crown  a  week  and 
his  victuals  only !     Oh,  it's  really  dreadful  to  think  of,  it  i  s,  indeed  !" 

"Take  the  horse,  Harry,"  said  Dick,  "and  sell  it.  Much  good  may  the 
money  do  you,  as  I  am  pretty  sure  it  vrill.  If  you  are  ve  ry  careful  of  it,  such  a 
sum  as  that  mentioned  may  possibly  be  the  means  of  plac  ing  you  in  some  posi- 
tion of  life  which  may  be  the  high  road  to  that  independe  Dce  which  you  so  well 
deserve." 

"  I  will  take  care  of  it  for  her  sake,"  said  Harry,  as  h  e  glanced  at  the  young 
girl. 

"  Do  so.  You  could  not  possibly  have  a  better  incec  itive  to  well  doing  than 
your  love  for  one  who  so  well  deserves  all  the  affection  yo  u  can  possibly  bestow 
upon  her." 

As  he  spoke,  Dick  took  the  bridle  of  poor  Claude's  ho;  fae,  and  placed  it  in  the 
hands  of  Harry  Brown,  saying— 

"  He  is  yours ;  take  care  of  him." 
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"  Yes,"  said  Jackj  "and  when  you  sell  him,  be  a  little  careful,  though,  that 
he  goes  into  kind  hands." 
*'  I  will— I  will,  indeed.*' 

Dick  and  Jack  now  mounted  their  horees^  and  they  seemed  to  be  upon  the  point 
of  riding  off;  but  yet  there  was  a  host  of  struggles  in  their  minds,  which  prevented 
them  ffoin  quite  so  easily  leaving  the  spot  of  earth  where  Ckude  Duval  lay  in 
death. 
••  Come,"  said  Dick,  •'  this  will  do,  Jack." 
•'  Yes — yes,  I  am  coming.     Oh,  Claude— Claude  !" 
"  Jack,  you  promised  you  would  be  firm.'* 

"  1  am— I  ana  1    Harry— Harry  Brown  ?"  "    ".  ^, 

The  boy  sprang  to  the  side  of  Jack's  horse  in  a  moment. 
"  Will  you,"  added  Jack,  in  a  tone  of  emotion,  "take  what  care  you  can  that 
the  grave  is  not  disturbed  ?   I  do  not  ask  impossibilities  of  you,  but  only  as  far  as 
you  can,  you  know." 
"  I  will,  indeed." 

"  And  I  will  plant  some  flowers  upon  it,*'  said  the  girl. 

When  Jack  heard  this,  he  turned  to  speak  again,  and  to  say  something  that 
should  convey  to  the  young  creature  how  grateful  he  felt  lo  her  for  that  kind 
thought,  but  he  could  not  speak,  so  he  merely  waved  his  hand,  and  then  galloped 
down  the  avenue. 

"  Farewell !"  said  Dick. 

In  another  moment  he,  too,  was  off;  and  before  he  could  reach  Jack,  the  latter 
had  got  to  the  end  of  the  avenue,  where  they  would  either  have  to  get  through 
the  hedge  into  the  high  road,  or  to  o;o  over  the  ploughed  field  again,  which  had 
proved  such  a  distressing  thing  for  their  horses. 

"Hold,  Jack  1"  cried  Dick.  "Let  us  to  the  road,  my  friend.  This  way — ^I 
see  a  gate." 

Jack  obeyed  the  call  of  Dick,  but  he  said  nothing.  A  white  gate,  that  each 
moment  became  whiter  and  vrhiier  as  the  morning  dawned,  was  close  at  hand , 
and  Dick  diBmounted,  and,  with  the  aid  ©f  a  large  stone  that  he  found,  he  broke 
the  padlock  that  fastened  it,  and  swung  it  open.  Leading,  then,  his  own  horse 
through  it,  he  said — 

"  Come  on,  Jack  ;  there  is  no  danger  now,  I  think,  for  our  enemies  seem  to 
have  left  this  spot." 

1'hey  passed  through  the  gate,  and  then  it  swung  shut  with  a  heavy  clang 
behind  them,  and  Dick  mounted  again.  As  hs  did  so  his  face  was  turned 
towaid.e  the  east  and  he  saw  that  the  coming  dawn  was  already  with  rare  and 
singular  beauty  tinting  the  horizon  with  many  strange  colours. 

"  See,  Jack,"  he  said,  "this  night,  with  all  its  terrors  and  all  its  griefs,  is 
already  over." 

"It  is,"  said  Jack. 

Dick  was  glad  to  hear  him  speak  at  all,  although  it  was  in  rather  strange 
accents  that  he  did  so.  It  was  in  vain  that  Dick  tried  to  get  a  glaiQce  at  his 
face  ;  Jack's  hat  was  pulled  down  so  far  over  it  that  that  was  not  possible. 

They  cantered  in  silence  for  about  the  space  of  two  miles,  looking  at  the  ad- 
vancing sunlight,  and  discovering  that  soon  some  great  changes  took  place  in  the 
face  of  nature. 

In  a  long  streak,  that  must  have  been  some  hundreds  of  miles  in  extent 
along  the  horizon,  there  came  a  gleam  of  stange,  greenish-looking  light,  which 
shed  its  reflection  across  the  meadows  and  the  trees  that  lay  beside  .the  road 
on  which  Jack  and  Dick  were. 

After  a  time  a  slightly  yellow  tone  seemed  to  take  possession  of  the  lower 
edge  of  this  streak  of  light,  and  then  it  vanished  and  threw  up  into  the  air  long 
pencils  of  light,  that  had  a  very  beautiful,  though,  rather  a  cold  effect. 

A  lark  in  the  meadows  close  at  hand  awakened  and  went  up — ^up— up  into  the 
Bl<y  till  it  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  sun,  and  then  3t  began  to  awake  eolitude  with 
itie  sweet  melody  of  its  voice  j  and  from  every  tree  and  every  bush  there  came 
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the  twitter  of  awaking  birds  as  they  heard  the  songster  of  heavea  proclaim  that 
a  new  day  had  commenced. 

■'Thf^  night  is  over.  Jack,"  said  Dick,  who  wanted  to  get  him  into  conver- 
sation if  he  possibly  could.  "  You  see  that  there  is  still  much  beauty  and  mach 
gladness  left  in  tlie  great  earth." 

Jack  raised  his  arm  before  him,  and  then  turning  to  Dick,  he  said— 


"  Yes,  tLere  is  beauty  and  there  is  gladness  for  alt,  save  me  !  It  is  he  alone 
who,  with  a  capacity  for  suffering  beyond  that  possessed  by  another  creature,  may 
look  upon  such  a  scene  a?  this  and  feel  no  gladness." 

"  For  a  time.  Jack,  I  admit.  But  there  is  no  balm  to  a  wounded  spirit  like 
nature  and  time." 

"  Dick,  I  am  going  to  say  something  that,  I  am  afraid,  you  will  think  unkind. 
Will  Tou  forgive  me  ?" 
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"  Oh,  yes,  since  you  ask  it ;  because  I  feel  quite  sure  that  it  is  not  intended  as 
an  unkindness.     What  is  it,  Jack  ?" 

"  We  must  part,  Dick." 

The  manner  in  which  Jack  uttered  those  words  were  such  that  if  he  had  spoken 
for  a  month  about  the  subject,  Dick  Turpin  could  not  have  felt  more  thoroughly 
convinced  than  he  at  once  did  that  Jack  meant  what  he  said. 

The  silence  that  ensued  between  them  w*as  somewhat  embarrassing;  but,  at 
length,  rather  from  feeling  that  he  ought  to  say  something  than  from  any  idea 
connected  with  what  he  said,  Dick  said— 

"  Do  I  understand  you  rightly,  Jack  I    Did  you  say,  part  ?" 

"  I  did,  Dick." 

"And  you  mean  it?" 

"  As  Heaven  is  my  judge,  I  do  !" 

There  was  another  rather  long  silence  now ;  and  then,  as  Dick  patted  the  neck 
of  ^Ais  steed,  he  said—* 

"God  forbid  that  I  should  say  anything  to  keep  a  man  in  ray  company  who 
prefers  being  out  of  it.  I  don't  suppose  you  have  said  such  a  thing  as  this,  Jack, 
without  giving  it  some  sort  of  consideration.  It  would  b6  quite  an  insult  to  you 
to  suppose  you  had,  old  fellowj  so,  of  course,  if  you  have  made  up  your  mind  to 
it,  why,  there's  an  end." 

"As  I  suspected,"  said  Jack, 

"As  what?" 

"As  I  suspected :  you  are  hurt  about  this  affair." 

"Hurt?     Oh,  no!" 

"Yes,  Dick,  you  are  j  but  I  expected  you  would  be,  only  1  preferred  coming 
out  at  once  with  the  fact,  and  then  telling  you  why  I  had  so  made  up  my  mind, 
to  going  a  more  roundabout  way  in  the  matter,  and  leading  you  to  that  conviction* 
Now,  Dick,  L  will  tell  3^u  whV  I  think  of  leaving  you," 

"  Well,  Jack,  go  on." 

"My  heart  is  in  the  grave  vvith  poor  Claude  ;  and—and-^^-^^" 

Jack  paused,  and  his  head  drooped  upon  his  breast-^he  thought  he  had  more 
strength  than  nature  had  given  to  him.  The  pronunciation  of  the  name  of  Claude 
had  completely,  for  the  ipomeiit,  unnerved  him;  and  he  was  unable  to  proceed  in 
what  he  had  meant  to  say. 

Hot,  scalding  tears  gushed  from  his  eyes,  and  trickled  down  his  cheeks;  and 
his  bosom  heaved  with  emotion^ 

Dick,  to  tell  the  truth,  was  himself  tob  much  affected  at  this  paroxysm  of  grief 
upon  the  part  of  Jack  to  say  anything  of  a  comforting  character  to  him  for  some 
seconds ;  but  When  he  did  speak,  it  was  as  well  to  induce  him  to  retract  his 
resolution  to  separate  from  him,  Dick,  as  to  try  to  assuage  the  agony  of  regret 
that  was  at  his  heart  for  the  death  of  Claude. 

"Jack,  my  dear  fellow,"  be  said,  "  let  me  tell  you  one  thing,  and  that  is,  that 
you  are  coming  to  too  hasty  a  decision.  When  the  mind  is  full  of  any  great 
passion — such  as  grief  for  the  departed,  or  the  like  in  magnitude— the  judgment  is 
far,  very  far,  indeed,  from  free  to  act ;  and.  therefore,  you  should  be  specially 
cautious  of  coming  to  any  conclusion  as  to  what  you  will  do,  or  what  you  will 
not  do,  under  such  circumstances." 

"  Yes — yes,  I  know." 

*•  You  comprehend  me.  Jack?** 

"  Fully.  The  weakness  of  the  moment  is  over,  and  I  am  able  now,  Dick,  to 
tell  you  more  calmly,  that  I  have  something  to  do,  which  will  take  me  from  you 
at  once  and  for  ever." 

••Something  to  do?" 

"  Yes— yee,  but  I  cannot  tell  yon.'* 

"  I  can  hardly  think,  Jack,  that  you  can  have  any  work  in  this  world  now  to 
perfom  that  a  friend  might  not  help  you  in." 

"  You  are  wrong.  Oh,  do  not  ask  me !  Dick,  will  you  leave  upon  my  mind 
the  gratification  that  we  parted  quite  good  friends,  without  a  shade  of  ill  feeling-^ 
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without  any  dim  consciousness  of  offence  upon  your  side?    May  I  take  with  me 
that  thought?" 

"  You  may,  Jack." 

*'  With  all  your  heart  do  you  say  so  f " 

"'With  all  my  heart  Jack." 

'•  Give  me  your  hand,  Dick." 

Dick  stretched  out  his  hand  to  Jack,  who  grasped  it  firmly,  and  looking  Dick 
in  the  face,  he  then  said— 

"  I  think  I  have  said  quite  enough,  and  that  it  is  better  now  that  we  say  good- 
by  to  each  other  as  we  are,  than  enter  further  into  a  subject  that  must  be  pamful 
to  both  of  us.'' 

"  But,  Jack,  you  half  promised  me  an  explanation  of  the  reason  why  you  are 
forced  to  leave  me." 

"  I  did,  but  I  cannot  now  say  more.    Look  there,  Dick." 

"Where?" 

"  To  the  west." 

"Yes— well,  I  see.    What  of  it?" 

"  There  is  where  I  am  going.  I  shall  keep  that  way,  Dick ;  and  when  the 
early  sun  overtakes  me,  and  throws  his  later  beams  into  my  face,  I  shall  still 
follow  it.  When  the  night  comes,  I  shall  lie  down  to  rest,  till  I  can  see  my  way 
again  by  the  Srst  faint  beams  of  the  morning.  Yes,  Dick,  I  have  a  mission^to 
the  west." 

•'Well,  but,  Jack?" 

"  Say  on— I  attend  you." 

"  Come,  now,  my  good  friend,  this  is  not  kind  to  me.  It  is  not  kind  to  the 
memory  of  him  whose  grave  we  have  stood  by  the  side  of.  I  ask  of  you  but  to 
stay  this  one  day  with  me,  and  then  if  at  this  hour  to-morrow  morning  you 
still  have  this  strange  determination  to  depart,  I  will  no  longer  oppose  it." 

Jack  shook  his  head. 

••  No— no,  Dick,"  he  said.  "  How  sorry  f  am  that  you  have  asked  me  this 
much,  because  I  cannot  do  it.    At  once,  now,  and  for  ever— farewell !" 

"  But  why  say  for  ever  ?" 

"  Because  we  shall  not  meet  again." 

"  Ob,  yes,  we  shall.  Jack.  Farewell,  if  the  word  must  be  uttered,  for  a  little 
time  ;  and  when  you  wish  to  find  me  you  know  twenty  places  where  you  can 
go  and  inquire  for  me.  The  time  will  come  when  you  will  wish  to  sit  down  by 
the  iide  of  one  who  can  speak  to  you  of  Claude  Duval." 

Jack  held  up  his  hand  as  if  he  would  beg  Dick  to  be  silent,  but  Dick 
went  on. 

"  In  that  time  your  feelings  will  be  cooled  down  to  a  more  sober  state  ;  and 
although  neither  you  nor  I,  who  knew  him  so  well,*can  ever  cease  to  feel  regret 
for  the  death  of  our  old  friend,  yet  time  will  do  much  towards  softening  down 
that  feeling  to  something  of  the  tenderness  of  regret,  without  any  of  its  wild  and 
passionate  feelings.    Then,  Jack,  you  will  seek  me." 

"I  will,  if  that  time  should  come;  but  it  will  not.  Farewell,  Dick — 
farewell !" 

Jack  gave  his  horse  an  impulse  forward,  such  as  the  creature  was  but 
little  accustomed  to,  and  after  a  plunge  it  darted  off  like  the  wind.  By  a 
dexterous  movement  of  the  bridle  the  creature  was  turned  to  the  right,  and 
a  hedge  and  ditch  together  were  cleared  in  gallant  style.  Another  minute,  and 
Jack  and  his  steed  plunged  into  a  little  copse  in  the  meadows,  and  Dick  was 
truly  alone. 

"Gone,"  said  Dick — "gone!  Claude  Duval  and  Jack  left  me.  lam  alone 
now  in  the  world  I  How  still  and  sad  the  feeling  is.  No,  I  am  not  quite  alone 
while  you  live,  my  gallant  Bess— you  who  have  borne  me  scathless  through  so 
many  trials  [" 

The  creature  aiched  its  neck  and  made  a  grateful  snort  as  Dick  patted  it  upon 
its  silken  mane. 
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*'  Hark  !  for  the  road  !"  cried  Dick  Turpin.  "  I  must  conquer  reflection  in  the 
excitement  of  a  life  that  is  still  open  to  me.  Come,  Bess,  you  and  I  are  now 
all  the  world  to  each  other,  for  there  is  an  end  ot  Gentleman  Jack." 

In  thus  concluding  the  life  of  one  of  the  most  celebrated  highwaymen  that  ever 
lived  in  this  country,  we  may  say,  that  one  oi  the  great  sources  of  amusement 
which  the  contemplation  of  the  career  of  such  a  man  as  Claude  Duval  affords 
to  the  reader  must  be  looked  for  in  the  fact,  that  never  again  can  the  same  cir- 
cumstances that  afforded  facilities  for  highway  robberies  exist  in  England. 

The  railway  train  has  put  an  end  at  once,  and  for  ever,  of  the  old  class  Knight 
of  the  Road  ;  and  we  may  truly  say  that  the  first  sound  of  the  first  railway 
whistle  was  the  knell  of  the  old-fashioned  mounted  highwayman. 

Dick  Turpin  and  Gfiitleraan  Jack,  and  their  friend,  Sixteen- string  Jack,  might 
stop  the  York  mail,  but  not  the  York  train  ;  and  we  may  truly  say — • 

"  The  highwaTmau's  occupation's  gone,"  au4  "  Tve  sball  neyer  look  upon  his  like  again." 


V  ■ 
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